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Part I

MY STORY
You intended to harm me, but God intended it for good to 
accomplish what is now being done, the saving of many 
lives. 

—Genesis 50:20
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My grace is suffi cient for you, for My strength is made 
perfect in weakness. 

—2 Corinthians 12:9 NKJV

I
t was 5:30 in the morning, and I was spilling coffee 
grounds all over. Great! Grounds in my coffee again! 
I was becoming an expert at keeping my teeth closed 

when I drank coffee.
I could make coffee in my sleep. So what was going 

on? It was the fourth or fi fth morning in a row that this 
had happened. It was a simple, everyday task—take a 
scoopful of coffee and move it over to the coffee maker. 
Easy enough, but when I did that, the bottom of the scoop 
would hit the fi lter holder and coffee would go between 
the fi lter and the holder. Removing the fi lter and clean-
ing the grounds out of the holder was a skill that I was 
quickly perfecting.

Chapter 1

WHEN YOU 
HEAR THE WORST



12  •  DYING CAN CHANGE YOUR LIFE

The next morning, I was determined to not let it hap-
pen again. I concentrated carefully on scooping the coffee 
out of the can. I moved slowly, but then my hand began 
to shake as though I’d already had too much coffee. This 
had happened several times during the past few weeks. 
The slower I moved and the harder I tried, the more my 
hand would shake, until I just dumped the coffee into the 
fi lter. Sometimes I missed the fi lter completely. Now, as I 
stood looking down at my trembling hand and the scat-
tered grounds on the countertop, other incidents surfaced 
that I had deliberately shoved to the back of my mind. 

A few days before, a fi le folder that I was carrying at 
the offi ce had slipped out of my hand, spilling the con-
tents all over the fl oor. Similar incidents had happened 
several times in recent weeks. I’d shrugged them away in 
annoyance, giving the incidents no serious thought. Now 
I admitted to myself that for some time I’d had to make 
a conscious effort to keep from dropping things from my 
left hand. I’m left-handed, but I had instinctively started 
carrying fi le folders and books in my right hand. 

It was also becoming increasingly hard to write. My 
handwriting was becoming smaller and smaller. And when 
I wrote, my hand would cramp up as if I’d just handwrit-
ten War and Peace. I was working for a major homebuilder 
at that time, and I had to sign 300 to 400 checks each 
month. This was becoming a problem.

As these thoughts fl ashed through my mind, I realized 
that this had been a gradual process over the last several 
months. Nothing dramatic—everybody drops things from 
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time to time. Nobody’s handwriting is 100 percent con-
sistent all of the time. None of these things would have 
been signifi cant as isolated incidents, but I realized they 
were happening more and more often. I could no longer 
deny that this was true, but I did try to rationalize it.

That spring, I had started playing softball. I hadn’t 
played for 12 years. During practice, I noticed that my 
throwing arm was weak. I could barely throw a ball in 
from the outfi eld. When we had our fi rst game, I played 
fi rst base and experienced the same weakness. Twice I 
bounced the ball to the pitcher’s mound. That experience 
convinced me that it was time to see my chiropractor. 
After a few treatments on my shoulder, the weakness in 
my arm was gone, and I quit worrying about it. 

Now, it seemed logical to assume that my shoulder was 
acting up again. I would simply go to the chiropractor 
again, and he would straighten it out as he had done be-
fore. I also reasoned that these problems could be caused 
by stress. Stress can cause a lot of problems, and the past 
months had been very stressful for me. My mom had died 
a few months before in January 1999. I still missed her a 
lot. My dad was having serious heart problems. Or maybe 
this weakness was just me feeling my age. I didn’t like 
that possibility. I was nearing 40, but surely that wasn’t 
old enough to be having problems associated with old 
age. I decided to reject that idea.

It didn’t occur to me that something could be seri-
ously wrong. I’d had a physical a few months before and 
had checked out fi ne. So I decided to make a few visits 
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to the chiropractor. I made an appointment immediately, 
but after a few sessions when there was no improvement, 
the chiropractor thought that my problem might be re-
lated to something neurological, and he referred me to 
my primary care doctor. Ironically, my chiropractor had 
buried his father-in-law the day of my last appointment, 
who had died from Lou Gehrig’s disease (ALS), but he 
quickly dismissed that possibility because the disease at-
tacks both sides of the body at the same time.

I went to see my primary care doctor. He was con-
cerned, too, and sent me to a neurologist. The neurologist 
thought that I might be suffering from multiple sclerosis 
and made an appointment for me to have an MRI the fol-
lowing Saturday. I looked up MS on the Internet. What I 
found scared me to death. Multiple sclerosis is a cruel dis-
ease that recedes and then comes back, over and over.

I had the MRI on Saturday, and the following Monday 
I received a call from the doctor’s nurse. She said that the 
doctor wanted to see me at my earliest convenience, even 
that day after work. I told her that it would have to be after 
work. She pushed me to tell her a convenient time—fi ve 
o’clock? Six? Seven? I told her that I could be there by 
six o’clock. Her urgency alerted me that something was 
seriously wrong with me. Of course, everything that I’d 
read about multiple sclerosis fl ashed before my eyes. A 
doctor doesn’t make a nighttime appointment to discuss 
an unimportant ache or pain. I tried not to imagine the 
worst, but I knew it was serious.
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I called my wife and asked her to meet me at the 
doctor’s offi ce. When we got there, the doctor broke the 
news: I had a brain tumor. There’s no way to soften such 
news, so he just told me this quietly. For a minute, I was 
actually relieved. My worst fear had been that I was suf-
fering from MS, so I was relieved that it wasn’t that. But 
then, slowly, the words sank in: brain tumor. Brain tumor 
= cancer = death. 

Other than to tell us that more tests were needed and 
that we would later discuss the treatment, the doctor 
didn‘t give us a prognosis that night. He could see that 
we were in no condition to think clearly. When we left 
the doctor’s offi ce, my wife and I went to a restaurant on 
the Willamette River in downtown Portland, Oregon. We 
just looked at the river, held hands, and cried. The other 
people in the restaurant became a blur. We were hardly 
aware of them. I’m sure they knew something was wrong. 
Even though it was happy hour, we were anything but 
happy. 

When we got home that night, my wife called her fam-
ily and they gathered together at her mom’s house. I didn’t 
want to go. I don’t know if I just didn’t want to have to 
admit to others that I had a brain tumor—somehow talk-
ing about it would make it all the more real—or if I was 
afraid it would turn into a pity party. My wife dragged me 
there, and when I arrived, it was obvious they cared, even 
those I barely knew. My own family was 300 miles away, 
so it felt especially good to be with her family. I was glad 
I had come. My wife had known what I needed.
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I felt that I was in a nightmare. I was numb, yet a thou-
sand thoughts ran through my mind. Foremost was the 
realization that my life could soon be over. So this is how 
my life is going to end. This is all I’m going to accomplish. 
This is it. I kept thinking it couldn’t be true. Surely this 
must be a horrible mistake. But I knew that it wasn’t. I 
had a brain tumor—that was my reality now, and I could 
not escape it. A few days before I’d had it all. Life was 
good, and I thought that it would go on getting better 
and better. Then, with a few words from the doctor, the 
life as I had known it had ended. 

I thought this was as bad as it could get. I was sure this 
was the worst moment of my life and that it couldn’t get 
worse. But I was wrong. I didn’t realize that night the full 
impact the tumor would have on my life. Nor did I realize 
that there would be other circumstances yet to be revealed 
that would also have devastating effects on my life.

We met with a neurosurgeon the following day. He 
scheduled me for a biopsy a few days later. The results 
of the tests showed that I had a malignant anaplastic as-
trocytoma tumor grade 3. Further tests determined that 
I had approximately three years to live. That was seven 
years ago. God had other plans for me, but I didn’t know 
it at the time. In fact, I didn’t know God very well at the 
time. I would, but that was still ahead. 

That night, just hours after the diagnosis, I was fi lled 
with deep despair that allowed no hope of anything 
brighter to seep through. All I could foresee at that time 
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was a short life fi lled with pain, hopelessness, helplessness, 
and fear for myself, my wife, and my children. What was 
going to happen to all of us?

The following promises from God weren’t real to me 
at that time, but even so, God was fulfi lling them (and 
many others) in my life. He gave me His strength and led 
me to Himself.

GOD’S PROMISES

And my God shall supply all your need according to His 
riches in glory by Christ Jesus. 

—Philippians 4:19 NKJV

Blessed is the man who fears the LORD, Who delights 
greatly in His commandments…He will not be afraid of 
evil tidings; His heart is steadfast, trusting in the LORD. 

—Psalm 112:1,7 NKJV

I lie down and sleep; I wake again, because the LORD 
sustains me.

—Psalm 3:5

It took awhile for this last assurance to become real to 
me. Even now, I can’t say that I’m free from all fear, but 
I put those moments in God’s hands, and He gives me 
peace. God’s Word has proven to be true during the dark 
times of my life, and it sustains me at all times.
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“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the LORD, 
“plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give 
you hope and a future.” 

—Jeremiah 29:11

T
he main point that I want to get across in this book 
is that even though I wasn’t always living for the 
Lord, He was always there to catch me when I was 

at my worst. My needs were always met—I was never 
homeless; I never starved. Although I struggled through 
the fi rst years of my adult life, God always came through 
for me. No matter what was going on in my life, He made 
me aware of His presence. Philippians 1:6 says, Being 
confi dent of this very thing, that he which hath begun a good 
work in you will perform it until the day of Jesus Christ (KJV). 
That “good work” began the moment I accepted Christ. 
It became a part of my life because God made it so, not 
because I was living for Him.

Chapter 2

CATCH ME WHEN I FALL
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My life up to this point had run a pretty normal course, 
with good times interspersed with some bumps and dis-
couragements. I was born in Anchorage, Alaska, where 
my family and I lived for 15 years. I had a happy, normal 
childhood. My parents cared for one another and for their 
children. Their family came fi rst.

As kids so often do, I took it all for granted. I knew 
that there was poverty and hardship in the world; I heard 
my parents talk about the war in Vietnam, and I saw it 
on the six o’clock news every night. My dad was a po-
lice offi cer during the years we lived in Anchorage, so I 
knew about crime and that there was a dark side of life 
for some people—but other people, not me. None of it 
really touched my life, nor did it ever occur to me that 
it would.

My biggest challenge as I grew up was my size. By the 
time I was 13, I was over six feet tall and still growing. I 
was shy and lacked self-confi dence. Being tall and skinny 
during my teenage years became a real handicap to me. 
But there was nothing in my childhood years that would 
prepare me for the challenge I now confronted as I stood 
face to face with death itself.

My father was a strict disciplinarian. There were no 
gray areas with Dad—everything was black or white, truth 
or lie, right or wrong, yes or no. His rules were clear. His 
discipline was sometimes harsh, but always consistent. 
There were no negotiations and no peace talks with Dad. 
We knew what to expect if we disobeyed—swift, strong 
discipline. But his forgiveness was also swift. 
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When we did something wrong, Dad usually sent us to 
our room fi rst to think about what we had done. There, 
we would wait for him to come and give us our punish-
ment. Waiting was almost as bad as the punishment. 
Sending us to our rooms also gave him time to cool off, 
as my mom shared later with me. When it was over, it 
was over. I could get right back on his lap. There was no 
recrimination or browbeating. We were never made to 
feel ashamed or rejected.

I know now that God operates in the same way. We 
are told in Galatians 6:7 that whatsoever a man soweth 
he shall also reap. We are assured of His quick and full 
forgiveness when we repent: Their sins and their iniquities 
will I remember no more (Hebrews 8:10 NKJV).

Dad had no idea that he was following God’s own 
pattern as he brought up his children. Following God’s 
pattern wasn’t one of his main concerns, but discipline 
and integrity were the basis of his character, and it was 
important to him that these virtues were taught to his 
sons. I think what kept me out of serious trouble during 
my teenage years—besides God’s grace and mercy—was 
my desire not to disappoint my dad or mom. I respected 
my parents and wanted their pride and respect in return. 
I thank God for both of them.

While living in Anchorage, my mother attended a 
small Baptist church and took my brother and me with 
her. She accepted Christ and made a total commitment of 
her life to Him. When I was nine, I also accepted Christ 
as my savior and was baptized. I had a nine-year-old 
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child’s understanding of what Christ was about. I did 
not understand what it meant to commit my life to Him. 
However, in Hebrews 13:5, God assures us that He will 
never leave us nor forsake us. Now, as I look back, I real-
ize that He has always been, and always will be, with me 
every step of the way.

Somehow, I knew that there was more to the Christian 
life than just walking down the aisle or being baptized. 
But I did nothing with my salvation during the years I was 
growing up. I don’t think it was rebellion so much as it 
was passiveness. I have no explanation for that—I can’t, 
and won’t, claim the excuses I so often hear for people’s 
lack of commitment. 

My passiveness regarding my salvation certainly wasn’t 
due to lack of example or training from my mother—she 
always lived her faith and tried to instill it in her sons. Nor 
was it because my dad didn’t go to church or because of 
any lack in the teaching of my pastors or Sunday school 
teachers. I just accepted what Christ had done for me and 
gave nothing back. Even as a kid I realized this, but it 
would not be until my world fell apart in 1999 and I was 
forced to my knees in absolute helplessness and despair 
that I fi nally listened. My brain tumor didn’t just happen; 
it took that event for God to bring me to Him.

When I graduated from high school in 1979, I took a 
year off to stay with my brother in Alaska and to work. 
I went to Washington State the following year to attend 
college at Central Washington University in Ellensburg. I 
went there for two years and did the typical college scene 
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as far as partying, drinking, and so forth were concerned. 
Once in a while, I even studied at night. After my second 
year of college at Central, in the fall of 1982, I transferred 
to Washington State University (WSU) in Pullman. Every-
thing changed for me at WSU. I didn’t know anyone there, 
and I wasn’t very good at making friends. To help with 
expenses, I took a job delivering newspapers in a rural 
area. I traveled over 100 miles per day on the route, six 
days a week—a lot of hours out of a school schedule. 

I didn’t learn very much at WSU. While I considered 
myself a fairly intelligent person, I didn’t always dem-
onstrate this fact. I started going to restaurants or bars 
nearly every night. I often drank heavily, which took a lot 
of money out of my tight school budget. One Thursday 
night, I became very intoxicated. Somehow, I managed to 
drive the few blocks to my apartment, where I continued 
drinking until I passed out. I woke up Friday morning 
sick as a dog. I’ll spare you the grim details, but it was bad. 
All day long on Friday, I lay on the couch. I couldn’t even 
stand up to get a drink of water or go to the bathroom 
without getting dizzy and sick.

The next day, Saturday, was also bad because I was so 
weak from lack of food and dehydration. I didn’t know 
anybody, so I knew that no one would check on me. At 
times, I thought that I was going to die, because I couldn’t 
get up. Knowing I’d done this to myself didn’t help any.

As I lay on the couch that Saturday, I was aware of the 
presence of God. I lay there trying to pray, but the words 
wouldn’t come. I tried to pray out loud and then I tried to 
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pray silently, but regardless of what I did, I just couldn’t 
get the words out of my mouth or out of my heart. I 
struggled, but nothing came out. Then Romans 8:26-27 
came to my mind: The Spirit also helpeth our infi rmities; 
for we know not what we should pray for as we ought: but 
the Spirit itself maketh intercession for us with groanings 
which cannot be uttered. And He that searcheth the hearts 
knoweth what is the mind of the Spirit, because he maketh 
intercession for the saints according to the will of God (KJV). 
At that moment, I gave it all to God and asked the Holy 
Spirit to pray for me. God gave me His peace. 

That wasn’t the last time I had to lean wholly on the 
mercy of God, even to the uttering of my prayers. But that 
Saturday morning, I had no inkling of what the future held 
for me. I was focused on the misery of the moment.

On Sunday morning, I woke up at 3:00 A.M. and felt 
pretty good. I had an overwhelming desire to be home in 
Wenatchee and in church. I left my apartment and got in 
my little Subaru four-wheel drive vehicle. The gas gauge 
was on empty when I started out, and it was snowing 
hard. The roads were slick with ice. This was defi nitely 
not the kind of weather to be out driving around in. But 
I knew the four-wheel drive vehicle would make it—if I 
could just fi nd a gas station.

Because it was very early—before sun up—I couldn’t 
fi nd a gas station that was open in Pullman, Washington. 
But I knew that Moscow, Idaho, wasn’t that far away, and 
it was the closest place I could think of where I might fi nd 
fuel. I decided to take the chance that I had enough gas 
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to make it to Moscow, eight miles due east of Pullman, 
but in the opposite direction that I needed to go. I had no 
other choice. At that point, I was absolutely determined 
to get to Wenatchee whatever it took. I fi nally did fi nd a 
gas station, and soon I was back on the road.

During this time, the snow had not let up at all; if 
anything, it was coming down harder. It was still dark 
and the roads were icy. That strip of road was notorious 
for accidents even in the best of times, but I headed back 
to Pullman, got through town, and headed up the hill 
toward the west. The snow was so thick that I couldn’t 
even see the top of the hill. But when I reached the top, 
I broke out of the storm and into beautiful clear blue sky 
and dry roads. It encouraged me so much, because I knew 
it was of God. 

This experience has come to my memory again and 
again during the dark and fearful times that have come 
since that cold morning. It would later help me to un-
derstand that God’s provision is always there through the 
dark valleys, and that the day will come when the sun will 
shine again. When we move into His light at the brow 
of the hill, we can look back into the valley and can say, 
“Oh, yes! All things do work together for good.” Never 
doubt it.

In four hours or so, I got to Wenatchee. I walked into 
the church just as the service was starting, sneaked into 
the second row, and sat down. My mom, who was play-
ing the piano, didn’t see me. Everybody else did and, of 
course, they all knew me. I sat down by a Bible she had 
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left in the pew (this was one of the Bibles that has brought 
me such comfort since her death). She played on, not 
knowing that I was there. 

I’m sure everyone nearby was interested in seeing her 
reaction when she fi nally noticed me, and when it came, 
it was just as one would expect from Mom. As always, she 
was quiet in her reaction, but her smile and the brightness 
of her eyes said it all, loud and clear. She was surprised 
and glad to see me home and in church. But she was no 
happier to see me than I was to see her. I knew I was 
exactly where I was supposed to be.

I’m sure Mom knew that something was wrong, but 
we never talked about it. It wasn’t her way to question. 
Praying was her way, not lecturing. She knew that I 
needed to be there with her. Her love was unconditional 
and obvious.

I never drank alcohol again. I don’t know if I would 
classify myself as an alcoholic, but I do know that when 
I’ve had one or two drinks, all my will power disap-
pears. This wasn’t the fi rst time I had become sick from 
drinking.

Usually, when people quit drinking, their old drinking 
buddies give them a bad time and they fall off the wagon. 
I don’t know why but nobody did that to me. Actually, I 
do know why: God intervened.

You’d think that I would have learned my lesson after 
all that, but I hadn’t. I was conscious of God, knew that 
He could see what I was doing, and never doubted Him. 
But I was not faithful to Him. His faithfulness to me during 
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my unfaithfulness is beyond my understanding, but it is 
a clear testimony that He means what He says when He 
promised believers in Hebrews 13:5: I will never leave thee, 
nor forsake thee (KJV). He gave me nearly 20 more years 
to surrender my own self-will, but I refused. It was as if 
I were in a race to have as much fun as I could before 
God’s wrath fell on me. 

I think I was like the planter in the Parable of the 
Sowers (see Matthew 13:3-9). Some seed is planted on 
hard ground, and it doesn’t take root at all. Some seed 
falls on rocky ground, and its root is so shallow it hardly 
grows. But then there is the other seed that falls on fertile 
ground. The roots go deep, and strong plants grow from 
this seed and bear fruit. God’s Word fell on rocky ground 
in me. It took a long and painful time for that seed to 
root and grow.

GOD’S PROMISES

Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is 
old he will not depart from it.

—Proverbs 22:6 NKJV

But the Helper, the Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send 
in My Name, He will teach you all things, and bring to 
your remembrance all things that I said to you. 

—John 14:26 NKJV
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Call to me and I will answer you and tell you great and 
unsearchable things you do not know. 

—Jeremiah 33:3
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Who is he that overcometh the world, but he that believeth 
that Jesus is the Son of God?

—1 John 5:5 KJV

S
oon after my trip to Wenatchee, I dropped out of 
college. During the next two years, I worked both 
in Alaska and Wenatchee. By 1987, I was again liv-

ing full-time in Wenatchee, and I started working in real 
estate. In 1989, I went to work as Operations consultant 
at the headquarters in Salt Lake City, and after a year, in 
1990, I moved to Vancouver, Washington. While work-
ing for this company, I met the woman who became my 
wife. 

We were married in 1990 and I became an instant 
father. She had three small children from a previous 
marriage. Our daughter, Ashley, was born the following 
year—a year in which I gained a daughter but lost another 
job. The company I was working for went out of business. 

Chapter 3

GAINS AND LOSSES
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We moved back to Wenatchee, and I got another job in 
real estate. At fi rst that job sounded good, but no sooner 
had we arrived in Wenatchee than there were changes 
within the company and my new job evaporated. 

I went from one great opportunity to another great op-
portunity, only to see them all fi zzle out. My going from 
job to job never allowed us to get settled. Each month, 
our fi nances became more and more of a struggle.

In 1994, our son Adam was born, but this time when 
I gained another child, I also got a good job. I went to 
work for one of the biggest builders in the Vancouver 
area. Six months later, that company went bankrupt. 
Now I was getting a complex—and I was also becoming 
very concerned.

I was supporting a family of seven, and it was a huge 
struggle to care for our needs. However, in 1995 I went 
to work for another builder, and life improved consider-
ably. I worked there for three-and-a-half years, and then 
in July of 1998, a major housing developer hired me. This 
was the most lucrative and promising job I’d ever had. 
It was my dream job. The future suddenly looked much 
brighter.

I was excited to have an opportunity to work for this 
well-known company. I found satisfaction in my posi-
tion as manager. I liked my coworkers and supervisor; it 
was exactly the kind of work and atmosphere I had been 
hoping for. For the fi rst time in my career, I felt that I had 
obtained security and stability.
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Shortly after I went to work at this company, my wife 
was also hired at the same fi rm. Our multiple family 
schedules were working out fi ne. Adam, who was just 
past four, went into daycare, and the other kids were 
in school during the day. I was sure that our family had 
turned a corner in our lives and that we were now on a 
new and fi rm foundation.

My own personal integrity and work ethic had always 
prompted me to put my best effort into every job I’d 
ever had, but this job was especially important to me. I 
studied every phase of my responsibilities and learned 
all I could about the company. I worked long hours and 
found satisfaction in every moment of it. Of course, all 
this meant that I went home very tired and had little time 
or energy for my family. I regret that. It wasn’t that my job 
was more important than my family, but I knew that how 
I did my work determined my success or failure on the 
job and that it would have a direct and long-term effect 
on the welfare of my wife and children. There is no way 
to achieve success without hard work and long hours, 
and it was fi nally paying off. I took it for granted that my 
wife understood and shared my goals.

I remember so well one particular afternoon when I 
came home from work and sat in my car in the driveway 
thinking about my life. I was 38, I had a great job that 
brought me a sense of satisfaction and accomplishment, 
a good marriage (or so I thought), fi ve wonderful kids, 
and I had just signed a contract to build a beautiful new 
home—a big change from the uncertainty of the previous 
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years. We were young and healthy. The future was bright. 
Life was good.

I don’t know why I didn’t see the cracks developing in 
the foundation of our marriage. I guess my rose-colored 
glasses blocked out the growing clouds on the horizon. 
Or perhaps I subconsciously blinded myself to the danger 
signals, preferring to focus on seeing my dreams come 
true. It was such a relief to have something other than 
uncertainty and worry to think about. 

I used to wonder if there was anything I could have 
done to prevent the breakup of my marriage. But actually, 
I doubt it. In any case, that kind of thinking is useless and 
nonproductive speculation. Then Mom died on January 
13, 1999. Even now, those stark words—Mom died—have 
the power to bring sorrow. For a while, that grief pushed 
all else from our minds. 

Ironically, just the month before, my dad had a rou-
tine MRI, and the doctors had found an aneurysm that 
required immediate surgery. Because of the seriousness 
of the operation and the possibility he would not survive, 
Dad went to the funeral home a few days before the sur-
gery was scheduled and made arrangements for his own 
funeral and cremation. He had wanted to save Mom the 
stress of having to make these arrangements. However, 
the careful plans that he made were destined to be used 
for her.

Mom had a bad cough at the time and found it easier 
to sleep sitting up in her lounger rather than lying in 
bed. So Dad had decided to sit up with her. Years before, 
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in 1973, she had a pacemaker installed, and then had a 
stroke in 1986, but other than the cough, she seemed to 
be doing pretty well. Then during the night (which hap-
pened to be the 25th, anniversary of her mother’s death) 
Mom died quietly in her sleep. On the day Dad would 
have been having surgery, we instead had a memorial 
service for Mom. Dad had surgery a few days later and 
lived another two years.

A short time after Mom’s death, I found this note writ-
ten in her own handwriting on the page before the book 
of Job in her Bible. The writing was childlike. She had to 
learn to write again after a stroke. The note said.”

Suffering is a test of trusting God for who He is
And not for what He is allowing to happen.

Many times over the past years, I have found handwrit-
ten notes, old prayer lists, and comments in her Bibles. 
They are a source of encouragement to me now, just as 
her presence was when she was alive.

Even though Mom had been ill for a long time, her 
death was a tremendous shock. No matter what was going 
on in my life, she had represented love, strength, stability, 
and even refuge. But I also know that when Mom died, I 
did not lose her. I know exactly where she is: In a better 
place. 

The kids and I had talked with her on the phone the 
night before her death. Adam told her, “Grandma, I know 
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what your phone number is: 1-800-COLLECT.” Knowing 
my mom, I’m sure she shared that little comment with 
my dad. I can imagine them laughing together. Just hours 
later, she was dead. I could hardly comprehend that I 
could no longer pick up the phone to hear her voice. 
There was a defi nite and painful void in my life.

I had always had a premonition that something bad 
was going to happen to me. This feeling was probably a 
natural result of my subconscious awareness that I was 
not living as God would have me live. When Mom died, 
I thought that the premonition of something bad about 
to happen had been fulfi lled. Her death certainly was 
something bad happening to me. But there was more to 
come—much more. 

I no longer believe that God took Mom to punish me, 
but I do believe He used her death to get my attention. It 
did make me think about eternity and my own mortality, 
but I still didn’t yield my life to Him—I kept putting it 
off, planning to do it later. I was young, and I had years 
to take care of that—or so I thought. We all think this 
when we‘re young.

My wife had always had a real affection and respect 
for my mother. She grieved her loss along with the kids 
and me. We all missed Mom. I think Mom’s death slowed 
the deterioration of our marriage, but it didn’t prevent the 
inevitable. I could no longer deny that we both wanted to 
separate. Even so, we stayed together, with neither of us 
making that fi rst move toward divorce. We lived separate 
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lives in the same house, seldom seeing each other, and not 
really knowing how to communicate with one another. 
Tension grew greater by the day. 

The fact that I didn’t react quickly and strongly to save 
our marriage was probably an indication that my own 
love and commitment had been deteriorating along with 
hers, and because I didn’t want to break Mom’s heart. I 
was becoming more and more accepting of the fact that 
divorce would be our next move, and I even began to 
think of it as a way out of what had become an intoler-
able situation.

Oddly, considering everything else, we did start visit-
ing various churches in our community, but we never 
went more than two or three times to any one church. I 
believe this might have been a time when we could have 
turned things around if we had actually brought God into 
our lives, but we didn’t. And that failure brought its own 
consequences.

In Ephesians 5:22-23, Paul instructs wives to submit 
to their husbands, but he also includes a passage after that 
for husbands. All too often, we stop short of this Scrip-
ture: Husbands, love your wives, just as Christ also loved 
the church and gave Himself for her…so husbands ought to 
love their wives as their own bodies (vv. 25,28). Perhaps 
if husbands underlined this verse in their Bibles, read it 
every day, and asked God to enable them to do this, more 
marriages would be saved. But I didn’t do that, and so 
what happened next was inevitable.
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GOD’S PROMISES

It is written: “Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither 
have entered into the heart of man, the things which God 
hath prepared for them that love him. 

—1 Corinthians 2:9 KJV

But those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength. 
They will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not 
grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.

—Isaiah 40:31

And we know that in all things God works for the good 
of those who love him, who have been called according 
to his purpose. 

—Romans 8:28
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Do not let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God; trust 
also in me.

—John 14:1

B
y February 1999, our lives were pretty much back 
to what passed for normal for us—two people liv-
ing under the same roof, not fi ghting, not yelling, 

not name calling, but just exhibiting total indifference 
toward each other, leading their own separate lives. 
Nothing had changed in our marriage, but it was about 
this time that I fi rst began to notice physical changes in 
myself. For instance, as I mentioned previously, my left 
hand would relax, and without warning I would drop 
whatever I was holding. Once in a while, I would stumble 
a little, and my writing was erratic. These incidents were 
not frequent and were over in seconds, easily dismissed 
until the next time they occurred.

Chapter 4

TROUBLE IN PARADISE
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A major part of my job was to know everything that 
was going on in the various housing development projects 
from Southwest Washington to Northwest Oregon—what 
progress was being made, what problems or potential 
problems were happening, which architectural designs 
were being used, and so forth. I had a good memory, so it 
was easy for me to remember even the small details. But 
suddenly, I began to fi nd myself struggling to answer a 
question that ordinarily I could have answered at once, 
or searching for a name or a word I knew well. 

Memory loss was harder to dismiss than physical 
symptoms, but still these episodes didn’t happen all that 
often. It was annoying, but not alarming. What an amaz-
ing capacity we have for deliberately deceiving ourselves! 
Not until I started playing softball and had so much 
trouble throwing the ball did anything really catch my 
attention and prompt me to seek help. Even then, I didn’t 
connect my shoulder problem with the other problems 
that I was experiencing in my life. 

As I mentioned, I went to a chiropractor, and after a 
few visits my shoulder seemed fi ne again. Once again, I 
shoved it all aside. If a nagging worry did slip into my 
thoughts, I reminded myself that I’d had a physical not 
too long before and that I had been pronounced fi t and 
healthy. I rationalized that whatever was wrong couldn’t 
be all that serious.

However, by late spring when I began to spill coffee 
every time I tried to make a pot, I had to recognize that 
there was defi nitely something wrong. The outcome of all 
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the ensuing doctors’ visits and tests was undeniable and 
irrevocable. My life was twisted beyond recognition. An 
inoperable brain tumor was my reality. Everything else 
faded. I saw my future as a dark tunnel of pain, radiation, 
chemo, eventual disability, and death. I would not see my 
children grow up. I would have no future success in the 
business world, no big bank account, and certainly no 
reconciliation in my marriage. This hopeless picture was 
fi rmly planted in my mind. As time passed, God would 
change that hopelessness to hope and peace, but at the 
time of the diagnosis, I felt nothing but terror and anger 
that this catastrophe was happening to me. 

My wife stood beside me. This wasn’t reconciliation, 
and neither of us thought that it was. But I will never 
forget her willingness to put aside her personal plans to 
help me. And I did need her help and encouragement. 
For the next few weeks after the initial diagnosis, we put 
our differences aside and focused on my treatments. We 
even let our original plans to move into our new house 
go forward, mostly for the sake of the children. 

Shortly after my tumor was diagnosed in August 1999, 
she and I met with the radiologist to discuss the treatment 
plan, which was very detailed. In September, the radia-
tion treatments began and continued through October. 
A mesh mask was made to hold my head still so that the 
radiation would hit my tumor only, not the rest of my 
head. That was a weird feeling. They laid a piece of warm, 
wet string mesh over my head and then shaped it to my 
face. My eyes, nose, and mouth were covered. I thought 
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I was going to suffocate. It seemed like forever before it 
hardened, but it was actually only a few minutes. 

Then the technicians cut eyeholes and nose and mouth 
holes. A template—a four-inch thick piece of lead—pro-
tected the rest of my brain from being exposed to radia-
tion. The beam was computerized so that it would only 
go so deep and hit the same spot each time. Thank God 
for the medical knowledge we now have.

These treatments lasted six-and-a-half weeks. Five 
days a week at 8:00 A.M., the technicians strapped that 
mask on me as I lay down on the radiation machine. The 
treatment itself lasted about 20 minutes. For the fi rst few 
radiation treatments, I drove myself to the appointment 
after I dropped the kids off to school and daycare. I pre-
ferred it that way. I didn’t want to deal with anyone’s pity. 
Occasionally, it was necessary to take the younger children 
with me. They sat in the waiting room and watched TV.

The fi rst two weeks weren’t too bad. I thought, This is 
going to be a piece of cake. But as time went on, the radia-
tion began to have an effect on my body. I started getting 
tired more often. I’d usually take a nap as soon as I got 
home from treatment. I didn’t get sick, just weaker and 
weaker. 

One morning, about three weeks into my radiation 
treatments, my hair started falling out in the shower. At 
fi rst, it was just a few hairs. As the days went by, I had 
two bald spots above my ears. The next weekend we went 
to visit my dad and brother and everyone took a turn 
shaving my head. There was an odd aspect to this. Over 
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the previous years, once in a while I would have a weird 
dream in which I was standing in a shower and my hair 
was falling out. I wasn’t vain about my hair and I didn’t 
have the dream often, just once in a while, but now that 
dream was coming true.

During one of the meetings with the radiologist, my 
wife asked the doctor how long she thought I had to live. 
The doctor told us that the median survival rate was three 
years, which meant that if 100 people have a brain tumor, 
50 of them would die within three years. My wife broke 
into tears. I didn’t ask about the other 50 people. Many 
factors go into the mix, including a person’s basic health 
and the current treatment. My dad believed that a positive 
attitude had a lot to do with healing. He recognized and 
encouraged this attitude in me, and I think it encouraged 
him as well. I hope Dad realized where I found my posi-
tive attitude—in God.

After the radiation was fi nished, I took a break in my 
treatment. On my birthday in November, my wife took 
me on a surprise visit to Seattle, Washington. It was cold, 
and the wind was blowing so hard that it seemed to cut 
right through my jeans. I was freezing. So she went to 
the store to buy me a pair of sweats. She was gone longer 
than I thought she should be, and I started to worry, as it 
was growing dark in downtown Seattle. Then I saw her 
coming down the street. As we hurried to the ferry, I was 
very glad to have those warm clothes. 

We went to a bed and breakfast in Bainbridge Island 
that my wife had rented. The bedroom looked across 
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Puget Sound to the west side of Seattle. It was very beauti-
ful. I had never seen Seattle from this viewpoint. 

In December, I began to notice that my entire left side 
did not want to work. However, the corporation I was 
working was having their annual Christmas party in San 
Francisco, so I decided since I had fi nished radiation and 
had not yet started chemo, I would go to the party and wait 
to see the oncologist until I got back. When I returned, 
the doctor put me on a steroid to reduce the swelling in 
my brain that was causing the numbness in my left side. 
I gained 45 pounds in two-and-a-half months, which 
was obvious even on my six-foot-fi ve frame. Gradually 
the swelling went down, the numbness went away, and I 
was left with maybe 50 percent capacity on my left side. 
It affected my coordination, and I had to learn to write 
with my right hand.

Another challenge I faced was reading. It was tough 
for the fi rst year or so for me to read. I couldn’t seem to 
concentrate long enough to understand what I was read-
ing. I couldn’t focus my eyes or keep my place on the lines. 
I would be reading and all of a sudden realize that I was 
daydreaming. Most of the time, I would read for about 
fi ve minutes and then fall asleep. Gradually, though, as 
time passed, my reading time increased, and my naptime 
decreased. At the time, I even had trouble comprehend-
ing or following along in the Bible. Now, I read several 
chapters in the Bible each day.

I learned very quickly that when you are fi rst diag-
nosed with a life-threatening condition, “friends” come 
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out of the woodwork with all kinds of stories of miracle 
cures. They bombard you with articles (all lacking details 
or any way to verify them) that they say will be the answer 
to your prayers. These people all mean well. They are 
only trying to be helpful and encouraging. But it’s like a 
tidal wave washing over you. You wait and wait for that 
miracle in a bottle to wash up on the bank and save you 
from the nightmare, but it doesn’t happen. Eventually, 
the tidal wave of “helpers” recedes and never comes back. 
Except for the most weird of them, there is deafening 
silence. But there was one exception for me.

One special doctor who cared for me during my illness 
deserves special recognition—a Chinese doctor named 
Dr. Joe. A friend of my wife referred us to Dr. Joe. My 
wife made an appointment for me without my knowing 
it. I had already made the decision that I wasn’t going to 
use any crackpot cures, so when she told me about this 
Chinese doctor, I was reluctant. But to pacify her, I went 
along with her plan.

When we went to Dr. Joe’s offi ce, all along one wall 
of the offi ce we saw plastic jars of different herbs and 
roots. The combination of smells was stifl ing at fi rst, but 
we quickly got used to it. We sat for a while, nervously 
staring at each other. The offi ce was in a small house, and 
we were in a back room. Don’t get me wrong—the room 
was light and clean and everything was professional. It 
was just plain and different from any doctor’s offi ce I had 
been in before.
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Then in walked Dr. Joe, with a smile on his face. His 
whole demeanor was very calming, and he was soft spo-
ken. He shook my hand, held on to it and said, as if he 
were reading my mind, “Know this, there is no magic pill 
to cure cancer. If anyone tells you they have one, turn 
around and run.” I liked him immediately.

Dr. Joe then turned my hand over and put his hand 
on my wrist as if he was checking my pulse, but it was 
more than that. I’m not going to say he was reading my 
mind, but I was later to fi nd out that he could accurately 
tell people’s moods.

My left side had become increasingly numb and para-
lyzed. After talking for a while with Dr. Joe, he said he 
wanted to do acupuncture on me. He explained that once 
the swelling went down in my brain, the use of my left 
side would come back, and the acupuncture would keep 
the nerve paths connected. Nobody had told me about 
my being a pincushion, but I agreed to go along with the 
procedure. 

I’m not a doctor (and I don’t play one on TV), but it 
made sense to me. Acupuncture didn’t hurt. It kind of 
tingled. As I lay there, Dr. Joe would poke holes in my 
skin with needles and I’d feel a little tingle run up my 
leg or arm. I liked this sensation, because it was the only 
feeling I had in my left side. And it felt good.

I had the acupuncture treatments two or three times 
a week. Dr. Joe also prescribed a mixture of herbs. These 
were mainly to counteract the effects of the radiation and 
chemo and to keep my blood levels up, not to cure me. He 
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boiled a mixture of herbs in a tea or broth and put them 
in individual plastic pouches. I don’t know what was in 
the mixtures, as he wrote the ingredients in Chinese. 

I drank one of these each night before I went to sleep. 
It tasted terrible—as bad as sweaty feet smell! I’d pour it 
into a cup and set it on my nightstand, crank up my will 
power, and then gulp it down as fast as possible. Then 
I would quickly lie back and hope and pray that stayed 
down. Drinking these mixtures became easier as time 
went on. As far as the acupuncture went, I knew that I 
would have to wait to fi nd out how effective the treat-
ments were. It wasn’t helping the numbness on my left 
side, but Dr. Joe hadn’t expected it to—it was just sup-
posed to maintain the nerve connections.

As time went by, I got to the point where I could 
hardly tie my shoes or button my shirt (not to mention 
my pants). I came close one day to having to ask one of 
my coworkers to help me zip up my pants in the men’s 
room at work, but somehow I managed to do it. At one 
appointment with Dr. Joe, he ended up tying my shoes 
because he couldn’t bear to watch me struggle with the 
laces. 

I had a hard time walking. I was constantly dragging 
my foot or missing steps. This was mostly due to the 
swelling in my brain. I could also barely move my fi ngers. 
Writing was out of the question. I couldn’t even hold a 
pen in my left hand—and I’m left handed! Even as I’m 
writing this book, I’m alternating between writing with 
my left hand and my right hand. 
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I don’t know how much the herbs helped, but they 
surely didn’t hurt me. And I do know that Dr. Joe’s un-
derstanding and compassion was good medicine.

We were still not moved into our house by Christmas 
day 1999, but we decided to take the kids to see their new 
home. We put a big red ribbon on the front door and hung 
a huge red Christmas stocking inside from the stair rail of 
the second fl oor. We showed the kids through the house 
and explained to them that it was our family Christmas 
present. They were thrilled with all the bedrooms and 
the large fi nished daylight basement that would be their 
recreation room. It was big enough for them to play in, 
and they could bring their friends.

I can’t describe my reaction as I watched the children 
running through the house. I knew it was all an illusion. I 
asked myself what in the world I was doing in letting my 
marriage continue. I wondered if I would even be alive by 
next Christmas—and if I were, what condition would I 
be in? Would we still live here in this new house? What 
was going to happen to my children when I was gone? 

I knew, of course, that in the event of my death or total 
incapacity, their mother would have to do it all. She would 
have responsibility for all fi ve of them, two of whom were 
special-needs children. I felt guilty for leaving her by 
dying and wondered if she could really handle all of it. I 
was helpless to control these thoughts and the resulting 
frustration. I was also helpless to fi nd the answers.

Now, I look back on that time from the perspective 
of what God has done for me, the peace of mind He has 
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given, His provision of all our needs, and the assurance 
that He will always care for my children. But right then, 
before I had yielded my life completely to Him, I viewed 
everything through the distortion of despair.

We moved into our new home on December 30 and, for 
a little while, for the sake of the children (and the season, 
too, I suppose), My wife and I continued to maintain the 
facade of a happy family. But we knew that in reality, we 
were living a lie. A home built on the sands of a crumbled 
marriage and terminal illness will not stand—and ours 
didn’t. 

GOD’S PROMISES

Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your 
own understanding; in all your ways acknowledge him, 
and he will make your paths straight. 

—Proverbs 3:5

I will lift up my eyes to the hills—From whence comes my 
help? My help comes from the LORD, Who made heaven 
and earth. 

—Psalm 121:1-2 NKJV

Be joyful in hope, patient in affl iction, faithful in prayer. 
—Romans 12:12
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What shall we then say to these things? If God be for us, 
who can be against us?…We are more than conquerors 
through him that loved us.

—Romans 8:31,37 KJV

T
he year 2000 started quietly enough. The dire pre-
dictions of Y2K did not materialize. However, for 
my wife and me, our lives would quickly yield to 

their own upheaval. The facade we’d built around our-
selves for the past few months began to deteriorate. 

My life was pretty much out of my control for several 
months. The radiation treatments were over, but now the 
chemotherapy would begin. In addition, a decision had 
to be made about my work. I was still employed, but I 
hadn’t been very productive, and that was not going to 
change for some time to come, if ever. I knew my time of 
employment was over for the foreseeable future. However, 

Chapter 5

GOING OUR OWN WAY
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I didn’t expect the blow that hit me when I went into the 
offi ce the fi rst week of January.

Through a set of circumstances that took me totally by 
surprise and over which I had no control, my honesty and 
integrity at work came into question. I had no defense for 
the accusations presented against me without exposing 
the person responsible for making the change, and I was 
not willing to do that. Of all of the agonizing things I had 
endured and faced, this black mark against my character 
was the most diffi cult to bear. Cancer might eventually 
destroy my body, but that paled in the face of this accusa-
tion that hit at the heart and soul of who I was.

Even during the years I was away from God and all 
through the weaknesses of my college years, integrity was 
always a priority for me. I would never have knowingly 
committed an act of dishonesty to the degree I was being 
charged. If I could have chosen between my keeping my 
character or my health, I would have chosen my character. 
But I lost both. I literally could not have borne that loss 
without God’s sustaining strength.

I wish I could say that the issue was resolved and my 
innocence proven, but even today it is still unresolved. 
Nor will I say that I understand why God allowed this to 
happen or that it no longer pains me. It does, but I can 
say with peace and honesty that I trust God in this matter. 
I trust His promise in Romans 8:28; that all things work 
together for our good when we trust Him. And I trust His 
declaration in Malachi 3:6: I am the LORD, I change not (KJV). 
He will take care of it. A friend brought this quotation 
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from Oswald Chambers’ book My Utmost for His Highest 
to my attention: “Neither a lie or the truth will be hidden 
forever.” I can trust and rest in that promise.

My wife and I discussed our situation, and we agreed 
that it would be best if she moved in with her mother 
and stepfather. The kids would stay with me. This may 
sound daunting under the circumstances, but the house 
was large and there was room for all fi ve kids to keep on 
with their lives and schedules without undue interrup-
tion. They were all in school during the day, and when 
they were home, they seemed to sense that I needed their 
support. It worked out quite well. However, I knew that 
this would only be a temporary arrangement and that it 
was imperative I face reality. I was determined that the 
son and daughter that my wife and I had in our marriage 
would stay with me, and I had to make provisions for 
them. In the ensuing divorce action, my wife and I were 
granted joint custody, but she generously allowed Adam 
and Ashley to live with me.

I was feeling better, but I still had the chemo treatments 
ahead. They were to begin immediately in a series of six-
week cycles that would continue for a year. Between these 
chemo treatments (which left me very weak), having to 
deal with public agencies regarding Social Security, Medic-
aid, HUD housing, and the myriad of other decisions I had 
to make, I suffered some serious blows to my pride.

I had never been judgmental or had any feeling of su-
periority to people who needed help, but the experience 
of having to deal with the public agencies did increase my 
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compassion and understanding of others. I learned, fi rst 
hand, how quickly and unavoidably you can fi nd yourself 
cashing a public assistance check instead of a paycheck. I 
learned about waiting rooms and waiting lists. I learned 
about answering the most personal and invasive ques-
tions and about completing forms and applications that 
left me feeling worthless and nonproductive. I learned 
about helplessness. I felt that I no longer had control of 
my life.

I had been praying and submitting my circumstances 
to God, but fi nally I got on my knees and put everything 
in His hands—including my children, who are dearer to 
me than my own life could ever be—and openly accepted 
whatever He had for me, be it a long life or short one. 

In July 2000, I ended a chemo cycle. I now had six 
weeks of freedom until I had to start another cycle. My 
dad had asked me to bring the kids and come stay with 
him during the summer break, so Ashley, Adam, and I 
went to Wenatchee to spend the next six weeks with him. 
My wife moved back into the house with her other three 
children.

Dad was still living in the home that he and Mom had 
shared. It was a good time for all of us—there was a won-
derful swimming pool in the backyard, and my brother 
lived nearby, as did three of my mother’s sisters, and 
numerous cousins. Ashley and Adam spent most of their 
time in the pool, and we had family picnics and backyard 
barbeques. I think it was an especially good time for Dad. 
Even though it had been more than a year since Mom’s 
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death, he still missed her a lot, and the kids seemed to 
give him a new interest. I am especially glad today that 
we had that time with him. He died a few months later 
on March 18, 2001. 

When the kids and I returned to Vancouver, my wife 
and I decided that she and the other three children would 
stay in the house while Ashley, Adam, and I found other 
housing. Neither of us had any desire to reconcile by this 
time. I didn’t have the energy to try to make our marriage 
work. What was the point? 

My wife told me later that she felt guilty of “abandon-
ing me,” but I didn’t feel that way. We were caught in an 
impossible situation, and regardless how it had come 
about, it could not be changed. It was useless to blame 
anyone—there is nothing more futile or destructive than 
the blame game. I just no longer cared, nor did I care what 
anyone else thought about the situation. This is not to 
say that it didn’t hurt to lose my marriage. It did. It just 
hurt less than struggling to make it work. For a while, we 
called it a “trial separation,” but we knew that our mar-
riage was over. Ultimately, we fi led for divorce.

I was now faced with the dilemma of how I was 
going to survive. I started going to church, and I 
committed my life to God. I asked that He make the 
rest of my life productive for Him, and that is what 
has happened, is happening, and will continue to 
happen. My life is and will continue to be a testimony to 
Him and will bring glory to His name. Everything I have 
is in His hands—all of it, including my children. It’s the 
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best place to be, because there is no greater security for 
them or for me. May His will be done. God soon began 
opening doors. He brought little miracles. He reminded 
me of His promise that if I obeyed Him, He would provide 
for me. And He did. 

While I was not technically homeless, I didn’t have 
any place to go. My wife’s mother and stepfather asked 
me and Ashley and Adam to move in with them. It was 
an answer to prayer, and I appreciated it more than I can 
ever express. They generously opened their home to the 
man who would soon be their ex-son-in-law and to two 
active children aged six and nine. That was quite a change 
for two people who were used to having their home to 
themselves.

Another blessing came after I applied to the local 
Housing Authority for rent assistance. I was approved, 
but I was put on a waiting list and told that the usual 
waiting time was two years. That could be a lifetime for 
me. As generous as my in-laws had been, I don’t think 
they had a two-year time period in mind when they asked 
us to live with them! Fortunately for me, the Housing 
Authority put me on their “terminal” list. The Housing 
Authority estimated that the time I would have to wait to 
receive a house on that list would be about six months. 
Basically, I would be waiting for someone to die. I felt 
like a vulture.

Two months from the time I fi rst applied, I got a call 
from someone at the Housing Authority telling me that 
my name was now at the top of the list. All I had to do 



GOING OUR OWN WAY  •  57

was to fi nd housing that qualifi ed, and they would pay a 
portion of the rent. 

There were apartments up the hill from my in-laws 
that were fairly new. The grounds were very nice and, 
best of all, the complex was family-oriented. There was 
a large pool and playground for the kids. In fact, I had 
often thought that if I had to live in an apartment, that’s 
the kind of place I’d like to live. I asked the lady at the 
Housing Authority if the apartments in that complex 
were approved. She said they were. The apartment man-
ager also approved, and we got a ground fl oor apartment 
that opened into the courtyard with the play area. It 
was perfect. God knew exactly what we needed, and He 
provided.

At the same time, my disability supplement came 
through. It was a provision straight from God. In Febru-
ary 2001, we moved into the new apartment. However, 
we lacked furnishings. The kids had their beds, but that 
was all the furniture we had. Then my dad called and 
told me he wanted me to be comfortable, so he told me 
to pick out a bed and a recliner. The Lord led me to fi nd 
unbelievable deals. I started realizing more and more that 
God was working in my life. My faith was growing.

Once again, things were leveling off and I was begin-
ning to relax a little when another blow struck. On March 
18, 2001, I got another call. It was from my brother, Andy. 
Dad had died. 

To my knowledge, my dad never accepted Christ as 
his Savior. This added to the grief I felt at his death, but 
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then I remembered that he had taken Mom to church for 
two years after her stroke in 1986 when she couldn’t drive 
and that he had stayed with her during the service. I don’t 
know whether my mom and dad are together now. He had 
heard the Word and knew the plan of salvation. Dad did 
have the opportunity to accept Christ. My brother also 
found one of Mom’s Bibles opened on Dad’s nightstand 
after his death. Only my dad could have put it there. My 
hope is that Dad did make a decision for Christ. I only 
regret that I didn’t express more to Dad about the peace 
God was giving me during my illness. 

Just as Dad had an opportunity to make his decision, 
I had one to make now.

I had one of two ways to go as I dealt with this fresh 
grief. I could rail at God, or I could choose to trust Him. 
Again, the litany of my disasters ran through my mind. In 
less than two years I had lost both my parents, my own life 
was in jeopardy, and I’d lost my career, home, marriage, 
and reputation. Would it ever end? As clear as anything 
could be, I knew I was at a crossroads. I could continue 
to trust God, or I could hold on to the catastrophes of 
the past two years and turn my back on Him. Faith or 
bitterness—the choice was mine. 

I made a choice for faith, although I didn’t understand 
all that had happened to me. But then, that’s the real test 
of faith—trusting God and His never-changing promises 
even when the circumstances of life seem to contradict 
everything we believe. 
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Soon the pieces began to fall into place and a picture 
began to form. I gradually came to realize that it had 
taken the brain tumor to bring me to God in complete 
faith and submission. Now, I can thank God for that tu-
mor. I’d rather be as I am now, in the security of God’s 
protection and care, than in the security of anything this 
life can offer. I thank God for doing what He had to do 
to bring me to Him. 

GOD’S PROMISES

One of the two which heard John [the Baptist] speak, and 
followed Him, was Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother. He fi rst 
fi ndeth his own brother Simon, and saith unto him, We 
have found the Messiah, which is, being interpreted, the 
Christ.

—John 1:40-41 KJV

Seek ye fi rst the kingdom of God, and his righteousness; 
and all these things shall be added unto you. 

—Matthew 6:33 KJV

Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will fi nd; 
knock and the door will be opened to you. 

—Matthew 7:7
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Humble yourselves, therefore, under God’s mighty hand, 
that he may lift you up in due time. Cast all your anxiety 
on him because he cares for you.

—1 Peter 5:6-7

I 
knew I would die sometime; we all know that. Some-
time being the operative word—sometime when I was 
so old I wouldn’t care anyway; sometime in the dim and 

distant future, when my great-grandchildren were stand-
ing at my knee or sitting on my lap, not my own little boy 
and girl. However, in my situation, sometime had come; 
sometime was now. In a moment of time, at the age of 39, 
I was standing face-to-face with death. 

Hearing the medical prognosis that I probably had, at 
the most, three more years to live straightened out my 
priorities really quickly. Although I’d been a Christian for 
30 years, I had never yielded my life to Him. That realiza-

Chapter 6

GETTING TO KNOW GOD
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tion had actually never been completely out of mind, but 
now it was right up front. 

At the time, I wasn’t thinking that I would experience 
a miraculous New Testament healing. I didn’t fall to my 
knees and start begging God for healing or try to make a 
bargain with Him in exchange for a longer life. It didn’t 
occur to me to seek out a healer, but very quickly, what 
I had learned as a child in my home and in the churches 
we had attended came back to my memory. I didn’t con-
sciously remember when I’d learned or been taught the 
Scriptures that I now found myself reading or remember-
ing, but it was clearly the Holy Spirit leading me to God’s 
Word. God never fails to keep His promises.

I went to several churches. My former pastor’s son 
was pastoring a church a mile from my home in Vancou-
ver, but the thought of going to a church with ties to my 
past did not seem to fi t right at this point. I didn’t want 
to go there. I was afraid I would feel too much pressure 
and obligation to attend. So I attended larger churches, 
where I could easily slip in without being noticed. No 
one knew me, and I knew no one there. I admit that I 
made little effort to get to know anyone. I just sat near 
the back and left as soon as the service was over. It was 
an empty feeling.

Finally, I went to my former pastor’s son’s church. It 
felt like my old church in Alaska. It felt like home. I knew 
the doctrines of the church were sound and fundamen-
tal. I didn’t have to worry about learning or evaluating 
new things. I could relax in the friendly atmosphere and 
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concentrate on strengthening my renewed relationship 
with God. After attending a few weeks, I went forward 
and publicly rededicated my life to God. A fl ood of emo-
tion came over me. It had been a long time since I had 
felt such peace.

I knew that, with God’s help, I would have to face my 
fears regarding my condition. So after the children left for 
school each day, I began to spend the better part of the 
mornings studying God’s Word and praying for His guid-
ance and peace. I found great strength in Psalm 56:3-4: 
When I am afraid, I will trust in you. In God, whose word I 
praise, in God I trust; I will not be afraid. What can mortal 
man do to me? In fact, what could man do to me? 

It is so weird when you fi nally break through and real-
ize that this world is not what’s important. When there is 
nothing left but God, that’s when you fi nd out God is all 
you need. I thought back over the years and tried to trace 
the beginning of my fi rst awareness of God’s presence and 
the realization that I needed to make a commitment of my 
life to Him. I knew that I had always been aware of Him, 
but I think God really got hold of my thoughts after Mom 
died, even before I received the diagnosis of my brain 
tumor. I had started looking through one of the several 
Bibles Mom had and compared her Bibles to mine. 

My Bible was 20 years old, but it was just like new. Not 
a mark or a wrinkle marred it. However, in Mom’s Bibles, 
verses were marked and highlighted throughout. There 
were notes in the margins, and I found old prayer lists, 
some that were 20 years old. Little pages from Our Daily 
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Bread were torn out and stuck in the pages of her Bible. 
Her faith and love for God were genuine. I read over and 
over again the scriptures she had specifi cally marked, and 
I began to realize even more fully her love and concern 
for her sons. But it wasn’t until after my diagnosis, radia-
tion, and chemo treatments, and the full realization of my 
prognosis that I got down to business myself.

I remember one morning in particular when a note left 
in one of Mom’s Bibles provided an especially inspiring 
moment for me. Ashley and Adam had just left for school. 
I poured myself a fresh mug of coffee and started my daily 
reading. That morning I was reading in Proverbs. I noticed 
a speck near one of the verses and tried to brush it away. It 
wouldn’t come off. I looked at it more closely and realized 
it was a pen mark. It was by Proverbs 1:11, and there was 
another mark by verse 15. Each verse began “My son….” 
The verses weren’t underlined, but nevertheless, it was a 
deliberate mark to call attention to them.

I was reminded of Hebrews 11:4: Though she is dead, 
yet she speaks. Mom couldn’t have left a greater legacy.

Because Mom obviously got a lot of strength from the 
book of Job, I bought a study guide on that book. I knew a 
little bit about Job, but I didn’t know he suffered so much. 
I had heard about the “patience of Job,” but that’s all I 
really knew about him. Actually, I don’t see the patience 
of Job in the book that bears his name. What I see is his 
perseverance and his faith. He had some moments of 
discouragement and anger, but through it all, he held to 
his trust in God and emerged from suffering into blessing 
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and restoration. During Job’s life, God doubled everything 
that he’d lost. And through it all, God protected his 
soul—which is what we should be worried about anyway. 
That’s what is important.

I don’t know why, but it was more than a year before 
I could look at pictures of Mom, especially to look her in 
the eyes. It hurt too much, and perhaps I was ashamed. 
In addition, I was the only one in the family who didn’t 
dream about Mom for a long time. My only contact with 
her was through her Bibles. Somehow, I think, she asked 
God for that.

With the diagnosis of an anaplastic astrocytoma grade 
three tumor in my brain, I embarked on what has been a 
fascinating and exciting life journey. It hasn’t been easy, 
nor do I expect it to be. There were, and are, moments 
of fear and despair. This tumor was God’s provision for 
awakening within me my need of Him every moment—an 
awareness I wouldn’t have had if my life were centered on 
usual problems and responsibilities. That’s what I want 
to share with you.

For to me to live is Christ, and to die is gain (Philippians 
1:21 KJV). This is an easy verse to quote, but a hard one to 
live by. It’s just not as simple as that. We can quote it all 
we want, but when death hits us square in the face, the 
words fade. Wanting to give up the gift of life that God 
Himself created and granted us is not natural to us, nor 
should it be. But as we read the Bible and grow in our 
relationship and understanding, the principle becomes 
clearer.
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In Mark 10, there is an account of Jesus healing a blind 
man. I’d heard and read that story since I was a kid, but 
I had not realized the personal application for my life. 
Finally, I did. Jesus stopped and said, Call him (v. 49). 
So they called to the blind man. Notice the blind man’s 
response: Throwing his cloak aside, he jumped to his feet 
and came to Jesus (v. 50). Immediately, Jesus told him, 
Go…your faith has healed you (v. 52). In these few words 
we fi nd the key to every provision and promise in the 
Bible: faith and obedience.

When I fi nally heard God’s personal message for me in 
these simple words, I knew that He was calling me out of 
a different kind of blindness. I realized that He had been 
calling me since I answered His promise of salvation at 
age nine, but that I had ignored His voice and stumbled 
on in my own willful blindness, always knowing there 
was something more but refusing to let Him open my 
eyes. But this is my testimony now: 

Before I was affl icted I went astray, but now I obey your 
word… It was good for me to be affl icted so that I might 
learn your decrees. 

—Psalm 119:67,71

Looking back on my situation, I believe that the great-
est gift God that gave me is that I have no baggage! I don’t 
dwell on things. Not only did God guide me through 
my illness, but he also reached down and dug me out of 
the mess of the worldly system—the rat race that I was 
involved in. I have no animosity for those who hurt me, 
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whether they did so intentionally or not. In fact, I feel 
sorry for some of them. And I don’t hate the friends who 
abandoned me.

I have a clear conscience about everything in my past 
because it led me here—to this moment. I don’t think 
God had this in mind when He created me, but He used 
my circumstances to bring me back into fellowship with 
Him. And there is no place else that I’d rather be.

GOD’S PROMISES

For God did not give us a spirit of timidity, but a spirit of 
power, of love and of self-discipline. 

—2 Timothy 1:7

Jesus answered and said unto them, Verily I say unto you, 
If ye have faith, and doubt not, ye shall not only do this 
which is done to the fi g tree, but also if ye shall say unto 
this mountain, Be thou removed, and be thou cast into the 
sea; it shall be done. 

—Matthew 21:21 KJV 

Therefore we do not lose heart. Though outwardly we are 
wasting away, yet inwardly we are being renewed day by 
day. 

—2 Corinthians 4:16





Part II

WHAT I LEARNED
Two things I ask of you, O LORD; Do not refuse me before 
I die: 

Keep falsehood and lies far from me; give me neither pov-
erty nor riches, but give me only my daily bread.

Otherwise, I may have too much and disown you and say, 
“Who is the LORD?” Or I may become poor and steal, and 
so dishonor the name of my God.

—Proverbs 30:7-9
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I counsel you to buy from me gold refi ned in the fi re, so 
you can become rich; and white clothes to wear, so you 
can cover your shameful nakedness; and salve to put on 
your eyes, so you can see.

—Revelation 3:18 

A 
group of Bible students were studying Malachi when 
they came upon a verse they did not understand: 
He will sit as a refi ner and purifi er of silver; he will 

purify the Levites and refi ne them like gold and silver. Then 
the LORD will have men who will bring offerings in righteous-
ness (Malachi 3:3). Why would a refi ner of silver have 
to sit beside the refi ning vessel? Just what is the process 
for refi ning gold and silver? One of the students decided 
to fi nd out the answer to these questions by visiting a 
silversmith to see the refi ning process in action. 

As the student watched, the silversmith fi rst took a 
piece of silver and held it with tongs over the center of 

Chapter 7

PRAISE GOD FOR THE 
HAMMER, THE FILE, 
AND THE FURNACE
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the fi re. The silversmith explained to the student that 
when refi ning silver, it is necessary to hold the piece of 
silver over the hottest part of the fi re, as this burns away 
all the impurities. The silver is then melted into a molten 
mass. 

The student asked the refi ner if he truly needed to 
sit by the molten metal the entire time. Couldn’t he go 
off and attend to some other duties and then return at 
a future time to fi nd the silver refi ned? The silversmith 
assured the student that he needed to sit and watch the 
metal the entire time, for if the silver was left too long in 
the fi re, it would be destroyed. 

After watching the process and thinking for a few 
minutes, the student asked the refi ner how he would 
know when the silver was pure. The silversmith replied 
that was the easy part—it was when he could see his face 
in the molten metal. 

The agony of a man’s affl iction is often necessary to put 
him into the right mood to face the fundamental things 
of life.

—Oswald Chambers

Why does it take an earth-shaking event to make us 
stop and evaluate what is important in life? Why does 
one have to be thrown in the crucible of fi re to fi gure out 
that God is trying to get our attention? Why did I have to 
have a catastrophic illness to understand that God loved 
me and was calling me?
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I was a lot like Jonah before my illness. God wanted 
me to go in one direction, but I had my own ideas. I had 
a plan for my life and went my own way until I ran into 
an obstacle that I couldn’t work around, climb over, or 
walk away from. An inoperable brain tumor is not some-
thing you can ignore. My tumor was like Jonah’s whale. 
It swallowed me up and consumed my life—and brought 
me to my senses. 

When I was diagnosed with having an inoperable brain 
tumor, God suddenly had my attention. I was 38 at the 
time and found myself in a helpless situation that neither 
I nor any doctor could change. The stress in my life be-
came unbearable. It was like a cauldron of fi re. I prayed 
for calm, but it never came. Instead, the stress grew until 
it twisted every facet of my life. In a matter of weeks, I 
literally lost everything except my children. And I didn’t 
have a clue how I was going to care for them. 

But like the refi ner sitting and watching over the melt-
ing silver, God was watching over me. He knew how much 
it would take to get my full attention. I had turned away 
from God, but He had never turned away from me. He 
loved me and wanted me to come back to Him. 

It just isn’t in God’s nature to abandon his children. 
So, while God didn’t create my troubles, He certainly used 
them to bring me back to Himself. Today, I can honestly 
say that I wouldn’t give up what He has given me since 
my diagnosis for anything I might have achieved in my 
life if I had been allowed to move along a more normal 
course.
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Eventually, I lost it all: my job, my wife, my parents, 
my health, and my house. But what I lost was material, 
physical, and temporal. What I gained was eternal: peace, 
grace, trust, and the love of God. When you put what I’ve 
lost side by side with what I’ve gained, there’s no compari-
son. I won! And I know that the best is yet to come.

Praise God for the Hammer, the File and the Furnace. 
The Hammer molds us, The File sharpens us, And the 
Fire tempers us.

—Samuel Rutherford

Each of us has been and still is being refi ned by the 
Master Refi ner. What are some of the qualities of silver 
and gold that he’d like to bring out in us? Let’s examine 
a few of these qualities. 

First, both silver and gold refl ect light. Silver is used as 
a fi lm coating on the back of mirrors to refl ect an image. 
Gold, when polished to a high fi nish, will also refl ect light 
with a warm glow. However, neither gold nor silver have 
an internal light of their own—they are like the moon in 
that they can only refl ect the light of the sun. In the same 
way, we can only refl ect the light of God’s Son. The more 
pure we are, the more refi ned we are and the better we 
will be able to refl ect His light and glory.

Gold and silver are also beautiful. Since the begin-
ning of history, these two metals have been treasured by 
all cultures. Think of the gold and silver treasures of the 
Pharaohs or those of the Aztecs and Incas. Of course, 
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before gold and silver can become items of beauty, they 
have to be cut and fashioned by a craftsman. Ultimately, 
the beauty of the adornment will be determined by the 
tooling that is done on the piece. The more intricate the 
design, the more beautiful the piece. In the same way, God 
will often tool us through various diffi cult circumstances 
that come our way so He can fashion us into items of great 
beauty and worth. 

Gold and silver are excellent conductors of both sound 
and electricity. Silver has a pure acoustic ring and is often 
used for bells and musical instruments. Compact discs 
pressed on 24-karat gold provide the ultimate in sound 
quality. Gold circuitry was used in the Pathfi nder’s robotic 
geologist to transmit information back to Earth from Mars 
and is used in computers to relay information from the 
keyboard to the microprocessor. In fact, gold is essential 
in computer circuitry because of its electrical conductiv-
ity and lack of degradability over time. In the same way, 
God wants each of us to be conductors—conductors of 
His love and grace. However, just as gold and silver must 
fi rst be refi ned before they can be used as conductors, 
God fi rst must refi ne our lives before He can use us for 
His glory. 

Silver can be refi ned in a certain way for use as a 
purifying agent. For many years, silver was used to kill 
bacteria. Silver nitrate drops were used to clean the eyes 
of newborns, and silver solutions are still used today in 
the treatment of burns. Silver chemically affects the cell 
membranes of bacteria, causing them to break down, and 
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the bacteria do not develop resistance to silver as they do 
to many antibiotics. During my experience, God showed 
me that one of our primary functions as Christians is to 
purify the environment around us by introducing others 
to Christ, speaking up for truth and righteousness, and 
by living a life above reproach. Yet, like silver, before we 
can be used as a purifying agent, God may fi rst have to 
refi ne us through adversity. 

Gold is used to protect. In fact, gold is used to protect 
the President whenever he fl ies on Air Force One. The 
metal can confuse an incoming missile’s heat-seeking 
signal so that its guidance system cannot focus on its 
target. In the same way, God will use us to protect others. 
Christians who live in this world serve as a deterrent to 
evil. Because we live here on Earth and are fi lled with 
God’s spirit, we hold back the forces of evil. 

Thank God for the Trials

All of us must choose the path 
We’ll take for our life, 

Some are narrow, some are rough
And some look smooth and wide. 

The bright sunshine, it comes and goes,
The air is clean and warm. 

And other days the dark clouds bring a thunderstorm...
Yet in any situation I have learned to be content.

For through the rain, a rainbow He has sent!
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Thank God for the trials 
That help make us strong, 
Thank God for the music

His merciful songs, 
Thank God for a savior
Who carries us along, 

Thank God for the trials 
That help make us strong.

—Laura A. Lohmeyer
Copyright © 1998

In the end, just as gold and silver that has passed 
through the refi ning process become beautiful and use-
ful, so we, when we are passed through the Refi ner’s 
fi re, become beautiful in God’s sight. We become useful 
to Him. It is a process that God has been using to refi ne 
individuals for thousands of years. In fact, we fi nd it hap-
pening again and again throughout Scripture. 

Consider the adversity that Joseph endured. He was 
sold into slavery by his brothers, imprisoned for a crime 
he didn’t commit, and forgotten by those who promised 
to help him. Yet through it all, God had a plan for Joseph’s 
life. He used the evil that his brothers and others did to 
refi ne him into a great leader who would one day save a 
nation. In the end, Joseph could stand before his brothers 
and say: You intended to harm me, but God intended it for 
good to accomplish what is now being done, the saving of 
many lives. So then, don’t be afraid. I will provide for you 
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and your children (Genesis 50:20-21). God has a plan for 
our lives and will work everything that happens to us for 
our good.

The prophet Samuel anointed David to be the next 
king of Israel. However, before this could occur, David 
had to go through a series of trials. King Saul, who was 
jealous of David’s successes in battle, relentlessly hunted 
David down. On several occasions, David had to fl ee the 
land and hide up in the hills just to save his life. He must 
have felt neglected and abandoned by God and fearful for 
his very life. Yet he proclaimed:

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not be in want.
He makes me lie down in green pastures,

he leads me beside quiet waters,
he restores my soul.

He guides me in paths of righteousness
for his name’s sake.
Even though I walk

through the valley of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil,

for you are with me;
your rod and your staff,

they comfort me.

You prepare a table before me
in the presence of my enemies.
You anoint my head with oil;

My cup overfl ows.
Surely goodness and love will follow me
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all the days of my life,
and I will dwell in the house of the Lord

forever.
—Psalm 23:1-6

Even when we walk through the valley of death, we 
don’t have to fear evil, for God is with us. God is there 
whenever we call on Him. But fi rst, we must call. 

Perhaps the greatest example of one who was refi ned 
by the fi re was Job. Job was a wealthy man with land, 
status, possessions, and many children. Yet God allowed 
the devil to test Job and take away everything he had. 
A group of marauders came through and carried off his 
oxen and donkeys, killing his servants. Fire fell from the 
sky and burned up his sheep and other servants. Raiding 
parties swept down and carried off his camels, and killed 
more of his servants. His sons and daughters, who were 
feasting in a home, were killed when a mighty wind swept 
in and toppled the structure. 

Yet despite these trials, Job proclaimed, “Naked I came 
from my mother’s womb, and naked I will depart. The LORD 
gave the LORD has taken away; may the name of the LORD be 
praised” (Job 1:21). Job realized that God had given him 
everything he had and that He had the right to take it back, 
whether he was a good steward of those resources or not. 
Even when Job himself was affl icted with painful sores 
that covered his entire body, he refused to curse God. In 
the end, Job realized, Those who suffer he delivers in their 
suffering; he speaks to them in their affl iction (Job 36:15). 
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So if you, dear friend, fi nd yourself in the midst of 
impossible circumstances, take heart. Listen for the voice 
of God. You will fi nd that He is calling to you and that He 
wants to draw you to Himself. God can use everything 
that happens to you to His glory, if you will allow it. If 
you feel as if you’ve been thrown into the midst of a fi ery 
furnace, know that God is with you. 

Also remember that sometimes God is the Refi ner, 
looking on, but at other times He is actually in the fi re 
with you. Think of the three Hebrew children in the 
book of Daniel: Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego. King 
Nebuchadnezzar tossed them in a furnace that had been 
heated seven times hotter than normal. And what hap-
pened? When those in attendance looked into the furnace, 
they saw a fourth fi gure walking around with them in the 
fi re. Amazingly, the only thing that had burned was their 
bonds. The fi re had set them free! The observers said 
that it appeared that the fourth person was “a son of the 
gods.” They were partially right—it was not a son of the 
gods, it was the Son of God. Sometimes God looks on, but 
sometimes He walks through the fi re with us. 

If you are in the fi re, realize that God is near. He is 
watching you. He loves you and is concerned for your 
wellbeing. And He knows what He is doing. At the end of 
the refi ning process, you will come forth as pure gold.

Throughout my illness, and even today, God’s Word 
has been an encouragement to my heart. Here are some 
Scriptures that have blessed my soul when passing 
through the fi re.
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GOD’S PROMISES

But he knows the way that I take; when he has tested me, 
I will come forth as gold. 

—Job 23:10

The refi ning pot is for silver and the furnace for gold, But 
the LORD tests the hearts. 

—Proverbs 17:3 NKJV

I will refi ne them like silver and test them like gold. They 
will call on my name and I will answer them; I will say, 
“They are my people,” and they will say, “The LORD is 
our God.” 

—Zechariah 13:9

“He redeemed my soul from going down to the pit, and I 
will live to enjoy the light.” “God does all these things to a 
man—twice, even three times—to turn back his soul from 
the pit, that the light of life may shine on him.” 

—Job 33:28-30
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Our soul waits for the LORD; He is our help and our shield. 
For our heart shall rejoice in Him, because we have trusted 
in His holy name.

—Psalm 33:20-21 NKJV

T
he proverb “patience is a virtue” has been traced 
back to a book called Piers Plowman, written in A.D. 
1377 by William Langland (the proverb is similar 

to the Latin maxima enim patientia virtus, “patience is the 
greatest virtue,” and the French patience est une grant 
vertu, “patience is a great value”). The need for patience 
has not decreased in the hundreds of years that have 
passed since Langland fi rst coined the phrase. When I was 
diagnosed with a malignant brain tumor, I entered the 
“school of patience and waiting.” I found myself waiting 
in doctor’s offi ces and hospitals. I waited for test results. 
I waited and hoped for good news. It seemed as if I was 

Chapter 8

PATIENCE IS MORE 
THAN A VIRTUE
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always waiting for the next step, the next something, the 
next…I knew not what. 

I was not alone in the school of waiting. Most of us 
have at one time or another encountered situations in 
our lives about which we can do little except wait. That 
puts us in the same category as most of the great heroes 
of the Bible. 

When we read the Bible, it often seems as if one miracle 
followed right on the heels of another. We see the great 
victories of the Bible warriors as happening one after an-
other. But the truth is that sometimes hundreds of years 
passed between the miraculous events that we read about 
in the Word of God. 

Think about it. Noah waited 100 years for rain as 
he blindly followed God’s command to build the ark. It 
wasn’t until he fi nished the craft that the rain came in 
abundance. Abraham and Sarah waited decades for a son 
after God had promised Abraham that his seed would be 
as the sands of earth and the stars of the heavens. After 
it was humanly impossible for the couple to become 
parents, God gave them the promised son. Joseph waited 
many years for vindication after his brothers sold him 
into slavery. It wasn’t until many years later—when his 
brothers appeared before him begging for his help—that 
he knew his waiting was over and he revealed his identity 
to them.

When Joseph was about to die, he told the Children 
of Israel that God would lead them to the land that He 
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promised to Abraham. He said, God will surely come to 
your aid, and then you must carry my bones up from this 
place (Genesis 50:25). Yet the Children of Israel would 
have to wait 400 years until God delivered them from 
bondage in Egypt. Probably neither Joseph nor any other 
person alive to hear his request dreamed that it would be 
400 years before the exodus would occur. 

After God called Moses to lead the Children of Israel 
out of Egypt, they had to wander 40 years in the wilder-
ness before they could enter the Promised Land. Granted, 
their wandering was because of their sinfulness and stub-
bornness, but they still had to wait to enter into the rest 
that God had promised them. 

The whole nation of Israel—and indeed the world—
then waited for a Redeemer, a Messiah, to come. When 
Mary, a young woman from the small town of Nazareth, 
learned from an angel of the Lord that she would give birth 
to God’s Son, the waiting was almost over. Jesus was born 
into the world and eventually paid the ultimate price for 
our sins through His death on the cross.

Today, believers wait for the return of that same Mes-
siah to take us home to be with Him forever. Psalm 130:6 
says, My soul waits for the Lord more than watchmen wait 
for the morning. There is no patience without the wait-
ing—it’s part of the process. We ask God for what we need 
(or what we think we need), and then we wait.
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I Asked God

I asked for strength that I might achieve; 
I was made weak that I might learn humbly to obey... 

I asked for health that I might do greater things; 
I was given infi rmity that I might do better things... 

I asked for riches that I might be happy; 
I was given poverty that I might be wise. 

I asked for power that I might have the praise of men; 
I was given weakness that I might feel the need of God... 

I asked for all things that I might enjoy life; 
I was given life that I might enjoy all things... 

I got nothing that I asked for—but everything I had hoped 
for; 

Almost despite myself, my unspoken prayers were 
answered. 

I am among all men most richly blessed. 
—Unknown Soldier

Charles Stanley, a great preacher of our time, once 
said, “Stop praying for a lighter cross, and start praying 
for strength to bear it!” That’s the way it is. Tough times 
will come to all of us, and we must wait with patience for 
God to move. One of the most important lessons that I’ve 
learned from suffering with a brain tumor is that there 
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are many situations that we simply can do nothing about. 
We have to have patience and wait and trust God. We 
have to depend on God to move in our tough situations. 
There is no other way.

After being diagnosed with an inoperable brain tumor, 
I tried to start a support group, but I was getting stalled 
every time. I couldn’t get anyone to help and I could fi nd 
no place to meet. I prayed and prayed about it, but nothing 
happened. When I talked with others, they immediately 
saw problems instead of offering solutions. So I continued 
to wait and pray about the situation. 

Finally, I stepped out in faith and set up a meeting, 
even though I still had no place to hold it. And wouldn’t 
you know it? God blessed us with two places to hold the 
meeting—we had to make a choice between the two! 
It’s just like God to provide more than we asked, better 
than we asked, and exactly when we needed it. Patience 
coupled with prayer brought the answer. 

Because of my lack of energy, I have had to learn pa-
tience. Up until my illness began, I was able to do just 
about anything that I made up my mind to do. But now, 
when I am busy doing something physical, I will all of a 
sudden feel very tired. I’ve learned to ask God for energy, 
and He gives it—but gradually, not immediately. In fact, 
often I am working when all of a sudden I realize that 
energy has come to me so gradually that I didn’t even 
notice. 

I’m still learning to ask God for little things, such as 
getting the kids up, taking care of their safety and mine, 
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asking Him to give me an appetite, and even requesting 
His help to increase my memory and focus. I’m still learn-
ing to thank and praise Him for the joy, peace, faith, hope, 
strength, and courage that He provides. 

Speaking of patience, God certainly had patience with 
me as I wandered my way through life. I know without a 
doubt that I became a Christian at the age of nine. But then 
I got in with the wrong crowd and drifted away from God. 
I went to church until I was 18, and then fi nally stopped 
going altogether. But in spite of not going to church, I 
still believed in God. Then I found out that I had a brain 
tumor, and with that diagnosis came the knowledge that 
God has always been there to watch over me—to catch 
me when I fall. Somehow, in my darkest times when the 
light shone through, I knew it was God.

It’s interesting that during those very diffi cult days 
when I lost my job because of my illness, I didn’t ask God 
for anything. I didn’t have the guts to ask. Yet in spite of 
my reluctance, God didn’t let me or my family starve. He 
provided for our needs. I was able to receive Medicare for 
the kids and me. We were able to have adequate housing 
that God provided through the Housing Authority. God 
gently and patiently wooed me back to Himself with His 
provision, love, and kindness. He is an awesome God! 
I don’t know how much time God will give me here on 
Earth, but I do know that I want to serve God every day 
that I have left. 

There is a wonderful story in the Old Testament about 
Hagar, a slave girl in Abraham’s household, who became 
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the mother of Abraham’s child. As we mentioned, God 
had promised that He would bless Abraham and his wife, 
Sarah (or Sarai, as she was then known), with a son. 
However, after many years of waiting, Sarah worried that 
she was getting too old to have children. So she came up 
with the idea of having her husband make a baby with 
Hagar. Shortly after Hagar became pregnant, Sarah grew 
jealous and was so hard on Hagar that the girl fl ed into 
the desert. But God was watching. He knew exactly what 
Sarah had done to Hagar, and He came to talk with Hagar 
about it:

The angel of the LORD found Hagar near a spring in the 
desert; it was the spring that is beside the road to Shur. 
And he said, “Hagar, servant of Sarai, where have you 
come from, and where are you going?” 

“I’m running away from my mistress Sarai,” she 
answered. 

Then the angel of the LORD told her, “Go back to your 
mistress and submit to her.” The angel added, “I will so 
increase your descendants that they will be too numerous 
to count.” 

The angel of the LORD also said to her: “You are now with 
child and you will have a son. You shall name him Ishmael, 
for the LORD has heard of your misery. He will be a wild 
donkey of a man; his hand will be against everyone and 
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everyone’s hand against him, and he will live in hostility 
toward all his brothers.” 

Genesis 16:7-12

The next part is the one that has such meaning for 
those of us who are patiently waiting for God: She gave 
this name to the LORD who spoke to her: “You are the God 
who sees me,” for she said, “I have now seen the One who 
sees me” (v.13).

Oh, to see the One who sees us! That is great joy! That 
is the place where peace happens in our life. That is the 
place where we no longer have to fake trust and faith, for 
we know His love and promises are true. 

If you are in a waiting place, take heart. God sees you. 
He is near. He loves you. He wants you to relax in your 
circumstance and trust Him. So look for the One who sees 
you. Lean back into His love and let it enfold you.

GOD’S PROMISES

Wait for the LORD; be strong and take heart and wait for 
the Lord. 

—Psalm 27:14

For in thee, O LORD, do I hope: thou wilt hear, O Lord my 
God. 

—Psalm 38:15 KJV

Never will I leave you; never will I forsake you. 
—Hebrews 13:5
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Let us then approach the throne of grace with confi dence, 
so that we may receive mercy and fi nd grace to help us in 
our time of need.

—Hebrews 4:16

T
here once was a man named George Thomas, a 
pastor in a small New England town. One Easter 
Sunday morning, he came to the church carrying a 

rusty, bent old birdcage. He set it by the pulpit. 
Eyebrows in the congregation were raised. As if in 

response, Pastor Thomas then began to speak. “I was 
walking through town yesterday,” he said, “when I saw 
a young boy walking along and swinging this bird cage. 
On the bottom of the cage were three little wild birds, 
shivering with cold and fright. I stopped the lad and asked, 
‘What you got there, son?’ 

‘Just some old birds,’ he replied. 

Chapter 9

EXPERIENCING 
GOD’S MERCY
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‘What are you gonna do with them?’ I asked. 
‘Take ’em home and have fun with ’em,’ he answered. 

‘I’m gonna tease ’em and pull out their feathers to make 
’em fi ght. I’m gonna have a real good time.’ 

‘But you’ll get tired of those birds sooner or later,’ I 
said. ‘Then what will you do?’ 

‘Oh, I got some cats,’ said the little boy. ‘They like 
birds. I’ll take ’em to the cats.’ I was silent for a moment. 
Then I asked the boy, ‘How much do you want for those 
birds, son?’ 

‘Huh?’ he replied. ‘Why, you don’t want them birds, 
mister. They’re just plain old fi eld birds. They don’t sing. 
They ain’t even pretty!’

‘How much?’ I asked again. The boy sized me up as if 
I were crazy and said, ‘10 dollars.’ I reached in my pocket 
and took out a 10-dollar bill. I placed it in the boy’s hand. 
In a fl ash, he was gone. I then picked up the cage and 
gently carried it to the end of the alley where there was 
a tree and a grassy spot. Setting the cage down, I opened 
the door, and by softly tapping the bars persuaded the 
birds to come out, setting them free.” 

Well, that explained the empty birdcage on the pulpit 
to the congregation. And it is a perfect picture to us of 
God’s mercy. Those little birds were captives of a cruel 
master, but then they were purchased by someone who 
had mercy. The pastor didn’t have to spend the money. 
He didn’t really have any good reason to do so besides the 
fact that he wanted to extend a hand of mercy. And so he 
not only bought the birds, but he also set them free. 
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Mercy is
God not giving

you what you deserve.

Grace is
God giving you

what you don’t deserve.

I was kind of like those birds in a cage. I was trapped 
by my own reluctance to follow God closely. I was headed 
in the wrong direction. God used my brain tumor to get 
my attention and bring me close to Himself. Although 
it might not have seemed like it at the time, that was an 
act of mercy. Then God showed even more mercy to me 
and extended my life well beyond the time the doctors 
thought I would live. That has been mercy not only to 
me but also to my children as well. 

There are so many times in the Bible when God could 
have (and probably should have) wiped the human race 
off the face of the Earth. Think of the story of the Great 
Flood as told in the book of Genesis. Yes, the punishment 
God handed out to the planet was severe, but He showed 
mercy to Noah, his family, and the species on the Earth 
by saving them from destruction. 

Think about all the times that God set out to destroy 
the Israelites, who were prone to wander in their affec-
tions toward Him. And think of how He often relented and 
showed mercy to them because of His great love for them. 
One of those times is recorded in the book of Numbers. 
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After God led the Israelites out of Egypt, the people 
grew impatient with wandering in the desert and lacking 
the food with which they had become accustomed. Many 
of them voiced their bitterness to God and to Moses. Well, 
the Lord soon had enough of their complaining and sent 
poisonous snakes to bite and kill them all. Many of the 
people died before those still living admitted that they had 
sinned when they spoke against God and against Moses. 

Although God was angry at the Israelites, He had mercy 
on them. When Moses prayed for the people, God told 
him to make a bronze snake and put it on a pole. Moses 
followed God’s command, and anyone who had been 
bitten by a snake and who looked at the pole experienced 
God’s mercy and lived (see Numbers 21:6-9). 

When they discover 
the center of the universe,

a lot of people will be disappointed 
to discover they are not it.

—Bernard Bailey

There’s an interesting story about a group of scientists 
who decided that humans could do without God. One of 
them looked up to God and said, “We’ve decided that we 
no longer need You. We have enough wisdom to clone 
people and do many miraculous things.” God listened 
patiently and then said, “Very well, let’s have a man-mak-
ing contest. We’ll do it just like I did back in the old days 
with Adam.” The scientists agreed, and one of them bent 
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down and picked up a handful of dirt. God looked at him 
and said, “No! You have to make your own dirt!” 

Like the Israelites, we often think that we know what 
is best for our lives. We cry out in our circumstances and 
complain that God is leading us into suffering. We want 
to go back to the land of Egypt, where at least we had 
some sense of security. We worry that God has forgotten 
His promises and try to force His hand through our own 
actions. We forget that God is the sovereign Lord and that 
He has the right to do anything He wishes with us—and 
in His own time. 

Fortunately, in His mercy, God has patience with us. 
Like a loving parent, He corrects us and guides us down 
the paths He wants us to take. He created us, He loves us, 
and He died for us. He doesn’t owe us anything. But each 
time we lock ourselves into the cage that our sins cre-
ate—each time we presume that we don’t need Him—He 
reaches into our lives with His forgiveness, unlocks the 
cage door, and sets us free. 

There is a wonderful old poem called “The Hound of 
Heaven” that tells how God pursues us until we give in 
to His love. A portion of this poem reads like this:

I fl ed Him, down the nights and down the days;
I fl ed Him, down the arches of the years;
I fl ed Him, down the labyrinthine ways

Of my own mind; and in the mist of tears
I hid from Him, and under running laughter.

Up vistaed hopes I sped;
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And shot, precipitated,
Adown Titanic glooms of chasmèd fears,

From those strong Feet that followed, followed after.
But with unhurrying chase,

And unperturbèd pace,
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,

They beat—and a voice beat
More instant than the Feet—

“All things betray thee, who betrayest Me.”

God comes looking for us, and in His mercy He pur-
sues us until we fall into His love. Here are the closing 
lines of the poem:

“Rise, clasp My hand, and come!”
Halts by me that footfall:

Is my gloom, after all,
Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly?

“Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest,
I am He Whom thou seekest!

Thou dravest love from thee, who dravest me.”

God’s love often leads us down roads where earthly 
comforts fail us. Paul said, To you it has been granted on 
behalf of Christ, not only to believe in Him, but also to suffer 
for His sake (Philippians 1:29 NKJV). When we come to the 
end of all our dark valleys, we’ll understand that every 
circumstance has been allowed for our ultimate good. As 
Bible teacher F.B. Meyer once said, “No other route would 
have been as safe and as certain as the one by which we 
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came. If only we could see the path as God has always 
seen it, we would have selected it as well.” 

God’s love and mercy are truly limitless. That’s what 
caused Him to send His only Son to die in our place. Our 
God cares that we come into fellowship with Him. He 
cares that we are wayward and trapped in a cage of our 
own sinful making. He wants to set us free. 

There’s a Wideness in God’s Mercy

There’s a wideness in God’s mercy
like the wideness of the sea;

there’s a kindness in his justice,
which is more than liberty.

There is welcome for the sinner,
and more graces for the good;
there is mercy with the Savior; 
there is healing in his blood.

There is no place where earth’s sorrows
are more felt than in heaven;

there is no place where earth’s failings
have such kind judgment given.
There is plentiful redemption

in the blood that has been shed;
there is joy for all the members

in the sorrows of the Head.

For the love of God is broader
than the measure of man’s mind;

and the heart of the Eternal
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is most wonderfully kind.
If our love were but more faithful,
we should take him at his word;

and our life would be thanksgiving
for the goodness of the Lord.

—Frederick William Faber 

Have I suffered because of my illness? Yes. Has it been 
frightening to go through this experience? Of course. I 
have had to call out for the mercy of God many times 
during the last few years. When my wife and I split up, I 
had to lean on His mercy. When I was diagnosed with a 
brain tumor, I had to cry out for His mercy. Without His 
mercy, I probably would have drunk myself to death. I 
have and continue to cry out for God’s mercy to be shown 
my children. 

And has God been merciful? Did He hear my cries? 
Did He respond to my call? If you’ve read my story, you 
know that He has. God brought me through the radiation 
and chemotherapy with minimal side effects and pain. He 
restored the paralysis on my left side. Will God be merci-
ful to you? Absolutely! Just call on Him. He’s nearby. But 
you, O LORD, be not far off; O my Strength, come quickly to 
help me (Psalm 22:19).

Some folks think they have to tough out life’s experi-
ences on their own. They may even reason that they got 
themselves into their present situation. But Psalm 22:24 
states, For he has not despised or disdained the suffering of 
the affl icted one; he has not hidden his face from him but has 
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listened to his cry for help. It is such a comfort to know 
that I can cry out to God for mercy whenever I need it. 
It’s a comfort to know that nothing can happen to me 
that is not from God. Zechariah said, whoever touches you, 
touches the apple of his eye (Zechariah 2:8).

O Love that will not let me go,
I rest my weary soul in Thee;

I give Thee back the life I owe,
That in Thine ocean depths its fl ow

May richer, fuller be.

O Light that followest all my way,
I yield my fl ickering torch to Thee;
My heart restores its borrowed ray,
That in Thy sunshine’s blaze its day

May brighter, fairer be.

O Joy that seekest me through pain,
I cannot close my heart to Thee;

I trace the rainbow through the rain.
And feel the promise is not vain

That morn shall tearless be.

O Cross that liftest up my head,
I dare not ask to fl y from Thee;
I lay in dust life’s glory dead,

And from the ground there blossoms red,
Life that shall endless be.

—George Matheson
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Sometimes, all of our plans go astray and leave us feel-
ing hopeless about the future. Our circumstances leave us 
broken and wounded, and we wonder how we will ever 
go on with our lives. Temptations assail us as the enemy 
comes in like a fl ood. But when this occurs, we need to 
realize that God has allowed these situations to happen 
and that He is with us. He will use whatever He has al-
lowed to enter into our lives to draw us closer to Him. 

God let Satan beat me down. He led me to a place in 
which I had to realize that He was the only One I needed. 
Today, I know that if I have any strength, it comes from 
God. I know that He gave me the power to survive. The 
Bible tells us that God won’t give us the battle without 
giving us the strength. I’m not fond of the idea of dying, 
but I’m not afraid of it either.

God tested my faith to strengthen it. Through the 
adversity I have faced, I know today that the worse the 
situation, the more I should expect Him to work a miracle. 
In fact, the more I depend on it! I now know that I have 
somewhere to go with my problems, big or small. God put 
this tumor as my “thorn in my side” as a reminder that I 
will always need to depend on Him. And I do! 

I no longer ask, “Why me?” I believe that God had a 
purpose in allowing me to have a brain tumor. So don’t feel 
sorry for me. I’m not sorry it happened; in fact, I’m glad 
it did. It gave my life purpose! I have traded 30 years of 
quantity for six years of quality time trusting in the Lord 
and leaning on His mercy. Furthermore, when you look 
at the big picture, what have I really given up? God has 
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promised to give me eternal life. And there is nothing on 
this earth that is worth giving up for eternal life. 

As life goes on
The only words I want to hear

Are, “well done, indeed.”

The words I long to hear
Are, “well done, indeed.”

The words I need to hear
Are, “well done, indeed,

My good and faithful servant.” 

When you go through times of trials, rejoice with the 
apostle Peter, who said, “Praise be to the God and Father 
of our Lord Jesus Christ! In his great mercy he has given 
us new birth into a living hope through the resurrection 
of Jesus Christ from the dead.… In this you greatly re-
joice, though now for a little while you may have had to 
suffer grief in all kinds of trials. These have come so that 
your faith—of greater worth than gold, which perishes 
even though refi ned by fi re—may be proved genuine and 
may result in praise, glory and honor when Jesus Christ 
is revealed” (1 Peter 1:3,6-7).
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GOD’S PROMISES

I am in deep distress. Let us fall into the hands of the 
LORD, for his mercy is great; but do not let me fall into the 
hands of men. 

—2 Samuel 24:14

Yet give attention to your servant’s prayer and his plea for 
mercy, O LORD my God. Hear the cry and the prayer that 
your servant is praying in your presence this day. 

—1 Kings 8:28 

Forgive your people, who have sinned against you; forgive 
all the offenses they have committed against you, and cause 
their conquerors to show them mercy. 

—1 Kings 8:50

Yet give attention to your servant’s prayer and his plea for 
mercy, O LORD my God. Hear the cry and the prayer that 
your servant is praying in your presence. 

—2 Chronicles 6:19

But in your great mercy you did not put an end to them or 
abandon them, for you are a gracious and merciful. 

—Nehemiah 9:31 

Hear my cry for mercy as I call to you for help, as I lift 
up my hands toward your Most Holy Place. 

—Psalm 28:2 
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In my alarm I said, “I am cut off from your sight!” Yet you 
heard my cry for mercy when I called to you for help. 

—Psalm 31:22 

I said, “O LORD, have mercy on me; heal me, for I have 
sinned against you.” 

—Psalm 41:4

Turn to me and have mercy on me; grant your strength to 
your servant and save the son of your maidservant. 

—Psalm 86:16

His mercy extends to those who fear him, from generation 
to generation. 

—Luke 1:50

Keep yourselves in God’s love as you wait for the mercy 
of our Lord Jesus Christ to bring you to eternal life. 

—Jude 1:21

Here is a trustworthy saying that deserves full acceptance: 
Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners—of whom 
I am the worst.
But for that very reason I was shown mercy so that in 
me, the worst of sinners, Christ Jesus might display his 
unlimited patience as an example for those who would 
believe on him and receive eternal life. 

—1 Timothy 1:15-16
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…and that you, O Lord, are loving. Surely you will reward 
each person according to what he has done. 

—Psalm 62:12
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Chapter 10

IT ALL COMES 
DOWN TO FAITH

I tell you the truth, if you have faith as small as a mustard 
seed, you can say to this mountain, “Move from here to 
there” and it will move. Nothing will be impossible for 
you.

—Matthew 17:20

G
eorge Müller was one of the great heroes of 
faith. An evangelist and founder of orphanages 
in Bristol, England, Müller cared for more than 

100,000 orphans during his lifetime. Müller and his wife 
began working with orphans in 1836 when they prepared 
their own home in Bristol to accommodate 30 girls. Soon 
after the establishment of this fi rst home, three more 
houses were furnished, and the total of children cared 
for grew to 130. 

In 1845, as growth continued, Müller decided that a 
separate building needed to be designed to house 300 
additional children. In 1849, at Ashley Down, Bristol, 
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Müller opened that home. By 1870, more than 2,000 
children were being accommodated in fi ve homes.

A story is told that Müller’s orphan children once 
had all eaten their dinners and went happily off to bed. 
However, what the unsuspecting orphans did not know 
was that the orphanage had no money for their breakfasts 
the next day. Although Müller did not know how God 
would provide, he was confi dent the Lord would come 
through for the children. After all, he reasoned, wasn’t 
God a father to the fatherless (see Psalm 68:5)? 

Müller went to bed, in faith committing the care of the 
orphans to God. The next morning, as he went for a walk, 
he prayed for God to supply the children’s needs. While 
walking, Müller met a friend who asked him to accept 
some money for the orphanage. Müller thanked him and 
then went back to the orphanage for breakfast.

Müller never once made a request for fi nancial support. 
He did not take a salary, nor did he go into debt, even 
though the fi ve homes cost a total of more than £100,000 to 
build. Many times, he received unsolicited food donations 
only hours before they were needed to feed the children, 
further strengthening his faith in God. Müller claimed 
that during his lifetime, 50,000 of his specifi c prayers 
were answered—5,000 of which his diary confi rmed were 
answered on the same day he prayed them. “I live in the 
spirit of prayer,” he said. “I pray as I walk about, when I 
lie down, and when I rise up. And the answers are always 
coming. When once I am persuaded that a thing is right 
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and for the glory of God, I go on praying for it until the 
answer comes. George Müller never gives up!” 

Müller’s faith extended beyond the realm of fi nances. 
In August of 1877, he and his wife boarded a boat in 
Bristol, England, to head to North America. Off the coast 
of Newfoundland, the weather turned cold and the ship’s 
progress was seriously slowed by fog. The captain had 
been on the bridge for 24 hours. Then something hap-
pened that would change his life. 

Müller appeared on the bridge and said, “Captain, 
I’ve come to tell you I must be in Quebec by Saturday 
afternoon.”

“It’s impossible,” said the captain. 
“Very well,” said Müller, “if your ship cannot take 

me, God will fi nd some other way. I have never broken 
an engagement for 52 years. Let us go down to the chart 
room and pray.” 

The Captain wondered which lunatic asylum Müller 
had escaped from. “Mr. Müller,” he said, “do you know 
how dense this fog is?”

“No,” replied Müller. “My eyes are not on the density 
of the fog, but on the living God, who controls every 
circumstance of my life.” Müller then knelt down and 
prayed. When he had fi nished, the captain was about to 
pray, but Müller put his hand on his shoulder and gave 
him two reasons not to do so. 

“First, you do not believe God will provide,” he said. 
“Second, I believe He has, and there is no need whatever 
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for you to pray about it.” The captain looked at Müller 
in amazement. 

“Captain,” Müller continued, “I have known my 
Lord for 52 years, and there has never been a single day 
that I have failed to get an audience with the King. Get 
up, sir, and open the door. You will fi nd that the fog is 
gone.” The captain walked to the door and opened it. 
The fog had lifted. It was the captain who later told the 
story of this incident, and he was later described by a 
well-known evangelist as “one of the most devoted men 
I ever knew.”

Müller loved to say, “Work with all your might; but 
trust not in the least in your work.” His faith that his 
prayers for fi nances would be answered was rooted in 
his belief in the sovereignty of God. He would often say, 
“How the means are to come, I know not; but I know that 
God is almighty, that the hearts of all are in His hands, 
and that, if He pleases to infl uence persons, they will 
send help.” His aim in life was to glorify God by helping 
people take God at His word. In order to fully understand 
the concept of faith and trust, he saturated his soul with 
the Word of God. 

By the time Müller died, he had read the Bible through 
200 times. His aim was to see God in Jesus Christ crucifi ed 
and raised from the dead, thereby maintaining the happi-
ness of his soul in God. By this deep satisfaction in God, 
George Mueller was set free from fear and disbelief. 
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The only thing God does not own, and the thing He wants 
most from you, is the praise of your heart.

—Charles Stanley

We have only to look at the great “faith chapter” of 
the Bible in Hebrews 11 to see that God takes care of 
those who put their trust in Him. Let’s look at the roster 
of those who lived by faith that this chapter in Hebrews 
provides. 

By faith, Abel offered to God a more pleasing sacrifi ce 
than did Cain. By faith, Enoch vanished from earth into 
the presence of God without experiencing death. By faith, 
Noah built an ark to save his family. 

By faith, Abraham traveled to a place he had never 
been, even though he did not know where he was going. 
By faith, even though he was old and his wife, Sarah, was 
barren, he trusted in God’s promise that he would have 
descendents like the stars of the heaven. And because he 
had faith and believed God was faithful and that His prom-
ises were valid, he became the father of a great nation.

By faith, Abraham offered Isaac as a sacrifi ce when God 
commanded him to do so. By faith, Isaac blessed Jacob 
and Esau in regard to their future. By faith, Jacob, when 
he was dying, blessed each of Joseph’s sons and worshiped 
as he leaned on the top of his staff.

By faith, Joseph, when his end was near, spoke about 
the Exodus of the Israelites from Egypt. By faith, Moses’ 
parents were not afraid to defy Pharaoh’s edict to kill 
every newborn child and hid Moses for three months 
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after he was born. By faith, Moses, when he had grown 
up, refused to be known as the son of Pharaoh’s daugh-
ter. By faith, he did not fear the king’s anger, left Egypt, 
and persevered because he saw Him who is invisible. By 
faith, he kept the Passover and the sprinkling of blood, 
so that the destroyer of the fi rstborn would not touch the 
fi rstborn of Israel.

By faith, the Children of Israel passed through the Red 
Sea as on dry land. Later, when they reached the Promised 
Land, by faith, they marched around the walls of Jericho, 
which fell down before them. By faith, the prostitute Ra-
hab, because she welcomed the spies, was not killed with 
those who were disobedient. 

By faith, Gideon fought the enemy with a handful of 
soldiers and some lamps. By faith, Samson pushed the 
pillars of the temple, bringing the roof crashing down on 
the enemy. By faith, David slew the giant Goliath. By faith, 
Daniel survived the lion’s den. By faith, many more heroes 
stayed true to God’s calling right up to the present day. 

That brings us to my story. When I became so desper-
ately ill, I was like Peter. When Jesus asked the disciples if 
they would abandon Him like so many others had, Peter 
responded, “Lord, to whom shall we go? You have the words 
of eternal life. We believe and know that you are the Holy 
One of God” (John 6:68-69). I too had no one to go to 
and nowhere to turn but to God. And isn’t that the best 
place to be anyway, safe in the arms of Jesus? 

There are good ideas, and then there are God’s ideas.
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It’s human nature to not want to serve a master. The 
concept of a God who created us to serve Him and who 
would in turn take care of our needs if we have faith in 
Him is alien to us. From the moment we are conceived, 
we are taught to depend on someone else. We then come 
to believe that our greatest accomplishment is in attain-
ing independence. But many times, independence breeds 
pride. Even little children say, “I do it myself.” And as we 
grow, we learn more and more to depend on ourselves. 
We say, “Look what I did all on my own!” 

This desire to be in control of our situation—our own 
life—has been around for a long time. That’s what hap-
pened to Adam and Eve in the Garden. They thought 
they knew better than God. They stopped trusting Him. 
They took their lives into their own hands. And they lost 
everything.

The hardest thing to do is to have faith in God and 
let Him take care of our problems and needs. Faith and 
obedience cannot be separated. Obedience to God is a 
direct result of true faith in Him. The great evangelist 
Spurgeon said, “Faith and obedience are bound up in the 
same bundle. He that obeys God, trusts God; and he that 
trusts God obeys God.” 

Faith and worry also cannot coexist. Trusting God 
and having faith means that we stop worrying and trust 
Him completely for all our needs, both physically and 
spiritually. Jeremy Taylor once said, “It is impossible for 
that man to despair who remembers that his Helper is 



112  •  DYING CAN CHANGE YOUR LIFE

omnipotent.” H.W. Shaw adds, “Faith is the soul riding 
at anchor.” 

Trying to live our lives without faith in God is like 
watching a parade from ground level while God watches 
from a rooftop. He can already see the beginning and the 
end. He knows what will happen. He is in control. He 
makes the impossible possible. 

Isn’t it comforting to know that you have a Source that 
you can turn to for any issue you are facing? Isn’t it com-
forting to know that God can take any problem and turn 
it into the best resolution possible? Isn’t it comforting to 
realize that God knows the best way for things to work 
out in your life so that you don’t have to worry about it? 
That’s peace!

One of the most “godly” things we can do is slow down.
—Joyce Meyer

As I look back on my situation, I realize that a great 
deal of good has come out of my being diagnosed with an 
inoperable brain tumor. Now, I wake up to life each day. 
I appreciate everything about my life, but especially my 
family and friends. I have learned a great deal of humility 
in a short amount of time, which is timely because the 
idea that there is a God who watches over me has become 
a tangible reality in my life. I have a new amazement for 
the nature of God, especially when I consider that the 
same mighty God who could create the world through 
the power of His voice could also reach down and hold 
a baby in His arms.
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I now realize that the purpose of this life may in fact be 
to experience life, to learn hard lessons about the battles 
between good and evil, and to forever learn to have faith 
in God. Above all, because of my experience, I can now 
honestly agree with James when he writes, Consider it pure 
joy, my brothers, whenever you face trials of many kinds, 
because you know that the testing of your faith develops 
perseverance. Perseverance must fi nish its work so that you 
may be mature and complete, not lacking anything (James 
1:2-4).

Without a doubt, you will face diffi cult challenges dur-
ing your life. When these times come your way, you need 
to keep your chin up and come out swinging. Remember 
that God has brought this situation into your life to refi ne 
you with His fi re and bring you closer to Himself. Also 
remember that others are watching to see how you will 
handle your challenges. If you keep fi ghting, people will 
admire your spirit, your courage, your strength, and your 
stamina. 

Good luck to you! May God bless everyone!

I’ve never made a fortune
and it’s probably too late now.

But I don’t worry about that much,
I’m happy anyhow.

And as I go along life’s way,
I’m reaping better than I sowed.

I’m drinking from my saucer,
‘Cause my cup has overfl owed.
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I don’t have a lot of riches,
and sometimes the going’s tough.

But I’ve got loved ones around me,
and that makes me rich enough.

I thank God for his blessings,
and the mercies He’s bestowed.
I’m drinking from my saucer,

‘Cause my cup has overfl owed.

I remember times when things went wrong,
My faith wore somewhat thin.

But all at once the dark clouds broke,
and the sun peeped through again.

So God, help me not to gripe about
the tough rows that I’ve hoed.
I’m drinking from my saucer,

‘Cause my cup has overfl owed.

If God gives me strength and courage,
when the way grows steep and rough.

I’ll not ask for other blessings,
I’m already blessed enough.

And may I never be too busy,
to help others bear their loads.

Then I’ll keep drinking from my saucer,
‘Cause my cup has overfl owed.

—Anonymous
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GOD’S PROMISES

He replied, “You of little faith, why are you so afraid?” 
Then he got up and rebuked the winds and the waves, and 
it was completely calm. 

—Matthew 8:26

But Jesus turned around, and when He saw her He said, 
“Be of good cheer, daughter; your faith has made you 
well.” And the woman was made well from that hour. 

—Matthew 9:22 NKJV

This righteousness from God comes through faith in Jesus 
Christ to all who believe. 

—Romans 3:22 

Therefore, since we have been justifi ed through faith, we 
have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ. 

—Romans 5:21

So then faith comes by hearing, and hearing by the word 
of God. 

—Romans 10:17 NKJV
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W
illiam Barclay relates the following story: Three 
apprentice devils were coming to Earth to fi n-
ish their apprenticeship. They were talking to 

Satan, the chief of devils, about their plans to tempt and 
to ruin men. 

The fi rst said, “I will tell them that there is no God.” 
Satan said, “That will not delude many, for they know 

that there is a God.”
The second said, “I will tell men there is no hell.”
Satan answered, “You will deceive no one that way; 

men know even now that there is a hell for sin.” 
The third said, “I will tell men that there is no hurry.”
“Go,” said Satan, “and you will ruin men by the thou-

sands. The most dangerous of all delusions is that there 
is plenty of time.”

John 3:16 states, For God so loved the world that he gave 
his one and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not 

POSTSCRIPT
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perish but have eternal life. God loves you. He created you. 
He would do anything for you if you would just surrender 
your life to Him. 

If you have never asked God to be Lord of your life, 
I urge you to do it now. How? The following Scriptures 
will provide you with a clear path to salvation. 

1. Believe That You Are a Sinner

As it is written: “There is no one righteous, not even 
one” 

—Romans 3:10).

For all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God .
—Romans 3:23

2. Realize That You Can’t “Earn” Salvation

For it is by grace you have been saved, through faith—and 
this not from yourselves, it is the gift of God—not by 
works, so that no one can boast. 

—Ephesians 2:8-9

But someone will say, “You have faith; I have deeds.” Show 
me your faith without deeds, and I will show you my faith 
by what I do. 

—James 2:18

3. Believe That God Has Provided for Your Sin

For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal 
life in Christ Jesus our Lord.

—Romans 6:23
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But God demonstrates his own love for us in this: While 
we were still sinners, Christ died for us. 

—Romans 5:8

4. Believe That if You Confess Your Sins, God Will 
Forgive You

If you confess with your mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” and believe 
in your heart that God raised him from the dead, you will 
be saved. For it is with your heart that you believe and 
are justifi ed, and it is with your mouth that you confess 
and are saved.

—Romans 10:9-10

Everyone who calls on the name of the Lord will be 
saved.

—Romans 10:13

Christ died for sins once for all, the righteous for the 
unrighteous, to bring you to God. He was put to death in 
the body but made alive by the Spirit. 

—1 Peter 3:18

5. Invite God into Your Life!

If you want to accept Christ as your Savior, say the 
following prayer: 

Dear Lord Jesus,
I admit that I am a sinner. Your Word clearly shows me 

that fact. 
I know that Jesus Christ died to take away my sin. 
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Now, dear Lord, please forgive me all my sins 
and make me Your child. 

In Jesus’ name I pray, amen.

You have just prayed to God, confessing that you’re 
a sinner and telling Him that you believe Jesus died for 
your sins on the cross. You have asked Him to come into 
your heart and life. Now tell Him you love Him and that 
you want to live with Him forever in Heaven. When you 
have done these things, you will have become a child of 
God for eternity.
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