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  I will start with a testimony when I was 10 years old or so .  

I like to mention this one because I do share also in my personal 

witnessing with friends and contacts about how the Lord is sooo real and 

He sooo faithful to answer ALL our little childish prayers. 

      My background is Catholic and my family went to church. In Italy had 

before the tradition to have communion for the first time when you are 

adolescent. So the night before to attend the first communion ceremony 

I obey what a nun suggested the children to do before to go to bed: 

"Children remember tonight before to go to bed to pray the Lord for a 

good night and ask Jesus to sleep with you". 

     So I did the prayer and it happened that in the middle of the night I 

woke up and I had a very vivid spiritual experiences to feel the presence 

of Jesus and see himself sleep close side by side together with me in the 

same little bad. 

     Seeing Jesus personally my reaction was to greeting Him and after 

that happily I went to sleep again. 

     This was my first special encounter that really encourage me a lot on 

my grow, future and difficult teenager years. It remind me that Jesus is 

real and always near to us and to dose who seek & believe in Him. 

***  

The students were having breakfast and two of them were facing each 

other opposite side of the table. One ( Nitesh) could see in the window 

behind this student , The other( Lily) could see the garden outside 

behind the other students back as the door was open, the one facing the 
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window- thought someone in white was passing by in the garden as she 

saw the shadow in the window but Nitesh said " No, no one passed.  

Then she saw in the window someone passing in red and again said: 

someone is in the garden, I can see him, but Nitesh said, no, there is no 

one! She went out right away to check but did not see anyone. She 

looked around the dining room but there was no one to be seen. She 

asked me what it was later and I said: Looks you saw two angels! Since 

Nitesh was facing the garden he was supposed to have seen what she 

saw in the window as he was facing the garden.  

***  

Last month, we asked for your prayers for an air con for the cancer kids 

schoolroom. The Lord did it! Here’s how: 

 When visiting recently, the schoolroom seemed especially hot and the 

kids were all sweaty.  I noticed the windows were all sealed shut.  

"Are you waiting for the air-con to get installed?" I asked one of the 

teachers. 

"Yes, she said, "We made all the preparations but we don’t have the air 

con yet." 

"The kids really need an air-con!” I thought, “They're already battling 

cancer. They  deserve a comfortable schoolroom." 

That evening, I asked the Lord to supply all the funds for the air con. The 

next day, I went back to the cancer kids’ shelter to talk to the manager. 

He explained about the air-con,  the cost of the installation, etc.  The 

total came to $400. 
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I took a step of faith and told the manager, "I believe we'll have the air 

con in two weeks.” 

 A lot of red tape is involved in getting permission to do anything in the 

government hospital, so I suggested we start preparing the paperwork 

to get the air-con installed. 

 After making that commitment, I got desperate in prayer. It’s not that 

easy to raise $400 being in a 3rd world country. The only way it was 

going to happen that fast was through God's miracle-working power.  

Two days later, I got  an email from a friend I hadn’t heard from in a 

while. He wrote, "I’m sending you $400. Please use it for whatever you 

like."  

Wow, the Lord answered my prayers so quickly!   

This proved to me once again that the promises in the Bible really work! 

If you are facing a challenge or a need in your life, I hope you will use the 

Bible promises in your prayers. They always work!   

  

***  

Thought I would tell you about a wonderful answer to prayer and a 

miracle.  I threw out a whole heap of old clothing the other day and saw 

it in the back of the car and thought I had better take it to the Salvos.  In 

the bag was an old handbag into which I had forgotten I had put some 

jewellery.  My engagement ring, and my Mum’s eternity ring and a ring 

from my mother-in-law, some pearls etc.  I awoke last night and started 

thinking about this jewellery and then remembered where I had put it – 

panic and prayer followed and then God gave me a peace about it. 
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I went to the Salvos this morning and explained what had happened, the 

fellow in charge looked for me and said that the bag had probably been 

thrown out and the garbos had picked up yesterday, just a couple of 

hours after I had left it.  I went away a little dejected, but on my return 

thought I believe God can do miracles and ‘phoned the Salvos and left 

my number in case they turned up.  Went for a walk with a friend and on 

my return Pete said the Salvos had rung so I returned the call only to 

hear that they had found the jewellery.  I kept saying to the Lord “I know 

you can do anything and I believe you can do this” and he came through 

for me.  The man said that he was new there and the previous Manager 

probably would not have called me, so I blessed him and said that I 

hoped something good would happen to him today. As you say, we must 

never lose faith. 

--By Carol 

***  

This is just a little testimony that shows the Lord's power and care for us, 

His little sparrows. One day, when my husband was on a faith trip in 

another city, he called me and asked if I could send him some more 

witnessing materials. 

I didn’t know how I was going to send them, since I didn’t have the 

money on hand for the shipping fees, yet he needed the materials right 

away. I got desperate and prayed for the Lord to do a miracle. The Lord 

told me to go ahead and prepare the box with the materials and that He 

would take care of the rest. 

So I got the materials together but needed a box to send it in. I found a 

box that was inside of another box almost the same size. It took some 
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effort to separate the boxes, but when I did, guess what?! Stuck in 

between those two boxes was $10, which was enough for the shipping! 

Only the Lord can come through like that when we need it most. He 

never fails and is faithful to His Word to take care of us! Now, whenever 

I’m faced with a similar situation, I don’t worry or fret; I just relax and 

remember the ten dollar miracle!  

--By Melanie 

***  

Once I was faced with fixing the audio tape player (in 1997) and there 

was no way to take to a repair shop. It had to get done by the next 

afternoon, and it was already evening. So after due prayer and claiming 

do-it-now promise I went to work on it. After digging in the machine I 

found I needed to have a cylindrical item to secure in its place to make 

the player to work. 

I got stumped, and I asked the Lord what to do to fix it. He answered by 

asking me ‘what is in my hand?’ I didn’t get it, but after some reminders 

he showed me what was in my hand. I was the home finance manager, 

and I had the ‘bag’ with me. In it were a bunch of coins too. Then it 

clicked what Jesus was telling me. The next hours were spent scraping 

both sides of the 2- rupee coins and making a cylinder using superglue 

and a bunch of coins. Then the cylinder item got placed inside and the 

player worked just fine. Thank the Lord the show went on without a 

problem and the coin item stayed in place for another 2 weeks before it 

got taken for a professional repair job. 

Proverbs 8:12 - I wisdom dwell with prudence, and find out knowledge 

of witty inventions. 
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 ***  

I moved to my present city just before the changes happened. There I 

was having plans to continue the work via the internet and sustaining 

myself with proceeds from Mottos sales. Things didn’t go as planned and 

after about a year I was coming to the end of my funds. Being physically 

unable to walk around, I could only move inside house on flat floors on a 

computer chair. I didn’t see myself working under any boss, especially a 

non-Family person, so I wasn’t sure how I was going to make it.  

After a long period of waiting and declining many low offers and one 

particularly gangster type of real estate dealers. They all came in and 

wanted to buy at low price, which I refused politely. The Lord kept 

telling me to use technology and make them smile and not worry about 

other things like their intimidation or fearsome looks. So it turns out this 

group was not aware of google earth view and I showed them the 

property on my computer screen. They were so surprised and were 

taken aback that they seemed to forget their usual tactics. I also said 

some things to appreciate their understanding of details and business 

knowledge.  

Thankfully they left in peace and in good mood and I was glad to see 

those people off. But the Lord kept me holding on and pulled me 

through. I managed to make a large profit for the owner of the property 

after concluding the sale with another buyer. This sale was good enough 

to enable a source of supply for me for the rest of my life.   

***  

On our last trip to Thailand, the pilot announced that everyone would 

have to disembark from the plane, as the fog prevented us from taking 

off. I stood up and told all the passengers, “We can pray and the Lord 
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can change the weather.” After I prayed, the crew looked at me a bit 

funny, but some of the Muslim passengers agreed with me. The pilot 

was still insistent that we disembark, and I saluted him, “Yes, sir, you are 

the boss, but we will just be coming right back as I believe God answers 

prayer.” Sure enough, after everyone got off the plane, they had us all 

reboard since the fog had lifted. Afterwards, one of the stewards told 

me, “You are right. He does answer prayer.” 

*** 

On the way to my organic food shop, our train got stuck, with two other 

trains stopped on the line ahead of us. I prayed quietly for the train to 

get going, claiming the keys, but nothing happened. The Lord showed 

me I should talk briefly with the train overseer, and suggest to him that 

as he went through the train he might suggest to those who believe in 

God to offer up a small prayer. 

After speaking to the train overseer, he replied, "But it all depends on 

the people fixing the problem." I explained that I had been working for 

“the Boss*” for half my lifetime, and that we were on good terms. (*A 

much less religious term for the Lord which people here prefer using.) 

I also gave him a tract. I said that assuredly the people working on the 

problem would be doing their best, but that it really depended on the 

Boss as to whether the problem was a small one or a more intractable 

one. 

Then I looked ahead towards the other train, and it seemed to me that it 

had moved! The overseer also looked, and agreed that the other train 

had moved forward. He looked at me with great surprise in his eyes, and 

pointed his hand upward (indicating that he was giving the Boss the 

credit for answering prayer). In a moment, our train was on the move. 
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*** 

     Years ago, when I was living in a small community here in South 

Auckland, I made an agreement with a brother, to meet at a very far 

away shopping centre, to distribute literature in the car park. However, I 

had some urgent work to do, so I told Chris that I would meet him at 

Sandringham . He just needed to go there first. 

    After about an hour, I left the house and hitchhiked in to Auckland. 

But the most extraordinary thing happened. I needed to go to Symonds 

street to catch a bus to Sandringham, and the car that I had hitchhiked 

stopped on the motorway (!), and I scrambled up the bank to Symonds 

street! Extraordinary! Unheard of! It was such an unusual situation, that 

I asked the Lord, "Dear Jesus, what is going on? What is the reason for 

all this?"  The Lord replied, "Go down to K Road." (about five minutes 

walk away.) I argued with Him, "But Lord, I am already so late, and I have 

a long way to go. i don't want to get caught up in wild goose chases." 

The Lord told me, "Go down to K Road."  Finally, I said, "Dear Lord, I'll go 

down to K Road for 5 minutes. Absolutely no more. If I don't meet 

anyone special, I shall leave immediately and come back and catch the  

bus to Sandringham." 

    I went down to K Road, and looking around, I found Chris!!! I was 

amazed! I said, "What are you doing HERE?" He said, "I  changed my 

mind." I said, "Chris, you can't do stuff like this. When we make an 

agreement, then you have to stick to it!" The Lord was so incredibly 

faithful! It was an important lesson for me about the very great 

importance of practising and making a habit of listening to the Lord's 

voice." God is so FAITHFUL. 

 *** 
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With my two young boys in the double seat stroller, and baby in the 

sling, I walked in to a Salvo’s shop. “Is the manager here?” I asked. I was 

straining to do just something, anything. Perhaps there was a way they 

could help. I felt pretty desperate. 

After graciously being allowed to stay in  friends’ houses for a month, 

with our small brood, we had at last, and wonderfully, had a house to 

rent. We were to move in on Saturday. Today was Friday. The house 

unfurnished. Completely empty—except for the stove. Looked great—

no messes yet! But we’d need at least some mattresses to sleep on. 

There was no moving van filled with our belongings to simply unload. 

We had a few suitcases—till our boxes of toys, other clothes, books, and 

so forth arrived months later, by ship. We weren’t moving from another 

city. But from half way around the world. Let me take you back... 

For about the past 30 years my husband and I had been missionaries. He 

since in his 20’s, and I, well, all my life. I was born to missionary parents. 

We had met and married in the exotic land of Jordan! Working as 

volunteers for projects in the mid-east region. Other countries 

(collectively) prior to our last country of Lebanon, included Thailand, 

Brazil, Japan, Portugal!  

So time passed, and we then had 3 small children. After much thought 

and prayer, God led us to come “home” to Australia—my husband’s 

native country. It took several months for the plan to materialize. Boxes 

to be packed and shipped, and so forth.  

But those who have experienced it before know what it is like—to have 

been a missionary, giving your all to those you are helping, means when 

you come back to home grounds, there is no “nest egg” waiting for you, 

or pension or “retirement fund”. You start at zero. There are no crowds 
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to welcome your victorious return from the battle front—though you’ve 

given the best years of your life, and now a bit older, a bit more tired, 

have to start from scratch.  There is however one thing more that is to 

your great advantage: God. He’s been your boss, and He’s kept track of 

all that you’ve given to Him. And as the Bible says: “I have been young, 

and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed 

begging bread.” PSA.37:25 

We  had a little funds, but really, compared to all that we’d need to set 

up a house and furnish it, pay rent, buy food, get a car, pay for its 

registration, heating for our house as winter was fast approaching, it 

would be a drop in a bucket! And my husband being able to get a job 

would be rather important.  

And so predictably, no one could do anything for me, at the Salvo’s, for 

whatever reason, I forget. But standing in line was a gentleman who was 

kind to offer a small TV/ DVD player he had at home and wasn’t using. 

Wasn’t really even on our list of “needs”, since we are a TV free home, 

basically, but the thoughtfulness was encouraging. (It came in handy for 

visitors later on, as well as watching the “Melbourne Cup” live—the first 

and only thing I’ve seen on it.)  

“You might be able to get a washing machine for $500, if there’s one on 

sale...”  a friend told my husband. The numbers were staggering, adding 

up all the costs. “I’ll just wash things by hand... it’ll be fine. We don’t 

need one...we’ll just put the clothes in the bathtub after the kids have a 

bath...and save on water that way too...” I told my husband later. I was 

stretching to think in new ways, trying to find any solution possible to 

cut down costs to what we could actually do—so we could use the little 

we had on food, for example. And even that was getting flexible, with 

our frequent use of sardines.  
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Now, we hadn’t just jumped into this all blindly. A lot of thought and 

prayer had gone into this move. For months prior to even arriving I had a 

list of things I was praying for, for our new house to have. And when 

things worked out, to the T that we had  requested, it felt wonderful. 

He’d heard our prayers.  

“Proactive prayer” is really the way to go. Pray weeks, months, years, in 

advance. When you get there, and see things working out, as if the 

jungle has been cleared and a road paved for you, you’ll know it was 

worth it putting in the time to pray, way in advance.  

There was a house to rent, being shown. It looked hopeful. We took the 

kids to go and view it. When I walked in, it was just great. I got this 

wonderful feeling, like it was just perfect. Tons of natural light, large 

picture windows, big (rare) back yard with just a nice flat lawn for 

children’s play. The rent was unusually low, the size fine, and as we were 

later to discover, it was a 10 minute walk from the job my husband got!  

However there were 14 others that day who also wanted the house. But 

the miracle happened—though he didn’t even have a job yet, (besides 

what he did in his “home studio” and what we were approved to get 

from government help at this point), and with three lively children, still 

we were given the house!  

***  

This morning, as something the boys have long feared--a danger--

happened: the huge, seemingly bad spirited dog next door and their new 

medium puppy  broke into our yard. But I think it was your prayers as I 

went out there and told them sternly to "go home" waving a stick and 

praying, and they without a bark immediately did so. Lord took control. 

Praise the Lord!   
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Another cool thing is that our back yard has no grassy thorns, so we can 

comfortable walk bare foot. Our front yard and others gardens around 

all have these types thorns and grass prickles, but I'm always praying 

away thorns and deadly spiders and claiming the Keys of "garden of 

Eden" it's neat to see it has happened in this way. All prickles have 

vanished from where the boys and I like to rub bare foot 

--By CQ 

***  

I went with two of my children, Luisa and Gabriel, to take a walk in the 

forest in order to gather some nettles for salads. It was such a beautiful 

day ! We were by the river , enjoying the very beginning of spring. Some 

birds were singing , it was sunny, and flowers started to sprout. The 

nettles were barely sticking little heads and leaves out of the ground, 

but we found some. When we finally looked at the clock I realized that 

we stayed longer than planned and at 5 o’clock some visitors would 

come. It was 4 : 40. I realized that we wouldn’t make it home in time 

walking, that we would have to take a taxi, once we were out of the 

forest and in the town. If we found one… and we needed one quickly. 

As we were coming down the forest , we were walking on a dirt road, 

when we heard a car coming behind us. We moved to the side and 

waited for it to pass. It was a Taxi !!! In the forest? We waved to it to 

stop and it felt so weird to do that, considering the circumstances. The 

taxi stopped and we asked if he can take us to town. He brought us 

home and didn’t want to charge nothing when we arrived. We arrived 

just in time with a few minutes to spare . What a miracle ! –Angela ( 

March  8th 2018) 

*** 
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Years ago I had an appointment for a Saturday evening meal with Jim, an 

old university friend, and with his wife. They lived on the far side of 

Auckland, New Zealand, one of the most spread out cities in the world. I 

had to hitchhike, and their house was so far away, I estimated that it 

would take three hours to get there. I needed to leave our house, 

located on a busy road leading down to the motorway onramp, at 

3.00pm, to get to Jim's by 6.00pm.  

Just as I was preparing to leave the house, I remembered that I had two 

extremely urgent notes to write and post, so I told the Lord, "OK, but 

You will have to give me a better ride." I wrote the notes (it took about 

10 minutes), and was again just on the point of leaving the house, when 

the door bell rang, and a visitor wanted to talk with me! I told the Lord, 

"OK, dear Lord, but You will have to give me a better ride."  

Finally, I was ready to leave the house by 4.20pm, getting a bit late! So I 

phoned to Jim, and said, I have been held up, and I am just about to 

leave the house now. I may well be late, but I am coming." Jim said, 

"Geoffrey, why don't you come next Saturday?"   I said, "No, today is the 

day. I am coming now." 

At our front gate, I had to decide which way to go, to the left, to a major 

set of traffic lights, where I could hitch for a ride at the lights, or walk for 

15 minutes down to the onramp, to the right. The situation was so 

desperate I HAD to pray. I felt the Lord guiding me to go to the left, to 

the traffic lights. My heart sank. It was so impossibly late, (by now, about 

4.30pm), and here I was walking in the OPPOSITE direction to the one I 

wanted to go. I got my ride down to the motorway, thanked the driver 

and gave him a Gospel tract, and ran across the road to the onramp.  

About 20 seconds later a small station wagon stopped, and I got in.  
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"Where do you want to go?" The driver was a young man.  I needed to 

go such an impossibly long distance, I said, "Downtown Auckland."  

"Well, look at that, I am going there too. Where abouts in downtown 

Auckland?"  

"Well, actually, I need to go across the harbour bridge to the North 

Shore"   

"Well, look at that! I am going there too. Where abouts on the North 

Shore?"    

" I need to go to Devonport."  

 "Well, look at that. I need to go to Devonport too. Whereabouts in 

Devonport?"  

"I've never been there, but I have the address here." I showed the driver 

the address: 

 "Well, look at that, the address is just around the corner from my 

house." !!!! The driver took me all the way to his front gate. I got out, 

walked around the corner to Jim's house, and arrived just before 

6.00pm. Unforgetable. 

***  

My husband had been denied a visa renewal for the foreign country we 

were living in, at the time that I was soon to give birth to our second 

child. I was permitted to stay there; in fact I couldn’t leave—not until 

after the baby was born, and got his passport. Several brave months 

passed, and at last the time came when I would be able to leave and join 

my husband, and he could see his new son for the first time.  
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Our flight was booked and all was packed. In the middle of the night a 

friend, whose home I was then staying in, took me and my toddler and 

my 5-month-old baby to the airport. My husband planned to make his 

connecting flight to the airport where I was, and would travel with me 

and the children by plane elsewhere. Our bags were all loaded on the 

plane—including the baby’s birth certificate and all. Then, to my shock, 

the border customs wouldn’t let me leave—as there wasn’t an exit 

stamp in the baby’s passport. (We had been told it was not needed.) It 

was a “no go” situation.  

So our toddler went happily with his daddy on the plane, and I had to go 

back to the house with the baby, and hope to catch a flight the next day, 

with the needed stamp. It was late morning by the time my friend and I 

reached the office that would stamp the baby’s passport, but the man 

refused to do so, as I didn’t have his birth certificate. I explained it was 

on the airplane!  

I at last melted down, feeling like a prisoner, separated from the other 

half of my family. He conceded and said he would give the stamp if I at 

least had a paper from the doctor, stating that this was my child, the one 

he had delivered. Off to the doctor’s office we briskly went. The only 

time the doctor was in his office was around 12 o’clock noon each day. 

And it just so happened to be this very time! Wonderfully the doctor was 

there and quickly handwrote a note for us. But that wasn’t all. It would 

need to be notified and stamped by two other ministries to make it 

“valid”.  

When we went to these services, we found the officials quite ready for 

their break and unwilling to stamp the paper. However, after prayer and 

pushing for it, they at last both did so. The race was still on. The 

weekend was setting in, and the passport stamping office would be 
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closed within minutes and would not be opened again for a few days. As 

I walked through the door, it was closed just after me. I was the last 

person allowed in. Whew! The Lord had helped us to make it in time, to 

the second. The official I returned to see had already finished for the 

day, and about to leave his office when I walked in to show him the 

doctor’s paper and get the exit stamp for the baby. He looked utterly 

shocked. That kind of speed for paperwork was unheard of. He promptly 

gave the stamp, to our relief, and that night the airline was pleased to 

see I had made it and could board their next flight. We had a safe flight 

and happy reunion after nearly seven months of challenges, struggles, 

and waiting.  

--By CQ 

***  

My good friend had been bitten by a dog when she was a young child. I 

met her when we were both in our teens. Although she was grown—and 

taller and older than me, she still had a fear of any dogs we might 

encounter on a walk. I would normally have liked to have someone to 

“defend me” when out on a walk, but I had to play the role of 

confidence and boldness out of necessity. No use both of us being 

afraid; that would invite trouble. If a dog was near as we took our 

weekly walk together, I stood on the side necessary to shield my friend.  

Now with children of my own, naturally I need to protect them at 

times—such as this event a couple of years ago while on vacation. While 

walking at the beach a very large dog suddenly left sitting with his 

owners and started running across the sand up to my youngest son and 

fiercely barking, nearly to the point of biting—for no apparent reason.  
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There were several other people around. It was as if my boy was singled 

out for some unimaginable reason. He was up ahead several meters 

from me, and the one holding his hand was looking at the waves, and 

enjoying the scenery, sounds, and air, and was unaware of the danger 

the boy was suddenly in.  I made a dash for it, running swiftly towards 

this angry dog. I called on Jesus to help, and with authority that His Spirit 

gives I loudly and sternly rebuked him, and commanded that in Jesus’ 

name he go back to his masters immediately. He did just that, thank 

God. They were sitting a ways away and were puzzled at what had just 

happened. They had not called him back, but the dog got the message 

loud and clear by God’s Spirit, what he was meant to do. “He’s never 

done this before; why has he behaved this way to this child all of a 

sudden?”  they asked me when coming over to talk, with question marks 

on their faces.  

There are spiritual forces at work—both for God’s children and against 

them. My son loves Jesus very much, so I knew this was an attack from 

the wrong side. When looking at the owners of this dog, I could tell they 

really needed to let the light of God into their lives. I told them they 

needed Jesus Christ to help control their dog; it was a spiritual thing that 

had come over him—the age-old conflict darkness always has against 

light. Feeling rather shaken up by it, and worried that they would get in 

trouble for their pet’s behaviour, they put themselves in a learning seat 

and listened to my short message and explanation and pondered it 

deeply. Then we carried on our walk, unafraid; we were under the Lord’s 

protection.   

 --By CQ 

***  
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God sent me an angel to help me, appearing in human form and 

vanishing when the task was completed. One day circumstances found 

me in a new city, in a place that wasn’t safe for a young lady to go 

around alone. I didn’t speak the language, I had no way to get around 

the city nor the sense of direction or knowledge to do so by public 

transportation, and I had to take care of timely paperwork for the first 

time on my own before leaving the country—getting it all done in 1 or 2 

days. I had little money—just enough for the business at hand. I stepped 

out on the sidewalk, feeling like I was Peter walking on the water to 

Jesus. It was a thrill being so totally at the mercy of God and committing 

myself to Him. I made my way to a bus stop, with just a card in hand of 

the place I needed to go. Then God sent him. [Continued on next page] 

Without hardly a few words spoken, a man at the bus stop offered to 

accompany me. Saying yes was a huge step of bravery and only done 

with a desperate prayer to the Lord. This man then took me to the right 

bus, paid the fare, travelled with me, located the hard-to-find building, 

waited until I was done getting the needed photos taken, took me out to 

an all-you-can-eat health food restaurant, then got me on the next right 

bus to make my way home. When walking towards the final connecting 

bus to board it I turned to where he was standing, and he had vanished. 

Not so much as even asking me my name. The job was accomplished, 

and I was safe. I could not have done it without a physical angel guardian 

and guide. The next day I had to bravely repeat the trip again taking a 

few different buses to pick up the photos and make my way back to the 

main paperwork office.    

I didn’t have my visible angelic guide and teacher this time, but I did 

have the Lord. Somehow, whenever I needed information on something, 

I would ask Jesus to help, and He would tell me who to speak with—

someone safe to talk with, and who knew the right information. How 
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they knew exactly what I wanted, I didn’t figure out. All I know is that I 

made it there, without getting lost, and finally at the end of the day all 

the way back to the friend’s house I was briefly visiting for this trip. This 

solo trip included lots of walking in the sun to various places, little food 

and water, and a tight timetable to get it all done in. Somehow I had the 

courage, the protection, the strength and God’s care and guidance every 

step of the way—in whatever form He knew I most needed it in.  

I was the Lord’s child and dependent on Him to assist me. 

***  

I was always painfully shy all my growing up years. When I was a young 

adult it still gripped me, even with people I knew. If I would see them 

heading to where I was walking outside, I would veer to another 

pathway if at all possible, so I wouldn’t have to be socially compelled to 

speak and interact. One time I heard that the manager of a Christian 

organization would soon be visiting was. I had heard him speaking 

before, in a group, and always admired his deep love for the Lord, and 

the wise things he said. I could really use some encouragement at that 

time in my life. I wanted to request a one-on-one time to meet with him, 

to talk and pray and spend time in the Lord’s presence. As a young adult 

I was going through so much emotionally; there were new decisions to 

make and challenges to face. I could really use some Godly counsel, 

personal encouragement, and moral support.  

It was a bold thought, but I just felt it was what I needed. His trip to our 

city was short, so I’d need to take action promptly before my chance 

passed. I was of course way too shy to ask for an individual time like 

that; and with such a busy and important man as he. But when I woke 

one morning, the Lord brought to my mind Psalm 84:11.  
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Through it, the Lord was saying that if what I was requesting was a good 

thing for me, God would work it out; that I shouldn’t hold back from 

asking, because if it wasn’t going to be good for me the Lord would stop 

it from working out. So I confided in the secretary working out the 

meetings. She knew me and some of my struggles and thought it was a 

great idea. She then arranged it all for me. Just getting myself to ask for 

what I felt I needed spiritually and emotionally, took great courage. But 

because I had God’s Word encouraging me, I was able to do it.  

The time spent communicating, and communing with the Lord together 

with this man of God had a great impact on me. It gave me wings to 

carry on serving the Lord, and continued to help break the bands of 

crippling shyness. It was during that year that I had a good character 

change, and the more I stepped out to do as I had done, and made the 

effort to communicate with those who would help build up my Christian 

faith and walk with the Lord, the stronger and bolder I got. Today one 

could never tell from the way I am now, what I used to be like. God’s 

Word and obedience to it, empowers us and changes us.  

***  

A brave and daring young German lady, 18 years old, and her friend, 

were on their way to be missionaries in Ethiopia. Their plans were 

suddenly jolted as this woman was found to be in need of an emergency 

operation. Ovarian cysts were causing great pain, and two had ruptured. 

It all happened so suddenly. Would she go with the operation? If so, the 

doctors explained it could cost 15,000 Euros. They certainly didn’t have 

the funds for it, and were still trying to raise funds for the rest of their 

travel needs and project expenses. A kind nurse spoke and encouraged 

her to trust in the Lord’s love, and not worry about the money. So this 

young woman took the step to have the operation, still not knowing 
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how the Lord would cover the needs, yet declared she believed God 

could do a miracle. 

 

Friends of hers were praying for her, every hour, and were also trying to 

come up with ways to help cover the medical expense, but God had 

something very unexpected in mind. After recovering from her 

operation, a month later, she went to face the situation with the bill to 

be paid. She was told to report to the hospital with how she was going 

to pay. She really didn’t know what to do about it.  

However, to her amusement she found out, that in that German 

hospital, there surprisingly wasn’t a proper medical record that had 

been kept of her. How that happened, no one knows, as they are usually 

very meticulous with record keeping. The only record that showed up on 

the computer was that of a woman by her name, yet 76 years old who 

had inflammation of the joints, and the bill had already been covered by 

the hospital’s medical insurance. The secretary said, “We cannot charge 

you if there is no record of you even existing. You can go!”  

Wonderfully surprised, the young lady left the office, hardly believing 

what had just happen. It was a rather humorous way for Jesus to cover 

the bill-paying dilemma. When she happily told her friends about it, the 

mother of one friend phoned the hospital to make sure. And it was 

indeed as the secretary had said—they could not find a single trace of 

paperwork that she had ever been in the hospital. 

An 18 year old German young lady—who had been on her way to be a 

missionary in African— shared a hospital room with a Turkish speaking 

woman, who had little chance left to live. The cancer in her body 

advanced and had wrapped itself all around her intestines.  
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There was only 30% chance or less that the operation would be 

successful. This woman was afraid to die, worrying about the 

punishments in the afterlife that she feared she would face. She had 

heard the young Christian lady praying to Jesus for healing, and knew 

that in the Koran Jesus is called the healer. “Please pray to Him for my 

life,” she requested. The young lady prayed a simple prayer, desperate 

for Jesus to do something to honour the faith they had put in Him at that 

moment. Her whole family was standing there with such expectant faith. 

The next day when before leaving the hospital the young lady was 

released, while having a time of prayer, she heard her name being 

shouted. 

“It’s a miracle! It’s a miracle from God!” the daughter of the sick mother 

was saying over and over.  

Just before doing the operation for the older woman’s cancer the 

doctors decided to do one more scan, and found all the cancer gone! All 

but one little bit on top that was easy to remove. The doctors said they 

had never seen anything like it before!  

The young lady had been waiting and praying before leaving the 

hospital, as she needed a place to stay in that city, while waiting to pay 

her hospital bill. This Turkish family was so happy, they let this young 

woman stay with them for two weeks. They had many questions about 

God’s love, and Jesus’ power to heal, and were able to have many good 

discussions.  

While she stayed with them, an even greater miracle occurred than that 

of the healing of the mother’s cancer. During that time the father, 

mother, and daughter asked Jesus to come into their hearts and change 

their lives. I think all the pain, and the temporary disruption of her plans, 
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that the young lady’s own medical needs caused, at that moment, must 

have seemed worth it. This family found joy with Jesus. 

***  

A young man visiting his mother in Uganda needed a ride to the airport 

at 4:00 a.m. to catch his return flight to Japan. It was going to be a 

challenge finding a taxi who would drive that early. They prayed for the 

Lord to provide the needed ride. The day before the flight he and his 

mother stood on the side of the road hoping to flag a taxi down that 

would agree to return early the next morning to drive him to the airport. 

However, before they could spot a taxi, a jeep suddenly pulled up beside 

them. “Can I help you?” the driver asked and introduced himself. 

“George” was his name. After hearing of their predicament, he offered 

to be the one to drive the young man to the airport the next morning. 

The mother wasn't too sure about this arrangement, wondering if there 

was a catch to it, as in lots of money going to be asked of them, or 

whatever. She said she’d rather have a proper taxi. Yet, when they 

talked more, and heard what George had to say, what they found out 

about him gave them the confidence that he could be trusted. 

He told of a miraculous event that had happened in his life, years before, 

when he worked as an electrician for the city’s main power. One day a 

mistake happened and thousands of volts of electricity coursed through 

George’s body. He should have been killed instantly, but for some 

inexplicable reason he wasn’t. Everyone said it had been a miracle.  

This had a life-changing effect on him, changing his priorities and his way 

of operating in day-to-day life. He went on to describe it, as well as the 

amazing reason he was there, in his jeep, ready to help:  
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“Since that accident,” he said, “I try not to make a move unless I hear 

from God. I was sitting in my room tonight, watching TV, when that 

inner voice that I’ve come to recognize as God’s spoke to me, and said:  

‘Get up, get in your car, and drive. You’ll meet someone who needs your 

help.’  

When I saw you by the side of the road, I knew you must be the ones He 

was sending me to.”  

Convinced of his sincerity, and very gratefully that he was offering to 

drive,—and offering to do it free of charge—they accepted. George kept 

his word. God had once again answered the prayers of those in need, in 

a special way. 

*** 

On May 13, 1998 in Jakarta, Indonesia, John and Lydia’s family and 

coworkers were caught in the heart of citywide riots that had been 

sparked by anti-government student demonstrations. Their third-story 

apartment doubled as housing and base of operations for their 

volunteer work, and due to the dangerous and tense situation, stayed 

put for days, leaving only for emergencies. One day they ventured out to 

the outer court where the guard was keeping watch at the gate of their 

apartment complex and other anxious neighbours had gathered. 

Suddenly a few terrified and fleeing youth were running and warned 

them of the mob that was coming and would soon be upon them. They 

were looting and burning buildings—just like the place John and Lydia 

were residing in. There was only one thing to be done: Pray hard! Back 

in their apartment some prayed in one room for God’s protection, more 

desperately than they ever had before, while the children were read to 

calmly in another room—unaware of the fear and danger. 
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The adults beseeching God’s intervention and help remembered, 

reviewed, and reminded the Lord of His promises of safekeeping as 

outlined in Psalm 91.  

After what seemed like a long while, they cautiously looked out the 

window to see that all was calm in their immediate surroundings. A look 

then from the roof top showed that God had heard and answered their 

plea for help. Whatever occurred to make the mob turn away, they 

didn’t know, but the sight showed God was able and did so. Here’s what 

they wrote about what they saw from the top their apartment building:  

“The mob had left a path of destruction down the street that led to our 

neighbourhood—a cindered, litter-strewn mess of mangled steel and 

shattered glass. The mob had come straight up our street, and then just 

before it got to our apartment, the mob had made a U-turn and headed 

for a nearby supermarket. For some time after that, we could still hear 

the shouts of looters as they emptied the supermarket of anything they 

could carry. Later, 200-foot columns of fire illuminated the night sky as 

two nearby department stores were looted and burned. Destruction and 

terror were all around, but through it all, we were kept safe in the hands 

of our loving Saviour.” 

***  

In the rugged Hakkoda mountain range in Japan, in February 2007, a ski 

guide was on a tour. He says, “I always spend the long commute up the 

mountain praying for wisdom and spiritual guidance, as well as for 

protection for each person in that day’s tour group.” On this day, 

something unusual happened.  

A team of seven Australian’s were his team for the day, and thankfully 

they were all experienced ski patrolmen, and each carried full avalanche 
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gear in their backpacks. Weather conditions changed to dangerous, and 

getting down safely an alive was the goal, using a different route than 

what they had planned. They headed into the biting wind and inched 

their way down the ridge in blinding conditions. The guide later wrote, “I 

desperately prayed for God to have mercy and get us down safely.” 

Halfway down the mountain they discovered another group who were 

desperately calling out for help. They’d been caught in an avalanche. 

Some were injured, some half-buried, some not alive, and one still 

missing. 

While they waited for the rescue workers to come with snow boats, this 

guide and his team assisted these ones in trouble, performing First Aid 

and CPR on the injured, and built snow shelters around them to keep 

them from freezing to death. And they searched, in a patterned way, 

until they found the lost member of the group. Wonderfully they found, 

that though this man had been buried in the snow for an hour, he was 

still alive. His helmet had created an air pocket around his head so he 

could breathe, and the cold had slowed his metabolism so he needed 

less oxygen. “And it wasn’t his time to die,” the guide added, thankful 

for his life being miraculously spared.  

When writing of the event, the guide explained, “Any other group of 

skiers I’ve guided would have been totally helpless in such a situation, as 

most people bring no avalanche gear and have no experience. Only God 

could have arranged for our team of experienced skiers to get together 

on that day, on that mountain, in order to help those stuck in the 

avalanche. And only through a miracle of God did we find the last person 

alive after he’d been buried under the snow for so long. As one 

commentator put it, we were ‘the hand of God on the mountain that 

day.’” 
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***  

Bela Paskin had been a displaced Hungarian man who had lived through 

many difficult times during war times, made to labour for the Germans, 

sent to the Ukraine, later was captured and put to work by the Russians. 

It all started when he was a young married man. At long last, he was free 

and travelled hundreds of miles on foot to his house and home in 

Debrecen, a city in eastern Hungary. Rather than finding his family at 

home, he found only strangers filled the house, who never heard of him 

or his parents, brothers or sisters, or wife. A neighbour recognised him, 

and told him the terrible news of what had happened. They said all his 

relatives were no longer alive, and his wife had been taken to Auschwitz, 

one of the worst concentration camps. It was devastating news. He set 

out on foot again, crossing border after border until he reached Paris. He 

managed to immigrate to the United States in October 1947. While on a 

train on January 10, 1948, three months after arriving, something 

wonderful happened. 

The train was very full, and politely Bela got up to give his seat to a new 

passenger, Marcel Sternberger, also Hungarian. “I hope you don’t mind 

if I glance at your paper,” Marcel felt prompted to say to Bela, who was 

surprise to hear someone speaking to him in his native tongue. The men 

got talking, and Bela’s sad life’s story unfolded. However, when Bela 

spoke of his missing wife—who he was sure could no longer be alive—

and the places they used to live, this rung a bell in Marcel’s mind. So 

many of the details matched the life account given to him recently from 

a Hungarian lady, who was crushed with what had happened to her in 

life.  

“Is your wife’s name Marya?” Marcel asked, looking in his address book. 

Bela replied it was.  
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“Let’s get off the train,” Marcel suggested, and led the way to a phone 

booth. Before too long the wonderfully stunning and amazing event 

took place, Bela was on the phone with his wife. She hardly knew what 

to think of it as well. Marcel helped the greatly surprised Bela in a taxi, 

told the address where Marya was living, and paid the fair. The two 

were happily united again.  

The odds of such an event occurring is too far out to think about. But the 

fact is that God knows who you are special to, and who you are meant to 

be with. He loves for loving couples to be together and share life’s ups 

and downs and help each other through. He knows, right now, who and 

where your husband or wife is, if you are unable to be with them. And if 

you don’t yet have a partner, He knows just the person who is right for 

you and can bring you together, in His time, if you ask Him to. He is the 

God of love, and loves to see it shared by couples caring for one 

another. 

***  

I wonder if Ted, at 10 years old, was being prompted from the all-

knowing mind, that his days were to be short, and he was to prepare the 

hearts of his family for an early departure. These words came to him, 

and he wrote them down. Three years later he was whisked away to the 

place this poem speaks of: 

  

Death, I think, is really life, 

The living, I'd call dead; 

To leave this human, mortal strife, 
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And in new paths be led. 

Death, I think, is beautiful, 

A new and happy home, 

To live then with the Father 

And away you'll never roam. 

  

Death, I know, brings sorrow, 

And often drops a tear; 

Then you think your end has come, 

But it's only life that's near. 

  

[--By Ted Hagstrom age 10, died at age 13 in an auto accident.] 

***  

Two men are being prepared to meet. They don’t know each other. They 

live on opposite sides of the world. Yet for 20 years there is something 

one man earnestly wants to know; something that the other man knows 

and could tell him. —If only he would be God-led in life to learn the 

information, travel to that very remote location, and be able to 

communicate with the locals. He’ll also need to not give up living and 

working in the area for two years with no real visible progress or 
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success, until his paths cross that one man still waiting, daily hoping, for 

the answer to his prayers.  

 Man #1 we’ll call Solomon, a man who lived with his family in a 

dirt-floor shack, in an isolated mountain village in China. (Name changed 

for security reasons.) 

 Man #2 is Ray Aker, a volunteer Christian worker,  who lived out 

God’s call to go and tell people about Jesus Christ; people who have 

never heard this truth. 

 The area where Ray was reaching out to people, on that 

wonderful day, was controlled by fear. They were in fear of evil spirits 

troubling them, stealing life, harming them, if they didn't do what they 

supposed these devils wanted. But Solomon was let in on a secret that 

made him think differently. When he talked with Ray that day, he said 

something that Ray will never forget, for it made all he had been doing, 

so worth it. Solomon said: “Twenty years ago, I understood in my heart 

that there was one God above all, but I didn’t know anything about Him. 

So I prayed every day that He would send somebody to tell me who He 

was. God answered my prayer today when He sent you to me.” Solomon 

then received Jesus as His Saviour and the Lord of his life. He didn’t need 

to fear the evil; he was free; he was protected. 

 Ray expressed: “That was probably the single most powerful 

experience that I’ve ever been a part of in ministry here. I didn’t do 

anything special…. God ordained that moment in time.” 

 It would be nice to say that all went smoothly for Solomon, but 

perhaps a bit of challenging opposition is what will strengthen one’s 

faith best, and prove to others that what they have is the genuine 

article. Solomon joyfully started to tell his family and other villagers 
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about this God of love, the one true God; the God who can remove fear 

from their life and the one who has authority over all, and can do 

anything. 

His family believed and receive Jesus into their hearts and lives, and so 

did six others. That’s as far as he got before the local devil-worshiping 

leader, keeping people in the dark bondage began threatening Solomon 

to stop talking to others about Jesus. Oh how darkness hates the light, 

because it exposes to all that it’s been a sham and inferior, all along. 

Control works better when people are in fear and are kept from having 

true knowledge. This man proclaimed that Solomon would die in three 

days, due to the evil spirits that would make it so unless he stopped 

sharing with others what he had learned about the one true God, and 

Jesus His Son. Solomon had waited for 20 long years to receive the gift 

he had now, and he wasn’t going to keep it from his neighbours and 

struggling villagers. He went right on telling the good news. Villagers 

watched to see what was going to happen. Day three came. Then day 

four but nothing happened. Solomon was well and happy, and still 

sharing the Good News. What an awakening! The villagers saw that the 

God who Solomon learned about, the one God of all who had made us 

and loved us enough to give His Son to save us, was far more powerful. 

No harm had come to Solomon. So on that day four when villagers saw 

that he was still alive, they wanted to know why. Solomon told the 

whole village about Jesus. In one day 80 people gave their lives to Him.  

*** 

One brave blind man expressed how he uses the art of praising God in all 

things, even for the difficult and disappointing turns in his road of 

progress. Rather than viewing something simply as a bothersome 

problem, he uses it like an exercise machine to grow his gratitude 
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muscles, and his holding-on-to-hope skills. One time he had to 

discontinue taking a computer course for the blind, and no longer 

engage in the motivational meetings that he was hosting for those there. 

As disappointing as it was, he chose a wise reaction. He said, “I saw the 

situation as an opportunity to practice praising God in all things. I also 

repeatedly reminded myself of Galatians 6:9.” Later on, a new blind 

friend who was very knowledgeable about basic and advanced computer 

skills helped him in his learning journey, both in person, and by phone 

and email. Some years down the line his laptop gave out, and the 

speaking software he had been using to navigate did not work on his 

newer computer. He chose to practice praising God, and discovered 

what happened as a result. He typed it up on that very computer. Here is 

what he said: 

“There I was, back at square one. Still, with the Lord’s help, I praised and 

thanked Him for this development, and continued believing He had a 

solution. Only days later, I found out about a newer screen reading 

program that works almost exactly like the one I’d been using, and is 

also offered free of charge. I’m still using this program today. Once again 

the Lord marvellously came through for me.  

 “Today my computer skills are still improving and I continue using them 

to minister to people via email and for writing articles like this one. This 

whole process has taught me that the obstacles that appear in our way 

are often allowed by the Lord to test our patience and determination. 

With each obstacle I faced on this journey, I had to choose to see them 

not as reasons to freak out and panic, but as opportunities for God to 

work, and He always did. As the saying goes, ‘Victory belongs to the 

most persevering.’” 

 ***  
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“Before honour is humility” it says in the book of Proverbs (Prov. 1:33), 

and so it happened in the life of a young soccer player in Brazil.  

“I have always loved to play soccer. I played on the junior team for Sao 

Paulo in 2000” he said. But in October that year, when suspended for a 

game, he was injured while swimming at a water park. “As I was coming 

down one of the slides into the pool, I hit my head on the bottom of the 

pool, and my neck snapped.” Though this young person had no idea how 

serious the injury was, or rather how serious it could have been, he 

came out of the water with a bleeding and hurting head. It took some 

time and repeated x-rays until it was discovered that he had fractured 

the sixth vertebra in his neck.  

He says, “They told me that I could have become paralysed and lost my 

ability to walk and to play football. I believe God was protecting me 

during that time from anything more serious.”  

For a couple of months he couldn't play and had to wear a cervical 

collar, but the best was about to come. Wonderfully he was able to 

resume playing soccer again in January 2001—and with great gusto and 

amazing ability. Within two weeks he was called to play for the Sao 

Paulo professional team.  He knew it was Jesus that had saved his life, as 

well as maintained his ability to walk and play.  

 He was very grateful to the Lord who brought him through the accident; 

and was even grateful because of it. Somehow it put him in the right 

frame of mind and position of heart, and stoked up his zeal to do his 

best with the skill he had been given. Additionally, because of it, he was 

then able to tell others of how great and kind the Lord is; that it was only 

because of Jesus’ help that he was able to play, and play as well as he 

did.  
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The young player said, “I believe God had a purpose in that accident. It is 

something that happened just before I had the great blessing of starring 

as a professional in Sao Paulo and initiating my career as a professional 

football player. I need Jesus every day of my life. Jesus tells me in the 

Bible that without Him I can't do anything. (Jn 15:5) I have the gift and 

capacity today to play soccer because God gave it to me.” 

***  

"Kill me, if you wish. I will go straight to God." Jack Vinson, a Christian 

missionary, said this to the bandit threatening his life. The place was 

Kiangsu Province, in Mainland China, in the 1930’s. The bandit was 

surprised that Jack had no fear of death. E.H. Hamilton, Jack’s friend was 

inspired by his courage and penned a poem, expressing why they who 

know Jesus personally, did not share the fear that others are gripped 

with. Those who live for Christ and know His love can die unperturbed, 

and as bravely as they lived. Jack Vinson's courage inspired his friend 

E.H. Hamilton to write the following:  

 Afraid? Of what?  

 To feel the spirit's glad release? 

 To pass from pain to perfect peace,  

 The strife and strain of life to cease? 

 Afraid--of that?  

 Afraid? Of what? 
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 Afraid to see the Saviour's face 

 To hear His welcome, and to trace 

 The glory gleam from wounds of grace? 

 Afraid--of that? 

 Afraid? Of what? 

 A flash, a crash, a pierced heart; 

 Darkness, light, O Heaven's art! 

 A wound of His a counterpart! 

 Afraid--of that? 

 Afraid? Of what? 

 To do by death what life could not-- 

 Baptize with blood a stony plot, 

 Till souls shall blossom from that spot? 

 Afraid--of that? 

 

***  

When a parent is given the gift of a new child, they are given a few extra 

gifts that enable them to care for and train that young one. The gift of 

extra angelic protective help is one of the gifts. Sometimes the gift is the 
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ability to see, in their mind, what the future holds, so the parent won’t 

lose sight of the goal amid the details and tedious daily needs. 

Sometimes the gift is enhanced knowledge about the needs of family 

members, so they can make wise decisions on things that affect the 

extended family. Sometimes the gift is a closeness in spirit with friends 

and relatives, though they may live far away from each other, so that the 

parent will feel the moral support and companionship when they have 

to be somewhat alone in their parenting journey. Or perhaps all of the 

above, and more, might be granted to a new mother. God has all kinds 

of gifts and aids (and aides) to grant to those who are loving His little 

ones.  

Here is what one woman said: 

“I was dragged half-conscious out of a smoke-filled stairwell by someone 

who left before I could catch my breath and thank him, or even see him. 

Television news videos of the fire showed me emerging from the 

building—but my rescuer didn't appear on film. At the time I was 

expecting a baby, and the pregnancy seemed to lend me strange 

abilities. I could see, vividly, things that were happening to friends and 

family far away. I had visions of my future that later proved accurate. 

Once, when I was sick and alone, I felt unseen hands comforting me 

physically.” 

  

Though people didn’t understand, she chose to hold to the faith that 

special things can and do happen.  

I think they happen more often to those brave women who bare and 

raise little ones, so delicate and dependant on them, those so fresh from 

Heaven—and those who are open to receiving the special gifts.  
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 In order to be all that your little growing and maturing child needs you 

to be, you need to be more than yourself. It takes a lot of hands and 

hearts to raise them well. And when mother must be alone, which is 

often the case for the best care of a baby or young child, those extra 

hearts and minds and hands that help must come from the invisible 

realm where the baby originated; from the realm of God, our wonderful 

Creator and Caretaker.  No mother caring for a young child is ever truly 

alone. 

***  

Mr. Merriweather, a dedicated missionary of the Sri Lanka and India 

General Mission, while on a trip to the United States, visited a certain 

woman who supported a full-time missionary overseas. Expecting a 

rather well-off and comfortably living lady, he was somewhat curious to 

find it not the case.  

She lived in a clean yet simple, small and almost poor dwelling place. His 

surprise was heighted to find out, while conversing with this woman that 

she not only supported one missionary, but four fulltime missionaries! 

He wondered what her secret was; where she came up with the means 

to do so. 

She explained the secret to God’s faithfulness and amazing provision for 

her and for the mission work: 

“Yes, sir, I have four--four people all over the world preaching for me. I 

have one in India, one in Africa, one in China, and one in South America. 

I knew I would never be able to preach the Gospel overseas, so I 

determined others should do it for me.”  
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 She had always believed in giving one-tenth of her income to 

God and regularly set aside His portion, and it accumulated. As a 

blessing for this, God had someone bequeath to her a certain amount of 

property, which she rented out. This increased her income and her 

"Lord's Fund".  

 She chose to, and was then able, to support a missionary. As she 

gave to the Lord’s work, He kept giving to her—through her—for His 

work.   

 She added, "I also discovered that my own funds were 

increasing, and eventually I was able to purchase more property. And so 

it continued, Mr. Merriweather. Come over to the window and I will 

show you my houses." 

 A row of magnificent villas was pointed out, and she said,  

 "What does a poor old body like me want with such big houses? 

I have all I require in this little home, and the rent from those places 

supports my missionaries.” 

 ***  

A Christian mother and her three daughters very much wanted to go to 

a camp to learn more about Jesus, but they were quite poor and could 

not afford to pay the train tickets or even their expenses. Their 

grandfather who lived with them, laughed at their plans. “You can’t 

afford to go, so stop thinking about it.”He said. 

They did not stop thinking about it, and continued to pray that God 

would somehow make it possible for them to attend the camp. On the 
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last night before the camp, they prayed once more and packed their 

suitcases. They still had no money. 

The grandfather said, “There’s no use fretting. If God wants you to go, 

why doesn’t He give you some evidence of it?”   

The mother and the girls knew that if anything was to happen it had to 

be soon, as the train left early the next morning.  

Something did happen. At 3:30 in the night, one of the girls named Doris 

heard a strange scratching sound at the front door. Her sisters and 

mother also woke up and they all cautiously headed to the door. They 

discovered two cats scratching at the door! Doris pushed open the door, 

and found two bulky packages and four envelopes placed on the porch. 

Quickly they opened the packages. In one was lunch for their trip, and in 

the other was more food for their stay at the camp. In the four 

envelopes was money for the mother and the three girls. The 

grandfather was astounded when he heard the story over breakfast, as 

they prepared to leave for the train station.  

The little family never found out who sent the parcels, but they guessed 

it must have been a tender hearted person whom God used to answer 

their prayers, because there was an anonymous note in one of the 

packages which read: “From a friend who wishes you a safe journey. 

May God watch over you and care for you until you return safely home, 

is my prayer for you.” 

 

***  
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Suba Rao was the wealthy headmaster of a government school in India. 

He did not like missionaries at all.  

One of his close friends became sick, and was not healed for two years. 

The man went to many doctors, to no avail. One night as Suba Rao slept, 

Jesus appeared to him and said, “If you will go and lay hands on that 

man’s head in My name, I will heal him.” Suba Rao woke up and laughed 

at the dream, then went back to sleep.  

For the next two nights Jesus again appeared to him and said the exact 

same thing, “If you will go and lay hands on that man’s head in My 

name, I will heal him.” The third night Suba Rao got up and went 

immediately over to his neighbour’s house. He laid his hands on the sick 

man’s head and prayed in Jesus’ name. In the morning the man said, “I 

feel much better. Do that again.” The man was healed. 

Suba Rao threw out all his idols. He started to read the Bible and began a 

Bible study class with his neighbours. Suba Rao declared himself a 

follower of Jesus. Healing people in Jesus’ name became his main 

occupation. 

***  

Olga Kristensen spent forty years in China as a humanitarian worker. 

One night toward the end of her stay, she and her co-workers received 

news that a gang of bandits was heading toward their centre, burning, 

killing, and pillaging. Before long, they heard shots being fired at the end 

of their street. Ms. Kristensen later recounted that night: 

"I went into my room and asked God for a word to calm me and the 

others, and a passage I had often read before came to me: When you lie 

down, you will not be afraid; yes, you will lie down and your sleep will be 
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sweet. Do not be afraid of sudden terror, nor of trouble from the wicked 

when it comes; for the Lord will be your confidence, and will keep your 

foot from being caught (Proverbs 3:24-26). 

"I shared that message with the others there and told them to go get 

some rest. Then I went off to bed myself and slept soundly. 

"The next morning, bodies lay in the street outside our premises. There 

had been fighting and murder, but no one had so much as knocked on 

our door." 

***  

One time when we were living on the East Coast of Sri Lanka, my wife 

and I took our 3 children by canoe to a small coral island about 100 yards 

off shore! Only a few square meters of the coral actually stuck out of 

water, and on this we landed the canoe! The children were able to look 

through masks at some of the amazingly beautiful tropical fish and 

fabulously coloured corals which were abundant in the clear blue water 

all around! 

 It was late afternoon and the huge red sun was already 

beginning to dip down over the horizon of the sea, so we began to load 

the children into the canoe to get back safely to the beach before dark! 

 However, the water around the coral rock was now a good deal 

more choppy than when we had landed, and due to the shallowness of 

the water and the sharpness of the coral, it was not easy to get everyone 

on board with the canoe swaying this way and that, and the two 

younger children were getting a little bit frightened! 
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 All of a sudden, literally it seemed from nowhere, a swimmer 

appeared in the water beside us! He got up onto the rock, and calmly 

held the back of the boat steady while we all clambered safely inside! I 

remember studying his face and it was radiant with a sort of heavenly 

glow of peace and strength and quiet assurance! His face was much like 

the face of Jesus, with shorter hair! It's a thrilling and unique sensation 

when you're pretty sure you're staring face to face with an angel! 

 Then with a kindly smile and a wave he pushed us off from the 

rock, and we started back towards the shore! After paddling for about 

10 seconds I thought, "I'm going to turn around right now, and if he 

really was an angel I have a feeling that he will have disappeared!"--So I 

did! And he HAD! He was GONE! Not only had he vanished from the rock 

but neither was there any trace of him swimming in the water anywhere 

around! 

 Night falls so swiftly in the Tropics and by the time we arrived 

back at the beach it was almost dark! There was NO other way for him 

to swim back to the shore except by the way that we had come! We 

watched for at least half-an-hour but he never set foot on that beach! 

 This convinced us that we had indeed had a close encounter 

with a guardian angel whom the Lord had sent to help in our time of 

need! 

***  

When we were on vacation, I lost the key to my hotel room. If not found 

it was going to cost me not only the expense of making a new key but 

paying a locksmith to replace the old lock with a new one. Being An 

unpaid volunteer worker (missionary), helped me to get desperate to 

find the missing key. I began to retrace my steps.  
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A day later, to my horror, I realized I had taken it with me swimming. It 

must have fallen out into the ocean! How was I going to find it now!  

It’s funny how a Bible verse can speak to you and take on a new 

meaning from perhaps what it was originally intended for. The verse I 

prayed God would honor and thereby lead me to the missing key is 

found in  Mat 16:19, which says:  “I will give you the keys of the kingdom 

of heaven, and whatever you bind on earth will be bound in heaven, and 

whatever you loose on earth will be loosed in heaven." 

I believe it worked, for after looking for several hours, I did find the 

room key among the rocks, carried far by the tides from the place where 

I had been swimming. It was nothing short of a miracle that I found it 

again! 


