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Chapter 1

Day One
It was a typical January day cold and icy with a few snow flurries. But I wasn’t too concerned with the winter weather outside nor the usual events of the day. My mind was focused on what lay ahead of me: a stay at the local hospital.

First Sign of a Problem

You see, just a few months earlier, I had begun to experience severe pain in my right side. A few visits to the doctor and some X rays revealed that I had a bleeding ulcer. After several months of medical treatments that didn’t seem to help, my doctor advised me to see a specialist.

I had never really been gung-ho about doctor visits. But I was experiencing some real discomfort, so this time I was actually look​ing forward to going to Dr. V. (the specialist my doctor had recom​mended) in order to find some relief. However, what I found out and what I experienced during my visit to his office wasn’t really what I had in mind.

As Dr. V. did his thing, I couldn’t help but think to myself, This is the first real physical I’ve ever had. Sure, I’d had a lot of those “Cough twice that will be twenty dollars, please” doctor’s visits. But this doctor really gave me an overhaul.

An Unexpected Crisis

It wasn’t until Dr. V. took my blood pressure that things got really exciting. As I lay on a table with a blood-pressure gauge wrapped around my left arm, the doctor said, “Your blood pressure
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is fine. Now stand up.” But when I stood up, all of a sudden every​thing went dark and I passed out on the floor of Dr. V.’s office!

I had been in a few fights in my life. Once I was even punched out cold in a department store, but this was different. I’d also expe​rienced some dizziness during the previous six months, but this loss of consciousness had come so suddenly!

As I lay half out of it in Dr. V’s arms, I could feel him lightly slapping my face, trying to revive me. I awakened in time to hear him say, “Boy, I thought we lost you that time!”

As the doctor helped me back on to the examining table, his next words were “We’d better get you into the hospital for evalua​tion and some tests as soon as possible.”
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Deep Waters
Before I left the house for the hospital on that cold January day, I gathered up all the religious reading material I had. It wasn’t much —a few Billy Graham books and a couple of my mother’s Oral Roberts magazines. I even dusted off my Bible, which at that point in my life I didn’t really understand.

I reminded myself of the guy in the military who knew he was being shipped to the front lines of the war zone and prepared accordingly. He wore a cross around his neck. A rabbit’s foot hung out of one pocket and a rosary out of the other. He also wore a Star of David and a sign of Buddha.

Someone finally asked him, “Hey, Mike, what’s all that about?” referring to all his religious paraphernalia.

The man quickly replied, “Over there, you don’t want to offend anyone.

Well, that’s how I felt as I got ready for my dreaded stay in the hospital. Something inside told me that, whatever was wrong with me, I was going to need all the help from God I could get.

My Spiritual Upbringing

You see, I grew up in a typical church. You went in by eleven o’clock, sang a song, prayed a morning prayer, gave in the offering, heard a thirty-minute sermon, and sat through an altar call and a time of welcoming new members. You were out by twelve o’clock, and you really got somewhat upset if the service ran later because it meant you had to stand in a longer line down at the local restaurant.
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I remember going to church as a boy and checking off each event listed in the bulletin as we finished doing it. I’d think to myself, You know, I can‘t believe God is as boring as some people make Him out to be. I also remember the day a Sunday school teacher asked me if I had ever asked Jesus Christ into my heart, and I didn’t know what to say.

But I want to say right here that I am truly grateful that my par​ents took me to church. I am also thankful that my church preached about Jesus and His plan of salvation for every person. As I contin​ued going to church, I kept hearing that there wasn‘t salvation any​where else except in the blood of Jesus Christ.

And there is salvation in no one else, for there is no other name under heaven given among men by which we must be saved.



                                                           —Acts 4:12 RSV

An Unexpected Question

Then one day, after much heart-searching (or should I say stomach-searching!), I made a decision to get water baptized. As I made my way to the pastor’s office to inform him of my request, I couldn’t help but think of those two free tickets to the weeknight family din​ner that I would receive in my baptismal packet.

Well, things didn’t really work out the way I had planned. Instead of free tickets (which I eventually lost anyway), I found a pastor who really knew the Lord, as well as the tricks of the trade. We had three pastors at my church, and this guy was the oldest and probably the wisest of the three.

I’ll never forget his words to me when I made my request to get baptized. He asked, “Bruce, have you ever asked Jesus Christ to come into your heart?”

Startled by the pastor’s question, I said, “Yes.” But I knew on the inside that I had never really asked Jesus Christ to come into my heart. Oh, sure I sang the songs, heard the sermons, and read the
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prayers. But I had never made Jesus Christ my personal Lord and Savior.

I found out later that all the songs, sermons, and prayers won’t get you into Heaven; you can only get there through the shed blood of Jesus Christ.

…without the shedding of blood there is no forgiveness of sins.

                                                                —Hebrews 9:22 RSV

For by grace you have been saved through faith; and this is not your own doing, it is the gift of God

not because of works, lest any man should boast.

                                                        —Ephesians2:8,9 RSV

Settling the Question

Well, the day of descending into the waters came, and I was a nervous wreck. After all, I was just a nine-year-old boy and not one for public appearances. Now I had to get up in front of everyone and get water baptized!

As my turn in line came, I bravely entered the cold waters and stood on the box they had prepared for me so I could be seen above the wall of the baptismal. All I could think about was, If this box ever slips, I’ll drown for sure! since I didn’t know how to swim at that age. But with my shoulders being firmly held by this strong man of God, I felt at ease.

Then the pastor bellowed out, “Bruce, before all these wit​nesses, have you asked Jesus Christ to come into your heart and made Him the Lord and Savior of your life?”

I proudly said, “Yes!” settling the question of the salvation of my soul once and for all.
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Chapter 3

Check-In
I sat across from the heavy-set lady in the hospital admitting office, who took down page after page of my life history. I distinct​ly spotted a box of chocolate-covered cherries sitting on the corner of her desk and thought to myself, I need those a whole lot more than she does, being six-foot-one and weighing less than 140 pounds!

Introduced to My New ‘Home’

Finally, the admitting process was completed and I was taken to my hospital room. It was a typical hospital room dull and ugly. And to make matters worse, it was located at the end of the conta​gious disease ward! The only way to reach my room was by an ancient elevator — which helped ward off any visitors who may have otherwise come to see me.

My roommate was an elderly man, about eighty-four years old, who continually had really bad nightmares, complete with yelling, screaming, and crying out to God for forgiveness. One day, after another night of listening to the old man beg God to forgive him, I decided to play hospital chaplain and tell him that I was certain God had heard him the first time and had already forgiven him.

My First Experience

With God’s Forgiveness

I remembered when I first saw God forgive me for something really bad. This was also the first real miracle I personally experienced.
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It was when I was about thirteen years old and still living in the San Francisco Bay area of California.

I was with a couple of friends of mine who had started to hang around with another boy I barely knew. We all went to a big shop​ping mall to look at some new electric racing cars. Then we got the bright idea of stealing an employee lady’s purse so we could buy one of those expensive cars.

Well, to make a long story short, the new kid grabbed the wal​let out of the woman’s purse from under the counter and handed it to me. I just froze. I knew in my heart that it was wrong to steal, and I felt sick to my stomach. So I just stood there with this lady’s wal​let in my hand.

In a matter of minutes, I was surrounded by the “cavalry”--about five store security personnel. Meanwhile, my so-called friends got away scot-free. (I found out through this experience that it pays to have good, true friends.)

Well, the store personnel took me to police headquarters and called my dad in. After tons of questions and an eternity of interro​gation, they finally let me go home.

The miracle occurred a few nights later. That evening, the police were planning to send a detective to question me for what seemed like the hundredth time to find out who really took the wal​let. I was in my room crying and thinking, If they end up blaming me for all of this, I could be put in Hillcrest!

Now, Hillcrest was a place where they put kids who got into a lot of trouble with the law. It was the closest thing to children’s jail that I ever saw. My mother and I had taken cookies there a few times when I was small. I’ll never forget seeing those kids sitting behind bars, all locked up in their tiny cells. To make things worse, Hillcrest sat up on top of a big hill, and it always seemed to be real foggy whenever we went there.
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As I lay on my bed, I remembered two lasting things: One was my prayer to God that if He got me out of this mess, I would never get into trouble again. The other thing was my mother’s strict warn​ing not to fall asleep because Detective So-and-so was coming over shortly, and he wanted to talk to me.

As far as I was concerned, the detective was probably bringing handcuffs and chains with him to take me away. But as I lay there, a real peace came over me and that scary feeling just lifted. The next thing I knew, it was morning!

It was like waking up from a bad dream. As I jumped out of bed, all I could think of was that there were no chains or bars, and I was free!

I ran to my parents’ room and asked them what happened. My mother replied, “The police have dropped the charges and closed the case!”

Isn’t that just like God? He forgave us at Calvary. He performed a miracle by giving us a brand-new heart. He broke the chains of sin’s slavery in our lives and dropped all the charges that were lodged against us, setting us free.

He has delivered us from the dominion of darkness and trans​ferred us to the kingdom of his beloved Son.

                                                         —Colossians 1:13 RSV

And you, who were dead in trespasses [sins] and the uncircum​cision of your flesh, God made alive together with him, having for​given us all our trespasses,

having canceled the bond [charges] which stood against us with its legal demands; this he set aside, nailing it to the cross.

                                                    —Colossians 2:13,14 RSV
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Chapter 4

Diagnosis
Test after test was administered to me during my stay at the Ohio Valley Hospital. And to make matters worse, I now had a new roommate a retired mailman who loved game shows. So after a few hours of listening to them blaring out of his television, I was actually looking forward to going downstairs for more tests in order to escape this guy! However, I wasn‘t looking forward to what those tests revealed.

Bad News

As Dr. V. walked down the hall, he reminded me of someone who ran a carnival sideshow at the fair. Standing at about five-foot-five, he usually wore plaid pants with a bright striped shirt and a tie that clashed with both of them. He also wore small wire glasses, had a small moustache, and always seemed to have a wacky smile on his face like some religious guru.

Well, some test results came in, and Dr. V made his fifty-dollar-a-shot visit to my room with some of the early returns. “This is a weird case we have here,” he announced.

“Bruce,” he continued, “you have a bad chamber in your heart.” Then he began to explain my condition in a foreign language called medical terminology.” Later he translated his diagnosis for me.

He explained, “The blood tests reveal that you have a blood disease, which has caused your blood cells to become blurred and misshapen. [Eventually they traced the problem to my liver, which
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was greatly diseased.] We also found that you have internal bleeding, but we have to run more tests to determine the source of that bleeding.”

More tests. I could hardly wait.

Then using General MacArthur’s famous last words, Dr. V. said, “I will return” and left the room.

I had never liked going to doctors nor hanging around sick peo​ple — much less staying in the hospital. I had been in a hospital for the usual growing-up problems like having my tonsils removed, getting stitches in my head after a fall, and so forth. But this was beginning to be no picnic.

Alone With My Thoughts

Lying there all alone, all I could think about was getting out of there alive. Those eight days in the hospital seemed like a lifetime to me.

You know, when you really get down in life, you find out who your real friends are. Many of my so-called friends never came to see me. But that gave me time to think, and I did a lot of it.

I’d think, Boy, here I am —just a young man with my twenty-second birthday only a month away! I also thought of all the things I wanted to do in my life that I hadn’t done yet. I even thought of attending some kind of Bible school.

But now all I could see was maybe getting out of there to take my last trip back to California. I wanted to see some people and some familiar places before the end.
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Chapter 5

The End

Dying seemed like an eternity away, yet as close as my next breath. But was I ready to go? As I lay there in my hospital room, these thoughts continued to cross my mind.

I tried my best to talk to God. I even heard myself saying these words: “Lord, if You will spare my life and give me another chance, I will serve You the rest of my days.”

You see, I knew God could heal. I grew up in a Christian home where we at least tried to serve God. I remembered the time when my mom sent for a prayer cloth from some radio preacher. I also remembered how my aunt used to listen to Kathryn Kuhlman on the radio almost every night.

So I did have some knowledge that God healed. However, my question was this: Why doesn ‘t God heal me right now?

A Thought-Provoking Visitor

Lying in a good-sized hospital for eight days made me open game. All kinds of clergy came into my room to talk, pray, and try to give me comfort. Some were real nice, some were okay, and some were kind of scary. But the end result was that throughout my stay in the hospital, I had all sorts of prayers prayed over me and advice given to me.

I was thankful for all the prayers prayed on my behalf by God’s people and by my pastor, but the person who really got my atten​tion was a fellow named Lyman Eddy. I had briefly met Lyman about a month earlier at a Christian dinner affair.
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At the time, I was really having trouble with my stomach. So after the guest speaker finished giving his testimony, I went for​ward, and he and Lyman prayed for me. As the two men prayed, all the pain left my stomach. But as soon as they finished, all the pain returned.

Now here was Lyman standing at the door of my hospital room. At six-foot-six and about 240 pounds, he filled the doorway real well!

I was definitely surprised to see him at the hospital. But what surprised me more was what Lyman said to me as he entered my room: “Bruce, Jesus loves you just the way you are!”

That startled my religious thinking. I knew the song, “Jesus Loves Me, This I Know.” But I grew up in a church that sometimes preached that God was always half mad at you because you didn’t do everything just right.

For instance, I hated to wear a tie to church, and there was this certain usher at the church who always let me know about it. As far as I knew, God reacted with that same type of displeasure every time I did something wrong.

Well, when Lyman told me Jesus loved me, long hair and all —even when I missed church, even when I failed in everything that woke me up!

Learning About ‘Something More’

With this in my mind and in my heart, I decided to listen to what Lyman had to say, and what he said helped change my life. Lyman told me that there was more to my Christian life than just being saved. He talked about the baptism in the Holy Spirit, which Jesus referred to in Acts 1:8:

But ye shall receive power, after that the Holy Ghost is come upon you: and ye shall be witnesses unto me both in Jerusalem, and in all Judaea, and in Samaria, and unto the uttermost part of the earth.
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Now, this really shocked me, even though down in my heart I knew something was missing in my Christian life. I had rededicated my life to the Lord a hundred times; I had even been water baptized a second time. But I still had never really experienced the power I needed to walk the Christian walk.

And behold, I send the promise of my Father upon you; but stay in the city, until you are clothed with power from on high.

                                                                 —Luke 24:49 RSJ’

I had heard about some people who had been filled with the Holy Spirit and spoke with other tongues, but I’d also heard that this experience was only for special people. (Later I learned to read the Bible for myself instead of just believing everything people said to me. That’s when I found out that this baptism in the Holy Spirit was for every believer and that being filled with the Holy Spirit didn’t cause a person to become some kind of nut.)

As I listened to Lyman, I thought back to a Sunday about a year before this. That morning at church, I rededicated my life to the Lord, and later some church members came by the house to visit me. They congratulated me on my new commitment to Christ. Then they informed me that there was something more called the baptism in the Holy Spirit.

Now, I knew these people were different because whenever I went to church, they would always try to give me a bear hug. They also always said things like “Praise the Lord” and “Hallelujah.” This would bring back memories about a wild church experience I’d had as a teenager.

I was about fourteen years old at the time when a friend and I visited a Pentecostal church across the street from his house. It looked harmless, but my friend warned me that some of the people there acted a little strange.

Well, the church service started, and the people got to shouting, “Praise the Lord! Hallelujah!” One guy even started to talk in a
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funny, different language. That scared me to no end! So now, years later, I still wasn’t too sure about this Holy Spirit stuff.

Even so, I hung on to every word my visitors were saying. I thought, This baptism in the Holy Spirit could be the answer to why I seem to have no power to serve God even though I want to! Then at the end of their explanation, they said, “But you aren’t ready to receive the baptism in the Holy Spirit yet.” With that discouraging pronouncement, they said goodbye and left.

That was like taking a steak away from a hungry dog! Now, a year later, Lyman was bringing up the same subject only he was telling me that I was ready to receive the baptism in the Holy Spirit.

For the next several days, Lyman continued to visit me, leaving me some books to read and cassette teaching tapes to listen to. Looking back, I realize that Lyman was God’s answer to my prayer. I had asked the Lord to show me the answer to my problems I was currently facing, as well as the problems that were still to come.

Many times in life we pray to God for answers to our problems and questions. But when the Lord sends someone by to answer these questions and try to help us with our problems, we often don’t want to listen. This time I was ready to listen.
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‘Me Again’
After a few days in the hospital with no real sleep, bad food, two crazy roommates, and hours and hours of tests, I thought, if I wasn ‘t sick when I came in here, I sure will be when I leave!

I had the kind of sickness doctors said could be fatal if I overex​erted myself But the day nurse said it could be fatal for me if I didn’t get out of bed and take my own shower!

Now, the shower was at the end of a long hail and a real chal​lenge to someone who felt like he might keel over at any time. However, the thought of getting to that shower was nothing com​pared to the threats I received from the day nurse if I didn’t! She’d say, “If you don’t get out of bed, I’ll send for Nurse Bertha, and she’ll give you a sponge bath!”

All I could visualize was a three-hundred-pound gorilla coming down the hall with a washpan in one hand and a whip and a chair in the other. This really inspired me to get out of bed and take my own shower!

More Bad News

When I returned to my room from the shower one day, Dr. V. was there to meet me. As he introduced me to two other doctors who were with him, I could sense that my situation was getting more serious. Dr. V. explained that more test results had come in. Then as the other two doctors gave me the “once-over” exam, Dr. V. told me of his new findings.
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The doctor explained that my heart was in worse shape than he first suspected and that my liver was a real mess as well. The test results had also revealed that my spleen was enlarged to about eight times its normal size. Then Dr. V. told me that he wanted to conduct a scope test on me to discover the source of my internal bleeding.

Now, I had been in the hospital almost a week, and I was get​ting tired of the experience real fast. I had been poked, stabbed, examined, and tested over and over again.

As a kid, I’d had to get all kinds of shots for recurring ear infec​tions, so I had grown up hating needles and visits to the doctor. But now here I was in “Needle Land,” and my arms felt like pin cush​ions from all the blood tests!

Not only that, but I was tired of missing meals. You see, I would have to miss breakfast because of stomach tests conducted in the morning. By the time I returned to my room from the morning tests, lunchtime would be over, so I’d miss my midday meal. Then I’d be too sick to eat dinner from all the stuff the doctor made me drink for the afternoon X rays.

One day after a morning of tests, I actually made it back in time for lunch. I thought to myself, Great! I get to eat some food! But as I lifted the lid off the food plate, I found, of all things, a double por​tion of spinach. There I was over six feet tall, down to about 135 pounds and still dropping weight fast and the hospital staff had sent me a double helping of spinach! I hate the stuff, so I immedi​ately told Nurse Bertha to get me some real food fast!

God’s Messenger to the Rescue

But just as my patience was completely running out, here came Lyman poking his head through the door and saying, “It’s me again!” He sat in a chair next to my bed and started telling me about his past. He was an ex-motorcycle rider who at one time did a little riding with the Hell’s Angels motorcycle gang out of California.
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Lyman also told me how he liked to fly airplanes. So I thought I’d be cool and ask the brilliant question, “Lyman, what do you like to do most ride motorcycles or fly airplanes?”

To my amazement, Lyman replied, “Bruce, what I like to do most in life is to worship and fellowship with my Father God.”

Well, I almost fell out of bed, to say the least! All I could think was, Is this guy nuts?

But the more Lyman shared with me, revealing Bible principles I had never understood before, the more my heart melted in the light of God’s truth. You see, it wasn’t just what Lyman said to me that affected me so deeply; it was also the quality time he gavc me out of his busy schedule. It seemed as if every time I felt real down, there was Lyman to encourage and uplift me.
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Exploring the Unknown

The day of reckoning was at hand. It was time for the famous scope test.

Now, I had heard from experts how enjoyable this test was going to be. I had my heart tested and checked out. I had blood tests on top of blood tests. I also had my stomach and digestive system (plus a few other places) X-rayed several times. But none of these ordeals could compare to what lay ahead.

Dr. V. was in his usual happy spirits with a certain gleam in his eyes. I wondered if he liked torturing people for the joy of it. As I took my time getting onto the rack that would tilt me upside down for the scope test, I felt like a lamb being led to slaughter.

Now, one of my best friends worked at the hospital, and he’d warned me about this test. He told me not to get it done because he had heard of its reputation for being very uncomfortable.

Oh, well, here goes, I thought, Why not? You only live once. Maybe they‘ll find out what the problem is.

A Lesson Learned Too Late

But instead of finding the problem, they made it worse. First, Dr. V. shoved a very large and uncooperating tube up inside of me. At that moment, I realized what that white thing was for that I had thrown in the garbage can the night before.

You see, the night before, I had been engrossed in a good movie on television about a teenage alcoholic when the night nurse brought in my nightcap a little bottle of clear, carbonated liquid
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that looked like 7-Up but tasted like bad creek water. She also gave me some little pills and said, “Take these pills and drink the whole bottle.”

As the night wore on, the nurse came in several more times with more pills, more bottles of the bubbly, and the same instructions. After having her interrupt my television program several times to say, “Take these pills and drink this whole bottle,” I thought I knew the score.

But here she came for the fourth time. She handed me a small, foiled thing and a bottle and left. About this time, I was finally find​ing out if the kid on TV would mellow out and go to Alcoholics Anonymous or not, and I couldn’t have cared less about what this nagging nurse was doing.

So the girl on TV got help, and I picked up this junk to finish it off before going to bed. As I unwrapped this large, foil thing, I thought to myself, My Lord, if I swallow this thing, I could choke to death, and then the tests won ‘t matter!

My roommate watched in wonderment as I continued to inves​tigate. Finally, I said to him, “How do they expect me to swallow this?”

He yelled out a loud warning: “You don’t swallow it — you put it up in you!” This proved one thing to me — you don’t learn everything in school!

Surviving the Ordeal

Well, I just hadn’t been able to bring myself to follow my room​mate’s suggestion. But as Dr. V. continued to use his tube to explore the unknown, I began to wish I hadn’t thrown that white thing in the garbage can after all.

As the tube went deeper and deeper inside of me, I heard Dr. V. say, “This is where most patients pass out from all the pain.” Unfortunately, I didn’t!  I stayed awake because I didn’t want to
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miss anything as fun as this. As the test continued, 1 could feel the tube stab into my intestinal wall. The pain was unreal, to say the least.

Finally, Dr. V. finished his exploration of my insides and pulled out the tube. I felt like the guy who was too sick to die. I mean, I had hit rock bottom. As the doctor and his assistant tidied up, Dr. V. said to me with a smirk on his face and an evil laugh, “How did you like that test?”

My answer shocked even me. I heard myself say to him,

“Before I let you touch me again, I will believe God to heal me.”

Dr. V. immediately replied, “Well, you may believe in your God, but I believe in my medicine.”
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Chapter 8

Parting Words
As I was being wheeled back to my room after my treacherous ordeal, I was feeling very sick to my stomach. My side also felt like a fire was inside of it. But in spite of all that, I was thinking, I am getting out of here.

Time To Check Out

During his visits the last several days, Lyman had been explain​ing to me that God still healed people today and that it was God’s will to heal me. He even told me about a Bible study he attended and invited me to visit sometime to learn more about the Bible. With this in mind, I decided to leave the hospital.

I had heard that a patient can’t leave a hospital until he has got​ten his doctor’s permission and the doctor has signed a release. But I couldn’t have cared less about all of that. I left word with the nurse on duty who had come into my room that I was checking out by noon on Saturday -- no later.

Her reply was “You can’t leave unless Dr. V. releases you, and that’s not likely.”

My reply to her was “Watch me.”

After that conversation, it seemed as if Dr. V. avoided me. He had been notified of my decision to leave the hospital, and I heard he wasn’t too happy about it.

Later, Dr. V. came to my room and insisted on running more tests and calling in a heart specialist. But I told him, “No way!” I felt that
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I could die just as well at home as in the hospital and with a lot less torment.

Now, I would like to say right here that I don’t hate doctors and nurses, and I was very appreciative of all the hospital staff had tried to do for me. But they just couldn’t give me what I needed — a miracle.

A Stern Warning

Well, Saturday morning came, and so did Dr. V. He wasn’t real happy with me.

Dr. V. started in: “Bruce, you have no business leaving this hos​pital in the first place.” He then informed me for the second time that I’d better not do anything strenuous because of the weak con​dition of my heart.

Finally, Dr. V. delivered this encouraging statement: “If you ever run or do anything strenuous, you will drop dead on the spot and they will carry you off to the morgue.” He went on to say, “If you are still alive in six months, stop by my office to get your final test results that were sent to the Cleveland Clinic for more evalua​tion. Other than that, I never want to see you again.”
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Wildfire

With my belongings in one hand and a prescription for pain pills in the other, I left the hospital that dreary February day. As I made my way up the hill to our house, my two dogs ran to give me a hearty welcome.

Resuming Normal Life

I put my things in my room and prepared to start living my life again. Despite Dr. V.’s voice ringing in my mind, saying, “Don’t do anything strenuous and don’t eat anything spicy,” I worked out briefly with my isometric exerciser and later ate a nice plate of spaghetti (a medical “no-no” because of my stomach ulcer).

I returned to my community college that week and immediately faced a barrage of questions from friends about where I had been for the last two weeks. I also returned to my denominational church that following Sunday and received more than one “you look terri​ble” reaction.

Later in the month, my parents and I also took a trip down to Disney World. There I had the opportunity to hear a guy preach on the beachfront -- an experience that was quite different from what I was accustomed. But it wasn’t until I returned home that things started to change in my life.

A Visit to a Bible Study

It was a typical, boring Wednesday night in my three-hour-long math class. I was trying to figure out what “pi-square” meant when
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suddenly I decided I would call it a night and go to Lyman’s Bible study.

Now, I was shy and never liked going places alone. To make matters worse, Lyman was still at work when I arrived at his house, so I had to go to the meeting not knowing a soul.

As I was ushered next door where the Bible study was being held, I felt like a nut with all these people staring at me. They all seemed to know who I was and my past history. Feeling self-conscious, I just hid behind a songbook until the meeting started.

By the time the singing began, the place was full. As I kept my face buried in my songbook, out of the corner of my eye I saw someone holding his hands up in the air. That got me a little ner​vous. So I pretended to casually look around and saw more peo​ple lifting their hands! Some weren’t even singing out of the song-books; they were just praising God on their own.

Then the song leader said, “Put down your books and sing these next three songs straight from your heart.”

Now, they just didn’t do this stuff in my church. We always had a bulletin or songbook to hide behind. To make matters worse, all at once many of these people started speaking in a strange lan​guage. Others were saying things like “Hallelujah. Praise the Lord.” Remembering my prior Pentecostal church experience as a teenag​er, all I could do was say to myself, Lord, get me out of here!

Now, I had heard of cult groups that did a lot of weird things. I began to think that maybe I had found one of them until Lyman stepped in the door to reassure me.

A well-dressed man in his forties stood up and asked if anyone had a testimony. About ten hands shot up in the air. One after the other, these people told how the Lord had blessed or healed them or someone they knew. Then the testimony time ended, and this same fellow started teaching out of the Bible, reading verse after verse of
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what God said in His Word. It seemed as if he was preaching right to me.

In the hour of teaching that followed, I heard things like it is God’s will always to bless and heal His children. I also learned that according to John 10:10, it is the devil who makes people sick:

The thief cometh not, but for to steal, and to kill, and to destroy:

I [Jesus] am come that they [or you] might have life, and that they

might have it more abundantly [full to overflowing].

After the teaching ended, numerous prayer requests were prayed for. The minister also gave people the opportunity to receive Jesus as Savior and the infilling of the Holy Spirit after the service.

A Life-Changing Experience

Then the service came to a close. I was headed for the door when Lyman introduced me to an ex-coal miner named Frank. Frank related to me how God had healed his back after it was crushed and broken in over forty places in a coal mine cave-in.

I kept thinking, Even though this guy is interesting, he is the only thing between me and the door out of here. As I plotted my escape, I heard Lyman say from behind me, “Bruce, you want to receive the Holy Spirit tonight, don’t you?”

In my defense, I said, “Oh, you guys look pretty busy. Maybe next time.” (As far as I was concerned, if I ever got out of there alive, there would be no next time!)

But these people wouldn’t take no for an answer. Next, Lyman introduced me to the Bible teacher, a man named Don. Don and Lyman started telling me more about the Holy Spirit. As Don read verse after verse about receiving the Holy Spirit, he kept saying, “Now, when we pray for you, you will receive the Holy Spirit, won’t you?”

In my reply, I said, “Yes” with my lips but “No” in my heart.
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As Don finished his recital, he said, “Now I’m going to lay my hands on you. When I do, God will fill you with the Holy Spirit, and you will begin to speak in tongues.”

I just stood there looking stupid, thinking, I am dead meat for sure.

Don laid his hands on my head and prayed. Meanwhile, I was saying to myself, I don ‘t want this stuff!

All of a sudden, I felt something like warm, liquid oil flowing down from my head to my feet. For the first time in my life, I actu​ally felt the love of God poured out upon me.

As I was experiencing this love of God, I quit saying to myself, I don‘t want this. All nervousness left me, and I heard myself speak in a different language.

It seemed as if all the cares of my life had vanished away in a moment of time. God had suddenly become real to me in a new way I had never known before.
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Glory-Bound
On the way home from the meeting that night, I distinctly remember going through two red lights and, at one point, driving on the wrong side of the road.

And be not drunk with wine, wherein is excess; but be filled with the Spirit.

                                                                   —Ephesians 5:18

I also remember that I just couldn’t wipe the smile off my face, no matter how hard I tried. When I arrived home, I had to convince my mother that my unusual behavior was the result not of going to hear some rock band play, but of going to a Bible study and receiv​ing the Holy Spirit.

A Moment of Revelation

The next few weeks were decision time for me. In Mark 4:24, Jesus says, “Take heed (or be watchful of) what you hear.” So I had to decide whether I was going to continue listening to the teaching of God’s Word or to what people, circumstances, or my flesh wanted me to do.

One day while attending my local church, I saw Lyman visiting there. After the service ended, he and I walked out the door together.

Lyman asked me, “Bruce, how are you feeling?”

I told him the truth: “Lyman, I feel ten times worse now than I did before I checked into the hospital.”
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As we walked across the parking lot, Lyman unfolded a Bible truth I will never forget. He opened his little pocket New Testament to Mark 11:22-24:

And Jesus answering saith unto them, Have faith in God.

For verily I say unto you, That whosoever shall say unto this mountain, Be thou removed, and be thou cast into the sea; and shall not doubt in his heart, but shall believe that those things which he saith shall come to pass; he shall have whatsoever he saith.

Therefore I say unto you, What things soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them.

Right there, walking across that parking lot, I saw it. I saw what the problem was. The problem wasn’t with God; it was with me.

You see, I had prayed many times for God to heal me, but I had never believed a word of it. I was waiting to see all the symptoms disappear before I would really believe that God had heard my prayer request. As Lyman read those verses to me, God opened my spiritual eyes to the fact that I had to believe I had my answer even if it looked like nothing had happened when I prayed.

Choosing To Believe a Higher Law

Now, there are religious groups who will tell you to deny that the problem even exists. But God doesn’t tell us to act as if the problem isn’t there. He tells us to believe in a higher law.

For the law of the Spirit of life in Christ Jesus hath made me free from the law of sin and death.

                                                                         —Romans 8:2

I later found out more about this higher law. It is higher than the word of doctors. God’s law, or His Word, said I could be healed. Exodus 23:25 said that if I would serve God, He would take sick​ness away from me. That Sunday morning in the church parking lot, I saw in Mark 11:23,24 that God wanted me to believe that I had received my healing, even if my body didn’t seem to get better right away. I a1so saw that I had to stop speaking words of doubt.
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(Words of doubt are simply words that are the opposite of God’s words -- words such as “I’m sick; God doesn’t love me; God doesn’t want me to have anything in life,” etc.)

My spiritual eyes were opened to the fact that I had to change my vocabulary. I had to stop complaining about how sick I was and start believing what God said. I also understood that after I asked God for something, I should believe I received it right then —even if I couldn’t see it with my natural eyes yet.

That day I made a decision to give God’s Word first place in my life. I determined that from that moment on, I would believe that God heard me when I prayed even if I didn’t feel like He did.

This was also the day I started to change the way I talked. Instead of words of doubt, I started to speak words of faith in God.

Several times a day, I would thank the Lord that He heard my prayer. And my prayer was simply this: Based on Mark 11:24, I could have the things I desired, as long as the things I desired were in line with God’s Word.

My desire was to be healed. So I would thank the Lord every day that my heart, blood, liver, stomach, spleen, and entire body was healed and working normally for His glory.

Through him then let us continually offer up a sacrifice of praise to God, that is, the fruit of lips that acknowledge [give thanks to] his name.

                                                          —Hebrews 13:15 RSV

I made a point of going to hear the teaching of the Word as much as possible. Soon I noticed that I was putting on a few pounds and getting a little stronger. I also noticed that I was starting to think more in line with God and His Word. I saw in the Bible that I did​n’t have to die. I could live a normal, healthy life as God intended.

I shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the Lord.

                                                                     —Psalm 118:17
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Breakthrough
As I continued to study and spend time in God’s Word, my breakthrough came. It didn’t come from what someone said or from what someone else thought. It came from the Word of God and what God said and taught. God’s Word actually became healing, or medicine, to my flesh.

My son, attend to my words; incline thine ear unto my sayings.

Let them not depart from thine eyes; keep them in the midst of thine heart.

For they are life unto those that find them, and health [or med​icine] to all their flesh.

                                                                —Proverbs 4:20-22

You know, well-meaning people will often tell you things based on past experience, on what they were taught, or on what they think the Word of God says. That’s why you have to attend to God’s Word. You have to make sure that what you hear or believe is not based on one isolated scripture but is balanced throughout the entire Word of God.

But if he will not hear thee, then take with thee one or two more, that IN THE MOUTH OF TWO OR THREE WITNESSES EVERY WORD MAY BE ESTABLISHED.

                                                                   —Matthew 18:16

No matter who tells you something whether it’s your pastor, Sunday school teacher, television evangelist, or anyone else -- don’t just blindly accept it as truth. If it doesn’t line up with the whole Bible, forget it.
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Healing — Already Paid For

My breakthrough came one evening at a Bible study. That night I received the revelation of a precious verse of Scripture: “Who [Jesus] his own self bare our sins in his own body on the tree [cross], that we, being dead to sins, should live unto righteousness:

by whose stripes [wounds] ye were healed” (1 Peter 2:24).

Suddenly it hit me — I didn’t have to earn my healing! In fact, my healing already belonged to me because of the price Jesus paid on Calvary.

He who did not spare his own Son hut gave him up for us all, will he not also give us all things with him?

                                                            —Romans 8:32 RSV

As I continued to study God’s Word in the days that followed, it became even more clear to me that healing is a gift just like sal​vation. I couldn’t earn it. All I could do was receive it. I didn’t need to get healed because healing was mine already. All I had to do was stand in faith and rebuke the devil in Jesus’ Name.

Submit yourselves therefore to God. Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.

                                                                           —James 4:7

We Have to Run the Devil Off

In Genesis 15:1-11, a man named Abram was having a talk with God. God told him that He would give him a son because Abram was childless. To seal the deal, God told Abram to offer Him a sac​rifice.

Abram did as God commanded. But after Abram had prepared his sacrificial offering, birds of prey flew down to steal it. Right in the middle of this great move of God, these birds tried to interrupt Abram’s covenant sacrifice!
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Those birds of prey are a good picture of what the devil tries to do to us. If we let him, the enemy will try to interrupt the move of God in our lives. First Peter 5:8,9 (RSV) tells us what to do about it:

Be sober, be watchful. Your adversary the devil prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking some one to devour.

RESIST HIM, firm in your faith....

Notice that verse 9 tells you to resist the devil. God isn’t going to stop the devil in your life — you must stop him. When the fowls, or the birds, of the air came to steal the sacrifice in Genesis 15:11, it was Abram who ran them off, not God.

God has done all that He is going to do about the devil. It’s up to you to use your authority in the Name of Jesus to run him off.

Wherefore God also hath highly exalted him, and given him a name which is above every name:

That at the name of Jesus every knee should bow, of things in heaven, and things in earth, and things under the earth;

And that every tongue should confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of God the Father.

                                                             —Philippians 2:9-11

That Name belongs to the Church. If you are born again and have made Jesus Christ the Lord of your life, you are part of the Church and have been given the right to use the Name of Jesus to resist the devil.

Now therefore ye are no more strangers and foreigners, but fel​low citizens with the saints, and of the household of God.


—Ephesians 2:19

Jesus was given all power and authority. Then He told us to go into all the world, equipping us with His divine authority.

And Jesus came and spake unto them, saying, All power is given unto me in heaven and in earth.

Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost:
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Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have com​manded you: and, lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world. Amen.

— Matthew 28:18-20

So don’t just use the Name of Jesus to benefit yourself. Go pray for others who don’t know how to get healed or delivered for them​selves. As Matthew 10:8 says, “..freely ye have received, freely give.”

I meditated on these scriptures about my authority in Christ until they became real in my heart. I also found other scriptures on healing throughout the Bible, studying and meditating on them every day. Then with bold faith, I told the devil on a regular basis that he wasn’t going to kill me or keep me sick.

Now, the church I was raised in didn’t ever say much about the devil. In fact, if I had taken a survey among the congregation, I probably would have found out that most of the people didn’t even believe the devil was around, working on the earth.

But if the devil isn’t prowling around on this earth looking for those he can devour, why would the Bible tell us to resist him in the Name of Jesus? The Bible isn’t lying. There is an enemy at work in this earth, and it is up to us to run him out of our lives in Jesus’ Name!
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Adjustments
About two years after my hospital stay, I returned to downstate West Virginia to once again give my testimony of how God had healed me. After the service, a man approached me and said, “You know, Bruce, when you were here six months ago to give your tes​timony, you didn’t look healed at all. In fact, you looked like you were still pretty sick. But this time you really do look healed!”

I told this gentleman, “I was just as healed six months ago as I am today because my healing isn‘t based on feelings,’ it’s based on God’s Word. Second Corinthians 5:7 says we are to walk by faith, not by sight.”

Speaking My Healing by Faith

The truth is, there were many times that I stood before a good-sized crowd and told them how God had healed me when some of the symptoms were still present in my body.

You may say, “That’s lying.” No, it wasn’t lying. I was speak​ing from my heart. I believed in my heart that I was totally healed, even when my body didn’t fully agree.

You may also say, “That’s mind over matter.” But mind over mat​ter won’t heal a body that is in as bad of shape as my body was in.

I later met a doctor while working out at the YMCA. He was a heart specialist who himself had a heart condition. I shared with him how God had healed my heart and how I now ran several times a week as a testimony to God’s healing power.
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This doctor, who was a precious Christian man, said to me, “

isn‘t it great how running healed your body?”

I quickly responded, “It was God who healed my body! Now I run to show others that He still does miracles today.” You see, run​ning can’t heal a bad heart, liver, stomach, spleen, or cure an incur​able blood disease. Only God can.

If thou wilt diligently hearken to the voice of the Lord thy God, and wilt do that which is right in his sight, and wilt give ear to his commandments, and keep all his statutes, I will put [allow] none of these diseases upon thee, which I have brought [allowed] upon the Egyptians: for I AM THE LORD THAT HEALETH THEE.


                                                            —Exodus 15:26

Forgiveness First —

Healing Second

As time went on, my body continued to get stronger, and I steadily gained much-needed weight. But I was still experiencing a lot of pain in my side because of the ulcer. Almost every morning,

I would get out of bed sick to my stomach. So the first thing I’d do was grab my scripture cards — all the healing scriptures on which  I was standing in faith.

You see, it’s important to find specific scriptures that pertain to your problem so you can build a good foundation for your believ​ing. Otherwise, you might be believing for something that isn’t in line with the Bible — and that’s foolishness, not faith.

So every day I would take out these scripture cards and study them. However, the ulcer that was giving me such a problem wouldn’t seem to go away.

By this time (about eight months after my hospital stay), I was attending a Bible school in the Midwest. One night we had a special guest speaker at church. As this man spoke, he unfolded biblical truths regarding unforgiveness. He explained how holding on to an
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offense would stop the blessings of God from flowing into our lives.

Then at the end of the service, this man led us in a simple prayer, instructing us, “If the Lord puts anyone on your heart whom you haven’t forgiven, make the decision to forgive them right now.”

Well, as we prayed, God brought a person to mind that I thought I had forgiven. I told the Lord silently, Lord, I have already forgiven that person. But the Lord spoke sternly to me, saying, “Yes, you have forgiven them in your mind but not in your heart.”

I realized that the Lord was right; I hadn‘t forgiven this person in my heart. So I said, “Father, in Jesus’ Name, I forgive So-and-so. And when I see him again, I will not hold his past mistakes against him.” (You see, forgiveness includes forgetting that person’s wrong.)

And whenever you stand praying, forgive, if you have anything against any one; so that your Father also who is in heaven may for​give you your trespasses [or sins].


—Mark 11:25 RSV

After I prayed that simple prayer, the pain in my side left, and the ulcer instantly disappeared! It was as if a big weight just fell off my right side. To this day, I haven’t experienced another symptom of that ulcer.
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Final Analysis
As my body continued to improve daily, one prayer request I presented to the Lord was that I’d someday see my old doctor and have an opportunity to tell him how God had restored my health.

I was living back in the Wheeling, West Virginia, area and weighed about 160 pounds. I was also working out a lot and run​ning several miles a week. I had even run a local 12.4-mile road race that consisted of many hills, one of which was about two miles long and I finished in decent time!

A ‘Chance’ Encounter

One day I was visiting a lady in the same hospital where I had been hospitalized exactly three years before to the day. Suddenly I spotted Dr. V. He hadn’t changed much. He still didn’t know how to dress (checks with stripes galore!), and he still had that same wacky smile on his face as I approached him.

“Dr. V., how are you doing?” I asked.

“Fine,” he shot back as he hurried out a door.

“Do you remember me?” I asked, keeping step with him. “Bruce Higgins? I was a patient of yours three years ago.

He replied, “You look a little familiar, but I can’t place you.”

Even as I started to unfold my medical history, he still wasn’t sure who I was. But when I reconstructed the scene in his office where I almost checked out of this planet, passing out cold in his arms, he quickly remembered me and said, “My God, what hap​pened to you?”
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I replied, “You said it my God, the Lord Jesus Christ, has totally healed me!”

A Walking Miracle

Dr. V. was astonished, to say the least. I continued to share with him how the Lord had healed me. When I told him that God had even given me the strength to run the local distance race, Dr. V. stepped back as if he had seen a ghost and asked, “What medica​tion are you on?”

I quickly responded, “Just the Word of God.”

In amazement, Dr. V. exclaimed, “I have seen a miracle!”

He [God] sent his word, and healed them, and delivered them from their destructions.


—Psalm 107:20

Now, I’ve never been against medicine at all. But in my case, medicine couldn’t help me. Only God could heal my body.

As he hurried away, Dr. V. turned to me and said, “Bruce, whatever you’re doing, don’t stop. You look great. Keep it up!”

That was the last time I saw Dr. V. But I later heard that he gave his life to the Lord because of several different testimonies of God’s healing power (all praise to God!).
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Wrap- Up
Today, more than twenty-five years later, I am an ordained min​ister of the Gospel of Jesus Christ and continue to be totally healed from all the infirmities of my hospital stay.

A Current Update

I have had several complete physical examinations since then, and doctors have found no trace of a diseased liver, enlarged spleen, bleeding ulcer, blood disease, or internal bleeding. In fact, during one of my physicals, I was told that I would never have heart trou​ble because my heart was in such great condition! I even had a blood and liver function test. The results were that my liver and blood system are in great shape -- no abnormalities. Praise God!

I have run numerous half-marathons and many smaller races, and I almost always finish the race in the top twenty-five percent of runners (all the glory to God!). In 1988, 1 ran the Pittsburgh marathon to once again demonstrate God’s healing miracle in my body and the strength He gives me to run these races. I finished 795th in an esti​mated field of more than 4,000 runners.

I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me.


—Philippians 4:13

I have used running as a platform to share the Good News of Jesus Christ to hundreds of other runners. I have also had the priv​ilege of speaking to thousands of people by means of Bible studies, churches, prison ministries, revivals, and even television and radio.
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My theme is always this: God is a good God who loves us and wants to bless our lives.

Allow God To Work in Your Life

If you have never asked Jesus Christ into your heart, please pray right now and ask Jesus to become your personal Savior:

Lord, You said in Romans 10:13

that everyone who calls upon the name of the Lord will be saved.

So, Lord Jesus, come into my heart. Forgive me of my sins.

Cleanse me in Your blood right now.

If you need healing or deliverance from fear, drugs, alcohol, unforgiveness, or from anything that may hold you in bondage, pray this prayer in faith:

Lord Jesus, set me free right now from this bondage.

I receive your Holy Spirit to fill me to overflowing

and to strengthen me in Jesus’ Name.

According to John 8:36, if the Son makes me free,

I will be free indeed!

If you have never been filled with the Holy Spirit with the evi​dence of speaking in other tongues, you need to receive this gift from God right now.

And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance.


                                                                 —Acts 2:4

You need the power of the Holy Spirit in your life to live victo​riously, so pray this prayer from your heart:
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Father, in Jesus’ Name, I ask You to fill me with the Holy Spirit.

I believe that I will speak in tongues

as the Holy Spirit gives me the ability.

In conclusion, study God’s Word. Stay with the Bible. If your church doesn’t teach the Bible, find another church where the Holy Spirit is free to move. Ask God to lead you to a good, Bible-believing church. You need to find a good church home and then be faithful to attend every week. (Also, please remember that there is no per​fect church, so don’t try to find one.)

If you want me to pray with you further, write me at the address listed on the following page. I love you and pray that God would continue to lead and guide your affairs until His return.

Your Friend,

Bruce A. Higgins
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For additional copies of this book

or a complete list of Bruce’s other books and teaching tapes,

or to contact this ministry for speaking engagements,

please write to the address below:

Bruce A. Higgins Ministries

P. 0. Box 691427

Tulsa, OK 74 169-1427

bahministries@cfaith.com

Bruce A. Higgins Ministries is a nonprofit, tax-exempt Bible teaching ministry,

available to minister as the Lord directs

in any church denomination, prayer meeting, prison, school, etc.,

on a love-offering basis.
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