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    This book is dedicated to the Living Triune God. May His name be glorified in these pages, and may the people who read this book come to know Him better.
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  Preface


  A few months before my accident, when a truck fell on me nearly killing me, I had just finished writing this book. The project had taken over three years, and after I was done, I began exploring publishing options. Several times in this book, I use the cartoon illustration of the devil on one shoulder and an angel on the other. This analogy turned out to be very descriptive of my experience throughout my accident and recovery. In fact, the parallels between the events of the accident and what I had already written in the book are shocking. My accident and the miracles that surrounded it are a perfect example of what this whole book is about. God performed these great miracles so that people would take note of this message!


  Before my escape from death, the Lord had done many other miraculous things in my life, starting when I was very young. But it took over 30 years before I started to feel comfortable sharing them. Due to all the mistakes that I have made and the way that I lived much of my life, I never felt worthy to tell anyone about God. But God kept after me. I documented these God occurrences over the years and then put them into book form only after the Lord repeatedly prompted me to do so. For several years, God also kept telling me that He wanted me to go into full-time ministry, but I enjoyed doing things my own way and had made up my mind that I would not.


  Then the truck fell on me, and God sent His angels to miraculously save my life. I know that He allowed all of these things to happen so that I could and would share a message from Him to you. God loves each and every one of us, regardless of who we are or what we’ve done. He communicates specifically with everyone and desires to have an intimate relationship with each of us. If we choose not to listen to Him, He continues to reach out to us, but eventually we will reap the consequences of disobedience in our lives. I pray that our Lord blesses and nurtures everyone who has the opportunity to read this book and to ponder its relevance to their lives. I pray that my words may be like the apostle Paul’s:


  
    When I came to you, brothers, I did not come with eloquence or superior wisdom as I proclaimed to you the testimony about God. For I resolved to know nothing while I was with you except Jesus Christ and Him crucified. I came to you in weakness and fear, and with much trembling. My message and my preaching were not with wise and persuasive words, but with a demonstration of the Spirit’s power, so that your faith might not rest on men’s wisdom, but on God’s power (1 Corinthians 2:1-5).

  


  Introduction


  The events of November 16, 2006, changed my life forever. I will never forget what happened on that day; it will be with me as long as I live. Many of us can think of defining moments in our lives. Sometimes they are marked by tragedy, sometimes by triumph; rarely are they marked by both. But this was one of those uncommon days.


  I was a self-employed diesel mechanic who performed on-site repairs. On this particular day, I was at a customer’s shop about 45 minutes from my home. The vehicle that I was working on was a Peterbilt logging truck. I had worked nearly 12 hours that day in order to complete my portion of the engine repairs, and I was just finishing up. I had been working with the driver of the truck, and after we put the engine back together, we began checking it over and testing the repairs. The rest of the truck had not been completely reassembled, but the driver planned on finishing the remaining work the next day. I began to put my tools back into the tool boxes on my service truck as the semi engine ran up to operating temperature. The driver asked me, since I was there, if I could also diagnose a non-related oil leak before I left. I was in a hurry to get home, but I thought this task would only take a few extra minutes.


  I rolled underneath the front of the truck feet first on a creeper and started wiping off the area that appeared to be leaking. All of a sudden, the truck fell off the jack and crushed me against the concrete floor. The front axle had come down across my midsection like a blunt guillotine, nearly cutting me in two. From my viewpoint, it looked and felt like I was cut in half. In a moment of panic, I tried to bench press the ten thousand plus pound mass off of me. When reality set in, I realized the gravity of the situation and called out “God help me!” twice. I listened as the truck driver called 911. When he got off the phone, I begged him to shut the engine off because the vibration of the engine directly above me was transmitted through the axle and right into my body. Small amounts of blood started to come out of my mouth when I tried to talk. I watched as the driver repositioned the jack and raised the truck up off of my body. I was scared of it falling again, and I wanted to get out from underneath that truck in the worst way. The large chrome front bumper was just behind my head, and I reached both hands back and grabbed the bottom of it. It took all the strength that I had for me to pull myself far enough that my head was out from underneath the truck. I stayed conscious long enough to see the first person who responded to the 911 call.


  The next thing I remember, I was at least 10 or 15 feet above the scene, looking down at myself and the whole situation. The strangest part about my “out-of-body” experience was feeling like I was just an observer to what was happening below me. It was as if I was watching a movie. I felt no emotion, only a sense of peace. I heard one man say to another that there was no way I was going to live, and it didn’t matter to me one way or another. From my viewpoint, I could tell that my body was still mostly under the truck but that my head was sticking out from under the front bumper. I could see that my eyes were closed and that my head was turned toward the driver’s side of the truck. The man I had been working with was on his knees above me and was crying and patting me on the head as he was talking to me. I could hear and understand every word he said.


  The most incredible thing wasn’t that I was having this experience; it was what I saw next. On either side of my body were twin angels, also on their knees, facing the front of the truck. From my vantage point, I was watching from above and behind them. The driver of the truck is over six feet tall, yet the heads of these angels were at least a foot and a half taller than his head. If they would have been standing up, I think they would have been close to eight feet tall. They had very broad shoulders and looked to be extremely muscular. There were no wings. Each angel had positioned his arms under the truck, angled toward my body. The angels had ringlets of long blond hair that fell at least half way down their backs. They were wearing white or ivory robes. It was hard to tell the exact color because of a yellowish light surrounding each angel. They seemed to be glowing. I also noticed that the robe fabric was very unusual. It was a woven material, but the thread size was very large, like miniature rope. It appeared to be very strong and durable. The angels never moved; they were as steady as statues. I couldn’t see their faces because my view was from behind them, but from what I could see, they were identical in appearance.


  LIFE OR DEATH


  More people began to come to the scene of the accident, and I continued to watch from above. A red-haired emergency worker arrived, talked to someone, and walked up to the driver’s side of the truck. She moved the truck driver out of the way and asked him my name. She held my head, patted my cheeks, and told me to open my eyes. She kept repeating herself in a loud voice, and the next thing I knew, I was no longer watching from above but was looking at her through my own eyes. She told me that it was very important for me to keep my eyes open. I thought about what she was saying and realized that I had been out of my body until she got me to open my eyes. This made me believe that what she said was true and important; I was on the verge of death! Then I thought about the angels that I had seen. I looked where they had been, but I could see nothing there now with my human eyes.


  As I lay there, I heard a voice in my head telling me to shut my eyes and just give up. When I did shut my eyes, the incredible pain stopped, and I could feel my spirit drifting away from my body. But there was also another voice; this one was quieter, more like a whisper. It told me that if I wanted to live, I would have to fight, and it would be a hard fight. It was almost as if the red-haired emergency worker could hear that voice too because she then asked me what I had to fight for. All I could think of was my wife and four children. These two voices, or conflicting thoughts, volleyed back and forth in my head. If you think of that old cartoon with the devil on one shoulder and an angel on the other, you can picture what was happening. The louder voice that was telling me to give up and die was not from God, but the whispering voice that told me to fight was. As always, the devil promotes death and God promotes life. It’s also interesting to note that God will always tell us the truth. He warned me that it was going to be a hard fight, and it has been. It seems that, most often, the right choice is not the easiest one.


  I was transported by ambulance to a local hospital and then flown to our state’s largest trauma center. I stayed awake the whole time, fighting to hang on and refusing to close my eyes. When the emergency doctors starting scanning my body, they were astounded. There were so many injuries that they couldn’t decide where to start or what to do. They had given me several units of blood, but it just kept leaking out into my stomach cavity. As they were sliding me back in for another cat scan, everything started to go dim for me, and although I hadn’t been able to talk for quite a while, the Lord gave me the strength to tell them that I was going to die and that they had to do something right now. The doctors told me several weeks later that, as soon as I said that, my blood pressures both dropped out of sight! They removed me from the machine and rushed me to the operating room.


  The doctors operated on me only long enough to reattach the veins and arteries that had been severed. The head trauma surgeon had been called in from home. He told my family that, in all his years as a trauma doctor, he had never seen anybody so badly traumatized and still alive. He told my family that he was going to cross his fingers and wait at least six hours to see if I was still alive before he would operate on me again. My wife told him that he could cross his fingers but that she and others were going to pray for my life. The prayers were answered, and the doctors resumed operating on me the next morning. They had to remove most of my small intestine and perform various other repairs to combat my several internal injuries. They decided not to do anything with the two vertebrae that were spider cracked in my spine; they would try to let them heal on their own.


  The next thing I remember was waking up a few weeks later. I had had three operations during that time, and my wife never left my side. The night of my accident, she was at our children’s school for parent-teacher conferences. When she got home and heard the news, she dropped to her knees and turned it all over to God, knowing that He would give her the strength to get through whatever lay ahead. The only thing that she took with her to the hospital that night was her Bible. To everyone’s amazement, I was sent home a little more than a month after the accident. But after a few days, I was back in the hospital with severe complications stemming from a damaged pancreas and spleen.


  I spent a few more weeks in the hospital, but I got out long enough to spend the Christmas holidays at home. Then I returned to the hospital. This cycle repeated itself a few times, and then the doctors decided that they would have to perform another major operation. They had to remove another section of my small intestine that had died and was almost completely closed off. We were told that an adult needs a minimum of 100 centimeters of small intestine to be able to live by eating food. I was already down to this critical minimum length before my fourth operation, and then they removed more. Before the accident, I weighed over 180 pounds; three months afterward, I was already down to 126 pounds because of the inadequate amount of small intestine left in my body.


  MORE MIRACLES


  Nine months after the accident, I was at the hospital for some tests in preparation for my fifth operation. While performing the procedure, the radiologist and his supervisor found that I now have at least one third, or around 200 centimeters, of small intestine. When they looked at the doctors’ notes from the previous operations, they found that they had recorded a total length of 100 centimeters several times during the first three operations and this was before removing more in my fourth operation. It was hard for them to believe that the head of the trauma department and other doctors had made multiple mistakes on my chart and in their calculations, since these men are at the top of their field.


  But I fully believe that they didn’t make any mistakes, and here is why. What the radiologist didn’t know was that several people had been praying for me and that a man named Bruce Carlson had flown in from New York to pray over me after my fourth operation. This man has often displayed the gift of healing, and the Lord has used him to heal hundreds of people. The Bible tells us that we, as Christians, are to pray with expectation for sick people to be healed. Sometimes God chooses not to heal someone in the method or timetable that we want, but that is His decision, not ours. As believers, we are told to pray, and the results are up to God. When Bruce Carlson prayed over me that day, he put one of his palms on my forehead. He asked the Lord to answer all of the prayers that people had been praying for me, and when he said that, I felt something like electricity flowing from his palm and into my body. He prayed for my small intestine to supernaturally grow in length in the name of Jesus, and as he did, I could feel something wiggle around inside my stomach. Of course, I didn’t know for sure that my intestine had lengthened until the radiologist told me a few months later.


  It has now been a little more than a year since my accident, and the doctors can’t tell me exactly what all the long-term effects are going to be at this point. I believe they will be minimal. There are still a few symptoms that I deal with on a daily basis (so far), but I keep getting better. My weight has also climbed back up to about 160 pounds, thanks to the added intestine. Now that more time has passed, the doctors have also told me just what a miracle it is that I am alive. They said that, because of the artery and veins that were completely severed, I should have bled to death internally in about eight to ten minutes. Rather, it was over two and a half hours from the time that I was injured until they started to operate on me! They also told me that I am the only case that they have ever had at the hospital or anywhere else, (that they know of) who has sustained these injuries and lived. All other cases have come in dead on arrival. I told my doctors that I know why I am still alive. I got to see the two angels that saved my life!


  HIS WILL BE DONE


  I believe that the Lord allowed my accident to happen so that His plans would be accomplished in the end and so that His name would be glorified through it. Right from the beginning of this nightmare, my wife and I have clung to the promise that God gives us in Romans 8:28, “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.”


  It is too early to see all of the good things that God has planned to come out of this tragedy, but we can already see some things clearly. I have seen my wife’s faith grow by leaps and bounds due to this event. She is now closer to the Lord than she has ever been. Our family is more compassionate toward the needs and problems of others. I have become more patient than I used to be. Our home church has rallied together to support our family in a way that many senior members of the church have told us has never happened in the past. Some people who were not involved actively in church or prayer life have been drawn back to the Lord again or for the first time. Some have said that the accident has caused a small revival in our community.


  Some people have been permanently affected by my story of seeing the angels who saved my life. It makes it hard for even skeptics to argue with the reality of these miracles when they are shown the medical facts. More than once, I have seen people break down in tears after hearing this story because it touches them deeply. People are affected when confronted with the truth of God’s reality, mercy, and love. Because of this fact, and because Lori and I want to be obedient to what God is telling us, we have decided to go into full-time ministry. It is clear to us that, although this accident started out as a tragedy, the Lord has used its timing to bring triumph for His Kingdom.


  Chapter 1


  God Talks to Everyday People


  God talks to everyday people—every day. Are you an “everyday person”? Do you go about your days doing what needs to be done—working, playing, eating, sleeping—and doing the same the next day? Everyday people are people you pass on the street, see in the grocery store, sit beside at church, and meet for lunch. They can be any age or color; it matters not. God wants a personal relationship with each of us. When Jesus walked the earth, He lived with and communicated with everyday people. From fishermen and prostitutes to kings and social outcasts, He loved all people. He wanted everyone to know how great His Father’s love was for them, and He went to extremes to show that love. Today, 2,000 years later, His goal remains the same.


  The religious leaders of Jesus’ day wanted to know why He associated with common sinners. He told them in Luke 19:10, “The Son of Man came to seek and to save what was lost.” He also told them in Matthew 9:12-13, “… It is not the healthy who need a doctor, but the sick. But go and learn what this means: ‘I desire mercy, not sacrifice.’ For I have not come to call the righteous, but sinners.” None of us are sinless, but God remains faithful to His children who ask for forgiveness. First John 1:8 says it this way: “If we claim to be without sin, we deceive ourselves and the truth is not in us.” It is easy to believe that one sin is worse than another, but the Bible tells us that all sin separates us from God. Romans 3:23 says, “For all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God.”


  Even so, God still talks to His people—His creation—because He loves us. It’s been that way since the beginning, and it is still that way today. The Bible tells us in Malachi 3:6, “I the Lord do not change ….” In Hebrews 13:8, it says, “Jesus Christ is the same yesterday and today and forever.” Because God has created each of us uniquely, He uses different ways to talk to us. If we were to examine every instance in the Bible when the Lord communicates with someone, we would find that they could all be listed under one of the following categories. Each of these seven categories will be discussed within the book. God talks to us through:


  
    
      	
        Answered prayer.

      


      	
        The Bible or other written words.

      


      	
        The spoken word of clergy or others.

      


      	
        An inner whisper or audible voice—the Holy Spirit.

      


      	
        Design and circumstances, sometimes called “fate” or “coincidence.”

      


      	
        Dreams and visions.

      


      	
        Angels.

      

    

  


  Because God can and does talk to people in all of these ways, we know that He is listening to us.


  The question is, are you listening to Him? Throughout history, there have been countless examples of God reaching out to people. No matter your social or economic status, your religion, your race, or your circumstances, God loves you, and He wants you to know that His Son Jesus died for you so that you can live forever with Him in Heaven. That is the simple truth. But very often people have a lot of questions. What should we believe? Who should we believe? What religion or denomination is the “right” one? Is there really a God? If there is a God, why did He let this or that happen? I don’t have all the answers, but the more that I read the Bible, the more answers are revealed to me. All we really need to know is that God loves us—the remaining questions will be answered during our eternal life with Him. As Paul said:


  
    For we know in part and we prophesy in part, but when perfection comes, the imperfect disappears. When I was a child, I talked like a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned like a child. When I became a man, I put childish ways behind me. Now we see but a poor reflection as in a mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, even as I am fully known (1 Corinthians 13:9-12).

  


  Even though, by nature, I am a doubter, I have no other choice but to believe in God. After all, He has talked to me through all of the seven ways on the list. Please look at that list again. Pretty incredible, isn’t it? Many people may think that this is too farfetched or even that it is impossible to believe. The doubting part of my nature would like to agree, but I can’t. The Lord has communicated and continues to communicate with me, an everyday person, so frequently that I can’t deny Him. Let me say right now I have not done anything to deserve God’s attention. On the contrary, I have made some horrible mistakes and many bad decisions (maybe like you). Although I am not worthy of God’s love, He loves me anyway. I’m grateful that He doesn’t use “good enough” or “holy enough” standards toward us. Our only requirement for salvation is to believe in Him and to believe that Jesus died for our sins. Acts 4:12 says, “Salvation is found in no one else, for there is no other name under heaven given to men by which we must be saved.”


  God talks to you, even if you don’t have faith in Him or His Son Jesus. Stop right now and think about the times in your life when you received what you needed at just the right time. Keep thinking; there are more. Maybe it was a phone call, an opportunity, or maybe it was a friend or a spouse. Maybe you received help when you thought no one cared. Did you chalk it up to coincidence or fate? Could it be that God was helping you, reaching out to you, loving you? What about the times that you made a really bad decision or a big mistake? Did someone or something try to warn you? Think about it. Did God try to talk to you through a person, a sign, or a nagging thought? God wants the best for us, but we have to be willing to listen and to obey Him. Sometimes it is hard to listen. There are so many distractions, so many things pulling us in different directions.


  OUR CHOICE


  Picture again in your mind the cartoon with an angel on one shoulder and a demon on the other. The character in the middle isn’t important because he could be any of us. The Bible tells us that this is an accurate picture of life. We are told that both angels and demons exist. Angels do God’s work, and demons do the devil’s work (see Matt. 13:38-40). If you are like me, it’s hard to believe in things you can’t see, not impossible, but hard. In the same way that God uses different methods to talk to us, the devil uses different tactics too. Oddly enough, they both use a lot of the same methods to communicate with us. The big difference is that God loves us and always tells us the truth while the devil hates us and lies to us. But don’t be discouraged; God tells us that He will triumph over evil (see Rom. 16:20).


  Before you read further, please stop and pray to God. Pray that He would give you a believing heart, a wise heart. Pray that God would give you an open mind to hear His voice and His truths and the discernment to realize which thoughts are from Him. The Bible tells us in James 1:5-6, “If any of you lacks wisdom, he should ask God, who gives generously to all without finding fault, and it will be given to him. But when he asks, he must believe and not doubt, because he who doubts is like a wave of the sea, blown and tossed by the wind.” Be glad because God also tells us in Isaiah 41:9-10, “… I have chosen you and have not rejected you. So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with My righteous right hand.”


  Maybe you’ve already been praying to God, or maybe not. Maybe you’ve been asking God for a miracle, a sign, or an answer. Maybe you are not sure if there is a God or if He is listening to you. Maybe you’re still weighing the odds, still waiting, still watching to see what will happen in your life before you make a decision about believing in God.


  I want to tell you about someone I know. Bob (not his real name) and I used to work together. Bob was having some troubles in his life. The exact troubles don’t really matter. They could be the same kind of troubles that you and I have, everyday problems. He had consulted doctors and talked with counselors, but the problems remained. Talking hadn’t helped and neither did the medicine. These problems started to affect his work, and because I was his supervisor, I called him in to my office, and he told me what was wrong. I truly felt sorry for this man, and I knew that God was the only one who could help him. I asked if he believed in God, and he said he did but that he hadn’t been to church since he was young. I asked if he had tried praying, he said he hadn’t thought about it. We decided to pray right then and there. After a few hours, I went to visit him in his work area to ask how it was going. “No change,” he said sadly. I expected him to say better, or at least a little bit better. I was puzzled and frustrated. What went wrong? (I have to admit that God has spoiled me in my prayer life; I think, because of my stubbornness, He has had to go the extra mile to reach me.)


  I immediately went to an area where I could be alone to pray. I prayed for this man and asked God to answer. He did! Instantly, He brought the story of the Samaritan woman at the well to my mind. I didn’t know what the relevance was, but I knew I had to tell Bob. The story is found in John 4:1-42. Here is my paraphrase. One day, Jesus and His disciples were traveling through Samaria and stopped at a well near a town. Jesus stayed at the well while the disciples went to town for food. A local woman came to get water from the well and Jesus asked her for a drink. She was surprised that He spoke to her because Jews didn’t associate with Samaritans. Jesus told her that, if she knew who was asking her for a drink, she would have asked Him for “living water.” He told her that anyone who drank this water would never thirst again. She asked Him to give her some of this water so that she would not have to come to the well anymore.


  Jesus told her to go get her husband and come back, but she said she had no husband. Jesus told her that she was right in saying that she had no husband, because she had been married five times, and the man she was with now was not her husband. Because He knew her past, the woman thought He was a prophet and asked Him where the correct place to worship was. He told her that the important thing was to worship God in spirit and in truth. She told Him that the Messiah was coming someday and that He could answer her question. Jesus told her that He was the Messiah. She believed what He said and went back to town to get others to talk to Him. The Bible says that many people became believers over the next two days while listening to Jesus.


  While telling Bob the story, I realized what God was trying to tell him (and us). Before God can truly help us, we need to admit our sin and humble ourselves before Him. Second Chronicles 7:14 says “If My people, who are called by My name, will humble themselves and pray and seek My face and turn from their wicked ways, then will I hear from heaven and will forgive their sin and will heal their land.” I suggested to Bob that he go to a place where he could be alone, confess his sins to God (known and unknown), ask God for forgiveness, and ask God for His help. I’m happy to tell you that a short time later, Bob was back in my office, telling me that he had prayed again and that this time he felt like a very heavy weight had been lifted from him. I gave him a daily devotional to take home, and he even went to church that Sunday. On Monday at work, he told me that “coincidently” the sermon had been about the Samaritan woman at the well.


  If you can relate with Bob’s situation, if you’ve been to the end of your rope and think that God may not be listening to you, or that He doesn’t care, or maybe doesn’t even exist, I pray that you follow the four steps from Second Chronicles 7:13-22 that lead to forgiveness and fellowship with Him.


  
    
      	
        Humble yourself before God, and admit your sin. (Proverbs 3:34 says, “He mocks proud mockers but gives grace to the humble.”)

      


      	
        Pray to God, asking for forgiveness. (First John 1:9 says, “If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just and will forgive us our sins and purify us from all unrighteousness.”)

      


      	
        Earnestly seek God. (Romans 10:13 says, “Everyone who calls on the name of the Lord will be saved.”)

      


      	
        Turn from sinful behavior by yielding your life to Christ. (First Peter 2:16 says, “Live as free men, but do not use your freedom as a cover-up for evil; live as servants of God.”)

      

    

  


  I would love to tell you that, if you follow these four steps, everything will turn out for you as you wish every time, but I can’t. Sometimes God’s will is not our will, and sometimes His timetable is not ours. At those times, all we can do is trust Him and believe His promises. His plan is always better because He is all-loving, all-knowing, and sovereign. Jeremiah 29:11 says, “‘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.’”


  KEEPING TRACK


  After each chapter in this book, you will find an area where you can write the times and ways that God has talked to you. This book came into being because of a similar journal, or list, that I started more than ten years ago. I was debating with some friends the question of whether there was a God or not, and I couldn’t remember all of the things God had done in my life. So the next day, I wrote down everything I could remember and kept the list in my wallet. Over time, I added to it as more things happened. Documenting the “God incidents” in my life has been an invaluable tool in my walk with the Lord for two reasons. It strengthens my faith when I look at the list of things He has done already, and it helps me when I tell other people why I believe. I have seen God use this simple list to help bring people into a saving faith in Him and to help current Christians deepen their faith and grow closer to Him.


  The things on my list that God has done for me are the same kind of things that He is willing to do for anyone who wants to have a real relationship with Him. Our Lord truly desires to have a relationship with each of us—an intimate, “best friend” kind of relationship. When this kind of relationship is a reality in our lives, we begin to know and experience our Lord in deeper and more fulfilling ways than ever before. My prayer for you is that you would use this book as a tool to help you realize how much God loves you and to help see what He has done in your life—how He is reaching out to you, how He is talking to you, and how He is building a relationship with you. May God’s name be glorified every time you realize that God has been talking to you—even before you were listening or seeking Him! As God tells us in Isaiah 65:24, “Before they call I will answer; while they are still speaking I will hear.”


  Chapter 2


  God Talks Through Answered Prayer


  Jesus tells us in Matthew 21:22, “If you believe, you will receive whatever you ask for in prayer.” If you didn’t just fall out of your chair, please reread that verse again. I don’t know about you, but that promise is a little hard to swallow for some of us. Not only did Jesus say that, but in the previous verse He said, “I tell you the truth… you can say to this mountain, ‘Go, throw yourself into the sea,’ and it will be done” (Matt. 21:21). How could Jesus say such things? Clues are found at the beginning of both verses: “I tell you the truth, if you have faith and do not doubt…” and “If you believe….” For our prayers to be answered, we have to have faith in Him and His ability and power. We have to believe that He can and will do what’s best for us and those we love. Whatever we are praying for needs to be for our good or for someone else’s good; and most importantly, our prayers need to be in line with God’s will.


  Let me ask you a question: If you pray to win the lottery, for your team to win a game, or for something similar, could you honestly pray without having any doubt? Is it possible that someone else needs money more than you do? Is it possible that there is a bigger reason why the other team needs to win? God wants to answer our prayers, but He also wants our prayers to be in line with His will. When we pray we can’t just demand what we want. We must first ask God what His will is and what He wants for us.


  GOD ANSWERS PRAYERS


  You read previously about the list that I have been keeping. I also mentioned that I think God has been spoiling me in my prayer life. When I first started sharing these “God talking” stories with other people, it bothered me that many people did not have the same experiences as me or that they often did not realize it when they did. Since then, I have found several other Christians with stories just like mine. And I have come to the conclusion that God often talks to us when we need Him the most, but if we aren’t listening, we can’t hear Him. Time and again, God has used tragedy to bring people closer to Him. Sometimes we don’t cause the tragedies in our lives, but if you’re like me, we often do.


  My prayer life started because of an incident when I was five years old, and it is the first thing I can think of that proved to me the reality of God. I didn’t tell anyone this story for more than 20 years after it happened. My wife was the first person I told, and since then, it has become somewhat easier for me to share with others. The only time I remember going to Sunday school as a small child was the time when I went with my grandpa and grandma. Their church was a small country church, and after the service, the children went to the basement for Sunday school. Because I was new to the group, the teacher had me sit beside him. Three other children sat around the table with us.


  The lesson for the day was about the time when people were bringing children to Jesus so that He could touch them. His disciples were trying to chase the children away so they could attend to more important things. Jesus became angry and told His disciples to let the children come (see Matt. 19:13-15). The Sunday school teacher told us that this proved how much Jesus loved children and that we could be sure that He would listen to us when we prayed. I remember thinking that, even though I could tell the teacher sincerely believed this story, I wasn’t so sure.


  During that time in my life, my father was a truck driver and my mother also worked outside of the house. Because I was young, sometimes I had to stay with another family until my parents got home from work. This meant that I had to occasionally spend the night there also. The other family had a boy and a girl who were older than me. The parents had a lot of pornographic magazines and watched porno movies. Sometimes they would get drunk, perform sexual acts with each other, and then encourage us kids to “have some fun” too. They told me that this was a secret, and if I told my parents, they would be very angry. After awhile, I discovered that certain things felt good. One day, when we had guests at our house, I was showing one of the visitors a “trick” that I learned at my babysitter’s home. My mom caught me in the act and asked where I had learned such a thing. I told her that the babysitter’s son showed me—I never did tell on the parents. Not long after that, my mom found me putting on her makeup. Mom said she was going to tell Dad everything as soon as he returned home.


  I remember listening through the door to the conversation between my mom and dad in the kitchen late that night. I can’t tell you how bad and dirty I felt. My parents were very upset because they didn’t understand why I hadn’t told them what had been happening, and they were afraid for my future. I felt deep in my heart that everything was entirely my fault and that I was truly a bad person. Then I remembered what the Sunday school teacher had said about Jesus answering our prayers. (I’m sure now that it was the Holy Spirit reminding me.) I decided right then that even if praying didn’t work, I had nothing to lose. For those of you who have children, or if you can remember being a child, what I prayed for that day will make sense to you. I prayed that Jesus would come and give me a hug; I just wanted to be comforted. Instantly, there was a bright light, and I felt His arms around me, holding me. It felt as if I was being dipped in liquid love, from the top of my head to the bottom of my feet. I could no longer hear my mom and dad’s distraught conversation. Everything else was gone except for the most awesome feeling of pure love. I fell asleep in Jesus’ arms that night. Even though this happened a long time ago, I can still remember just how good it felt. Jesus tells us in Matthew 11:28, “Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.”


  My next answered prayer was not as dramatic, but it still impressed on me the power of prayer. When I was 7 or 8 years old, it was a rule in our house that we were not allowed in our parents’ closet. I broke the rule and found a baseball in the closet. I thought it would be fun to play with, so I decided to go outside and toss it around where I wouldn’t be seen. I had fun throwing it up on the roof of our barn and then trying to catch it when it rolled back down. This was working fine until I threw it a little too hard and it went over the peak and down the other side of the barn. In the front of the barn, the grass was mowed, but on the back side, the weeds and grass were as tall as me. I looked for the ball through the tall grass for hours that day and couldn’t find it. I looked for hours again the next day and still couldn’t find it.


  On the third day, I looked in the morning until lunchtime, but still I found no ball. I was starting to panic because my dad was expected home soon. I was afraid of getting into trouble for going into the closet and for losing the ball. After lunch, on my way back out to the barn, I remembered how God had answered my prayer a few years earlier. I prayed that He would help me find the ball. This time I walked into the tall grass and immediately found the ball. I told God “thank you” and promised Him that I wouldn’t take it again. Although this might sound like a small thing, it was another steppingstone in my walk to trust God.


  When I was 14, my 5-year-old brother was diagnosed with cancer. The doctors told my parents that there was a good chance my brother would die. While my parents were at the hospital, I stayed home with my other younger brother. After a few days, my parents decided that we all needed to go be with my little brother at the hospital because he might never come home. I refused to go. My parents were angry with me, but they finally gave in and allowed me to stay home. I didn’t tell my parents, but the reason I wanted to stay home was so that I could pray for my brother alone, as I had done in the past. Because God had answered my two other prayers, I was sure He would answer me this time also.


  I got out a Bible, looked up various words and promises in the index, and then wrote on a piece of paper the exact location of the passages by chapter and verse. Then I began to pray. I told God that these were His promises, not mine. I also told Him that because I had seen His power before, I knew that He could answer my prayer. I asked Him to heal my brother completely. When I got done praying that night, I knew with all of my heart that God was going to heal my brother. Over the following weeks and months, my brother’s cancer disappeared, and he never even lost his hair during the treatments. Although I’m sure a lot of people had been praying for my brother, I felt that God would have healed him even if I had been the only one who had prayed—not because of any merit of my own but because I knew God could and would answer prayer. I didn’t know it at the time, but the Bible tells us that faith in God is a gift (see 1 Cor. 12:4-11). Through my previous experiences, God had nurtured this gift. I still have that piece of paper with the list of verses, and I have used it many times over the years to remind myself of God’s power and love.


  WRONG DIRECTION


  During high school, I started making some pretty bad decisions. One of those bad decisions led to me getting a girl pregnant. She had taken a home pregnancy test, and it proved positive. We went to a local health agency, and their test results were the same. They told us our different options, and we left. We knew that we didn’t want to have an abortion, but we didn’t know what we were going to do. After I dropped her off at home, I went back to my house and called on God once again. I started praying at about 7 o’clock in the evening and didn’t stop until about 9. I told God I was sorry. I asked for His forgiveness and help. I told Him that I didn’t think I was old enough to be a dad but that I would quit school and try. I also told Him that if there was any way He could change the situation or somehow undo what we had done, that I would rather have that. My girlfriend called later that night and said she had had a miscarriage.


  This showed me that when we make mistakes, God still loves us and will answer our prayers. It also showed me that there are often serious consequences to our sin. If you think you have made too many mistakes, or too big of a mistake, for God to love you or to answer your prayers, think again. I know that some people reading this will have a hard time accepting what I believe happened. I have to tell you that, although I wasn’t ready to be a father, after the miscarriage, I felt just as much punishment as relief. We read in Second Samuel 11-12 about a time when God did much the same thing with His servant David. David had stolen another man’s wife and then had him killed. The woman became pregnant, and after the child was born, God took the child’s life as a punishment for what David had done. Some may think that this was not fair to the child, but who can know the future or the mind of God? It is quite possible that it was more merciful for God to take the lives of my unborn child and David’s son than to let them grow up in the situations they were created in.


  ADDICTED


  Later on, I had one particular girlfriend for several years. We got engaged and were going to get married after we finished college. Unfortunately, I got involved with drugs, and what started out as fun turned into a serious drug addiction. I used drugs to numb the pain I felt inside, which was caused by different things that had happened during my childhood. The drugs gave me a sense of peace; unfortunately, this kind of peace only lasted until the drugs wore off. My drug addiction caused my girlfriend and me to have many fights, and eventually she ended our relationship. For two years, I tried to fill the hole left in my life with more drugs and alcohol. Although I decided not to date anyone, there were a few “one night stands” during that period, but I never got serious about any of them.


  One particular night, I had planned to go out drinking with my roommate as usual, but when the time came, I didn’t want to go. I was feeling depressed and just wanted to hide in my bedroom. As strange as this might sound to some people, I had decided that praying to God was only for emergencies, for those times when I couldn’t do something on my own or control my own circumstances. This was an emergency. I went to bed that night and prayed. I prayed that God would send me a mate, someone who would love me no matter what, someone who would love me even with all of my problems.


  During this time, I raced studded motorcycles on ice. I was supposed to have a race the next day, but my motorcycle was broken, so I went to the races with my friends as a spectator. While at the races, I saw Lori, a high school classmate. We said “hi,” but nothing more. After the races, they awarded the trophies to the winners at a nearby tavern that had sponsored the races. One of my friends and I decided to stay and have a few drinks. We had our first drink and started to play a game of pool when I looked toward the bar and saw Lori. It looked as though a bright light was shining on her. I asked my friend if he thought she was sitting under a light. He gave me a funny look and said, “No, why would you say that?” I decided to get another drink and see if she was sitting under a recessed light. When I got there, I saw that there were no lights in the ceiling above her.


  I didn’t realize that God was showing me my future wife because I didn’t think she was my type. We small-talked for a little while, and then I went back to my pool game. A short time later, I looked her way again and this time it seemed as if her teeth were glowing. I asked my friend if he saw the blonde’s teeth glowing. He told me that I had had two too many drinks. Nevertheless, I asked Lori that night for a date the following week. It took me a few weeks to realize that Lori was God’s answer to my prayer for a mate and that that was why I was the only one who could see her glow. Now, after enjoying each other for more than 14 years and having four beautiful children together, I continue to thank God that He knew she was my type. God is good!


  After nearly a year of dating, Lori and I decided to get married, and we set a date. I am a mechanic by trade, and I didn’t think that the job I had at a local garage would provide enough to support us. I thought that if God was so willing to answer my crisis prayers, He might be just as willing to answer prayers about everyday needs. I took that chance and prayed for a better job. The next week, while I was at a training class in another town, one of the people there offered me a job that I couldn’t refuse. Lori and I changed our wedding date, got married, and moved to the other town.


  I hate to admit that it took me over 20 years to realize that God was there for me all the time, no matter how big or small the problem. I suppose sometimes I’m not a very quick learner. How about you? Because God had been so faithful, I began to call on Him more and more, and He continued to outperform my expectations! He tells us in Philippians 4:6, “Do not be anxious about anything, but in everything, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests to God.”


  EVERYDAY LIFE


  After being married awhile, my wife and I decided to get a dog. We hoped to have kids within a few years, so we wanted a dog that would be good with kids. We decided to pray for a good family dog. Shortly after praying, a friend from work told us that he had one puppy left from a recent litter. The puppy’s tail was broken because it was caught in the kennel door. Apparently, nobody had picked her because of her crooked tail. We knew right away it was the answer to our prayer. We brought her home. As it turned out, Eve was an excellent dog, exceptionally smart, easy to train, good with our kids, and a good protector. God saved the dog with a crooked tail just for us so that we could have a better dog than we even hoped for. If we had gone dog shopping, without first praying about it, we probably wouldn’t have picked this dog, but because we prayed first, God provided the dog that was best for us. God talks through answered prayer!


  When I met Joe (not his real name) at work, he was like most of us, struggling to make ends meet. He had just saved up enough money to buy a second vehicle so that his wife could have a car. A short time later, she wrecked the car. He told me about the accident and the details just didn’t seem to make sense. When I questioned him, he called his wife, and she admitted to him that she had been with another man when she had the accident. He was devastated, and I felt terrible about raising the questions. Over the next few weeks, things got worse at home, and he finally moved out and moved into a barn. One day, as I walked by the truck he was working on, I noticed that he was underneath the truck crying. I stopped and thought about what to say to him to make him feel better, but all I could focus on was how crappy it was for his wife to do what she had done.


  As I stood there, the silence became uncomfortable, and I decided to ask God to give me something good to say to Joe. Instantly, God gave me a couple of Bible verses to share. We talked about God a little, and Joe stopped crying. He thanked me for talking with him. That night, on his way to the barn, Joe stopped at a church. No one was there, but he went inside anyway and prayed to God. On his way out, he grabbed a daily devotional. When he got back to the barn, he read the material. The same Bible verses that I had shared with him earlier were the verses listed for that day’s devotion!


  When I pulled into the parking lot the next morning, I saw Joe sitting in his vehicle. This surprised me because he was usually five or ten minutes late. He got out of his truck with the devotional in his hand and asked me if I had read it the day before. I told him no and asked him why it mattered. He told me the story about stopping at the church. He went on to say that if the things I had told him the day before were just a canned message, they were of no value. I explained to him that I had prayed to God to give me something comforting to tell him and that God told me what Scripture verses to share with him. I also told him that the devotional that he was holding wasn’t the one that I used. In fact, it was from a completely different church denomination. Joe found these facts hard to believe.


  I’m sorry to say that, by this point, I was angry, and I went into work, leaving Joe standing there in the parking lot. It didn’t matter, though, because God had proved His point to Joe already. He was reaching out to Joe, showing him His love. I praise God often for having the power (and patience) to use someone as imperfect as I am to do His work. Joe ended up realizing that God did indeed give me those verses for him and then prove it by putting those same verses in the devotional. Joe came to faith in God and was even a Sunday school teacher for a few years. Joe and his wife reconciled, but only long enough for him to bring her into God’s family. Sometimes God has eternity in mind, not just the here and now.


  After a few years, the business where I was working was sold and moved to a nearby town. I went from being a lead man at the first place, to being the dayshift foreman at the second place. God was blessing us greatly. We started having children, and we bought a house closer to my new job. Because we believe in tithing (we give God the first 10 percent of my gross wages), and because of the added expenses of children and an old house, we sometimes found ourselves in financially tight times. I prayed and asked God to provide more money for us to live on. The next day at work, my supervisor was fired because of some inappropriate actions. The owners of the company asked me to fill in for the manager position until a replacement could be hired. I did, and was offered the job shortly thereafter, which I accepted.


  As always, God answered my prayer with more than I even expected. The owners treated me very well and taught me a great deal about people and business. They were Christian men, and I respected them very much (and still do). Thankfully, they had a lot of patience and took the time to explain things to me. God blessed me with a lot of technical ability that I draw on as a mechanic. Due to this, I had been able to do my old job with ease. My new position was another story. I had very little supervisory skills, and most of my employees were older then me. As such, I didn’t feel very confident as manager and often avoided confrontation that would have benefited my department. Although I couldn’t count on myself, I knew I could count on God, and it was at this point in my life when I began depending on Him more and became closer to Him.


  When our department didn’t have enough work to keep the mechanics busy, I would go somewhere private and ask God to send work. Sometimes, before I finished praying, the phone would start ringing. If we had a job we couldn’t figure out, I would pray for guidance to help us fix the problem. When we couldn’t fill a position, I would pray, and God would send someone. I finally realized just how much I depended on God to help me every day. It still puzzles me how God can be so faithful to us when we are not always faithful to Him. I know I’m not perfect, and yet God continues to talk to me through answered prayer.


  HIS FAITHFULNESS


  The next experience could have been cited in Chapter 7, on dreams and visions, or in Chapter 5, on the Holy Spirit, but I tell it to you now because it was an answered prayer. As our children got older, they spent more time outside. We lived near a busy major highway, and after one of the children was almost hit by a car, we decided to build a house in a more rural area. We spent more than a year looking at house plans and searching for a piece of land off the beaten path. We finally found the perfect spot and a house plan that would accommodate the six of us.


  After talking to the bank and adding up the costs, we realized that we wouldn’t be able to afford it with my current income. My annual review was coming up soon, so I decided to tell my boss about the situation beforehand. I explained to him that I was going to need a $5,000 annual raise to follow through with our family plans. He didn’t make any promises but said that he would think about it and would give me an answer during my review. I told my wife that, if he didn’t grant my request, I was going to quit. Unfortunately, I am a stubborn (sometimes bullheaded) person. I would like to say that I’m just determined, but that would be a lie.


  The night before my review, I decided to pray about it just in case I hadn’t convinced my boss on my own. That night I had a dream (or vision) of my review. I could see myself, my boss, and the Human Resources person sitting in the HR office. I heard my boss say that he was going to give me $2,500, and then I woke up. I was mad at first, but then I realized that God was trying to talk to me. The Little Whisper in my head (the Holy Spirit) said to not be foolish but to be patient. In the morning, I told my wife my dream and what the Little Whisper had said. I knew that God was preparing me for the outcome of the review. That day at the review, my boss gave me a $2,500 bonus check but no raise. If God had not given me the dream (or vision), I would have turned in my two-week notice on the spot because that is what I had made my mind up to do. Although God had not given me what I wanted, He still answered my prayer by giving me the dream and telling me to be patient.


  Not long after this happened, my mother-in-law had some rather serious health concerns. Because Lori is an only child, she felt that we should move home as soon as possible. Although I wanted to move out of our house, I wasn’t sure about moving back to our hometown area because it has a rather depressed economy. I was afraid of not being able to support our family on one income. Lori and I wanted her to be able to stay home with our children and to not have to work outside the home, so I didn’t know what to do. I knew that, if I left my job, there wasn’t anybody currently working in my department that could take over the manager responsibilities. Even though my boss had not given me what I wanted, I still felt a deep sense of gratitude to the owners, and I didn’t want to see the company suffer. I prayed to God and told Him that if it was meant for us to move home, that He needed to provide my replacement at work and a job back home for me. Within a week, He gave me both answers.


  A few years before, a man had told me about an employee who used to work for him. He raved about him and said that if I ever had the chance to hire him, I should. Two days after I prayed for my replacement, this man applied for a mechanic’s position. I took a chance and told him when I hired him that I had prayed for my replacement and that I felt that God had sent him. I told him about my secret plans to leave in about a year and that I would start training him right away. Because the owners didn’t know I was planning to leave, we would have to do it under cover. I started making a complete list of my everyday routines. I also noted all the mistakes that I had made so the new guy could learn from my mistakes. The final list I made was of all the changes that I thought should be made to make the department more profitable. Some of these changes were drastic, so the owners would have to make those decisions.


  I was a little nervous about how the owners would react if I told them I was planning on leaving in a year, so I waited until there were only three months left, and then I told them. I gave the owners my resignation notice, and then I told them that I had prayed for my replacement and that God sent this man. I was surprised when they told me that I had no business looking for my replacement. They put ads in the paper and posted the job internally. When all was said and done, they agreed with God and replaced me with the man I had trained. In the meantime, I was asked for an analysis of the department. I gave them the list I had already created, and after they conducted their own investigation, they made many of the changes I had suggested. During the training period for my replacement, I often prayed to God that He would help this man do a much better job than I had done and that the department would be more profitable for the owners. After I left and this man took over, I would periodically call for an update. After a year, I stopped calling because it was obvious that he was doing better than I had done. Have you ever heard the statement, “Be careful what you pray for or you just might get it”?


  THE TRUCK


  When I had originally prayed for God to send a replacement and a job back home, I had expected to get a job similar to the one I had (as a manager). This was not God’s plan. A few months before that prayer, I had asked the used vehicle manager at work to find me a different vehicle. My old minivan had close to 300,000 miles on it, and I thought it was time for something more reliable. I told him that I wanted a small, two-wheel-drive pickup. Months later (five days after I prayed about a job back home), the used vehicle manager said he had a truck for me and that I should test drive it by taking it home that evening. When I first saw it, I thought he was joking. It wasn’t even close to what I had asked him for. Because I didn’t want to be rude, I drove the truck home that night and showed my wife.


  While looking at the truck that evening, I realized that it would be very easy to turn it into a work truck. I could take off the pickup box and put on a utility body with no other modifications. It already had heavy springs, a long wheel base, and was a four-wheel drive. Because I had been a mechanic for a long time, I already owned a lot of tools. That night, I came to the conclusion that this was how God was answering the second part of my prayer. I could use this truck and my tools to start a mobile repair service. After we moved home, that’s exactly what we did, and God blessed our business from the start.


  I began to see how God could use me even more than He had before because of the flexibility of owning my own business. There have been many opportunities for me to do His work because of the position He has provided for me. For instance, my workload dropped off immediately upon starting to write this book. This was actually one of the reasons I knew how much He wanted me to get it done. While working on this project, one of my constant prayers has been that God would use me as His pen to write His words to you.


  GOD ANSWERS PRAYERS


  The experiences I have shared with you in this chapter are only a few of the many times that God has answered my prayers. These are just a sampling of how God has used answered prayer to speak to me and shape me. I pray about almost everything, but as I have already shared, it has not always been that way. A fellow doubter once told me that it wasn’t right for me to keep a list of answered prayers if I didn’t also keep track of the times that God didn’t answer my prayers. Because of that person, I also keep that list. I can tell you that there are only a small number of things written on that list. Two of the things on that list are there because God didn’t answer me in the time frame that I prayed for. He made me wait one day more before He answered the one prayer and several years longer for the other one. One of the things on that list is a selfish prayer—but I’m still hoping. Another prayer on that list is there because God let the exact thing happen that I was praying wouldn’t happen. I saw later that this was for my own good. The last item on that list is there because it apparently was not God’s will. I have to be honest with you and tell you that I still don’t understand why God did not grant this last prayer, but I have faith that He knows better than I do.


  For those of you who have prayed for something, and you think that God hasn’t heard you or listened to your prayer, please reread the four steps listed near the end of Chapter 1. We may not always get the answers we want, but God will answer. I know from personal experience that, when you have previously seen the power of God in action and then He doesn’t respond to one of your prayers, it can be very frustrating. During those times, and during all times, we have to trust that God has a better plan. It has been said that sometimes one of God’s best gifts is not answering a certain prayer. Because only God knows the future, only He knows what is truly best for us, and others, in the long run.


  If you have never tried praying to God, I encourage you to try. God is faithful, and He answers prayers—even prayers from common sinners like you and me. James 5:17-18 says, “Elijah was a man just like us. He prayed earnestly that it would not rain, and it did not rain on the land for three and a half years. Again he prayed, and the heavens gave rain, and the earth produced its crops.” I think God enjoys showing people how much He loves them and how powerful He is. My guess is that the only thing He enjoys more than that is seeing people respond to His love. Jesus tells us in Matthew 7:7-11:


  
    Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened to you. For everyone who asks receives; he who seeks finds; and to him who knocks, the door will be opened. Which of you, if his son asks for bread, will give him a stone? Or if he asks for a fish, will give him a snake? If you, then, though you are evil, know how to give good gifts to your children, how much more will your Father in heaven give good gifts to those who ask Him!

  


  YOUR TURN


  Write about the times in your life when God talked to you by answering your prayer. Write about the times when God talked to you by not answering your prayer or by giving you an answer other than the one you originally wanted.
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