God Is Real
This book is not fiction. It is a factual account of many of the events occurring in my life back as far as I can remember. I will attempt to put it in some kind of chronological order, and I will eliminate names of any persons who have crossed my path. I will give all of the credit to my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ who holds all of the power and glory in His hands.

My first connection with the world of music was when I was a toddler, as my uncle who was a member of the U.S. Air Force band, gave me a toy drum. Later I was given a toy Xylophone on which I learned to play “Joy to the World “.

My mom was an alto in the church choir, and constantly went around humming and singing hymns. She was in the choir until she was in her mid nineties. I attribute much of my interest in music to her singing. My father was a violinist in a community orchestra and had many classical recordings that I listened to. When I was 13 years old our church started a family marching band, and I learned to play the snare drum. I excelled quickly and decided to learn the bugle also. I came to practice one night and drummed the “roll off” then brought my horn up and played along with the brass players. The director saw this and stopped everything and said “You have to decide whether you want to be a drummer or a bugler”. Truer prophetic words have never been spoken, as I eventually had a career as a drum and bugle corps instructor in the U.S. Air Force.

I always felt that God had a hand in my Air Force career, as I was stationed at three different bases, and was set up for my teaching positions by my previous supervisors. The trainees that I taught asked me where it was that I received my music degree, and were surprised to learn that I had no formal training and had picked it all up on my own.

After I had been in the Air Force for over 14 years I decided I would make a good band director, so I started going to college at nights, and took one course each semester for 5 years. After I retired with 20 years service I attended college full time and completed my Bachelor’s of Music Education degree in 3 1/2 years. I then began teaching public school and Christian school bands, orchestras, elementary music, and gave private lessons to all ages in their homes.

These early events in my life were just a few of those that God was working to put me on the path He has led me to walk. During a low time in my life my divorce brought me to my knees, and literally put me in my prayer closet seeking His mercy. My prayers and cries for help were the first steps in opening a door to His grace.

The main focus of my book is to make it known that God through the Holy Spirit makes it possible for us to see some of the miracles that He does for us on a continuing basis throughout our lives.

Most people do not like to listen to Christians witness as they have a basic problem. In order to see, hear and recognize these special events in our lives, we need to believe in our hearts in a living God that answers prayers, and loves us so much that He will gladly perform signs, wonders and miracles, if we will just humble ourselves and selflessly seek His help.

My beginning to talk to Him as a Father that I could walk with, and tell my deep desires and needs to, brought me closer. I began to wonder if He would hear everything that I said or thought, and wanted Him to speak to me. I have many times cried out loudly in frustration, and even became verbally abusive of the very One that could help me when no one else could. I wanted God to come to me, while He wanted me to come to Him first. I have always felt a kinship with the biblical Job, as he lost everything and continued his witness and faith even while things got worse. God rewarded him after he refused to listen to his friends’ advice to give up, and then forgave them. I have also been rewarded many times by my witness to God’s power. He has sometimes answered my prayers in a moment to show His love and thanks to me.

What is a real eye-opener is that He would use me to be His witness even though I have been weak, frustrated, impatient, unappreciative, introverted, profane, and have let loneliness, sadness, and depression rule my life. I once sat on the floor with a bullet aimed at my head, and prayed that the Lord would send an angel to stop me.

I was put to sleep and woke up later with the thought of suicide gone. It has been a constant battle against these negative thoughts and feelings. I do however believe that God allows these weaknesses, as long as we realize that it is only a prayer away from having them removed when we seek His help.

Over the last year I have been able to smile at people more, and go around singing and humming gospel songs wherever I am. I have had many people look at me like I am insane, but an equal number tell me they like how I try to keep my spirits up, which lifts theirs as well.

I am going to try to write about various events that I believe have been Devine answers to my prayers, and in many cases, unsolicited actions by my Lord to show me that He is listening. I have many times received words in my mind (though not in my ears), that have been short sentences which I believe have been from God. Only the times that these words have been followed by something confirmable in the natural world, have I believed that they were really from Him. I will try to recall and tell these as accurately as I can.

Several years ago a friend suggested I go to a church where prophetic words were being given. I have tape recordings and transcriptions of the prophecy spoken to me by several people. It was always from someone different and was sung to me a couple of times. There were words that God was “healing me on the inside”, that “He knows me, and loves me”, a plea of “Please forgive Me, don’t be angry with Me anymore”, that “I will make things happen around you, that you never dreamed could come true”, telling me that He would “take me to a place that I’d never been, but to not worry, because people would always do hurtful things”, and that He was “making me strong on the inside, so that these hurtful things would just bounce off  so I can do the work that He’s calling me to do”.

I then moved to another town to get closer to the high school band I was going to teach, and met a pastor who wanted me to be a music minister and help him to start a church. I cut Mesquite trees that had long thorns with a lawnmower on hot and dusty desert-like land, and cleaned everything in the mobile home that was the church. I made a life-size cross and hoisted it up on the roof by myself. I stood back and took a photo of it. After it was developed you could see a shining light next to the cross out in the air. Everyone thought it was an angel, so they called me “the miracle worker”. 
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I was clearing out a pile of trash and killed two rattlesnakes that I found under some corrugated metal without getting bitten. One night I was burning paper in a barrel in the dark and laid my hand on a large scorpion on a shovel and did not get stung.

When I returned from this failed church, I went and received more prophetic words which included “I saw you in the desert, and it was dry and real parched and I saw you with thorns, and I saw that you were bitten by snakes and scorpions, but you have tread on the scorpions and snakes.” I took this to indicate that the ones that “stung” me were the people there that hurt my feelings. I was afraid that they would cause trouble for me in the future, and God gave me the words “Watch me work”. The next prophetic words I received were “I saw you coming to the green pastures where the living waters was.” In a week I got a job in a cave with an underground river, where I would sing songs and praise the Lord with music over the next four years.

The last time I went to the prophetic church, I received prophecy from a famous prophet that has a daughter who had been a piano student of mine. He left me with words of “There’s an inheritance coming your way that was rightfully yours. You watch how I’m gonna fill your barns until over-flown because I’ve not forgotten about you.” This has not yet come to pass, but I am going to continue to believe that it will.

At the last high school band I taught, several important events happened. I had taught there for many years in the past, and started up again by arranging all of their music on my computer. I was always looking for new ideas to make their band unique. After one marching rehearsal a couple of the horn players were walking along playing “Amazing Grace” in harmony. I was surprised to find out someone from their town had taught it to them. I asked them if they would consider playing it at a football game if I wrote out the parts for the whole band and they said yes. I also wrote out “Nothing is Impossible with God”, “When the Saints Come Marching in”, and “Swing Low Sweet Chariot”. This was during a year when other schools were protesting the “no prayer” edicts, and once had most of an entire football stadium crowd including our band come down on to the field before an out of town game, holding hands while saying the “Lord’s Prayer” together. I decided then to make my stand as a Christian and play the above music.

On the day that we were going out of town to a game, it had been raining hard, and I decided to take my little car and park it over at the superintendent’s house where it would be safer. I didn’t realize that when I drove into the field next to his house that it had just been plowed. My car became stuck in the mud up to the rocker panels. It was getting very close to the time we were going to leave on the buses, and I was starting to panic. I tried to move it and even found a couple of boards to stick under the tires. It still didn’t want to move and I prayed quickly for the Lord to help. I got back in and put it in gear, and the car moved forward as if I was being helped by someone pushing.

We got on the bus and while we rode through a thunderstorm the lady who was in charge of the band’s behavior was saying that we would probably not play on the field that night. We would save the uniforms from getting muddy and sit in the stands and cheer. I started telling some of the members as we got off of the bus that God would stop the rain because we were going to play “Amazing Grace”. I said this a few times, and by half-time the wind came up and the rain had stopped and we went out on the field. I remember kneeling down on the sidelines during “Amazing Grace” with my hands up praising the Lord, and at the end of the song the rain started again. Halleluiah! I didn’t stop the rain, He did!

The job I had as a tour guide in the cave was fun for the most part, and I loved doing my Christian witness by playing “Amazing Grace” on my trumpet and fife, but the lack of pay raises and the owner’s poor treatment of his employees eventually got to me. After a long Sunday workday I was sweeping the floors, and the manager wanted me to also do the bookkeeping using a new method which upset me, and I walked out. The next day he met me as I came in and told me he wanted me to leave by the end of the week. I called two of my friends and a tow truck to move the trailer I was living in, and was gone by noon.

While I worked there, I had a couple of amazing miracles. I was walking across the grounds around the cave, and was singing “I Love You Lord”, and looked down and picked up a beautiful limestone rock only an inch or so big that was shaped like a heart.

 The big miracle happened a couple of years ago. I had a growth above my left ear, and had it removed in a doctor’s office by burning several years before. It grew back, and became ugly so I was embarrassed when I saw photos taken of me as a tour guide. I got the idea to pray about some doctor coming right to the cave to take care of it, and told people I worked with that God was going to do this. After a tour one day, a man asked me “What is the story about that thing above your ear”, so I told him and said that I didn’t have the money to do something about it. He said he was an ear nose and throat doctor in the local town, and that if I came by his office he would look at it. I went for my appointment and had a biopsy to learn that it was a Basal Cell Carcinoma. He told me that it would cost only a few hundred dollars, so I was scheduled for surgery. I was told I might even have to have a skin graft performed. After surgery where I was “put under” without the need for a skin graft, it was deemed that it had been successful. A few weeks later I received bills totaling about $3200 and called the doctor in a panic about helping me with this bill. He put his secretary on the problem, and after more calls, he went to the director of the hospital. I finally paid three little charges which totaled exactly $112.26. This amount is the same to the penny as I have been paying each month on my life insurance for the last 7 years. I believe this was God’s “life insurance”, and was all according to God’s plan to answer my prayers after I witnessed that He would do this for me!

I had previously met a man at the church I was attending who knew about the grief I was having at my cave job, and he offered me the chance to hook up my trailer at the place he was renting. I stayed there a month while I was looking for a job according to the guidelines of the unemployment office, and began to help this older gentleman move his belongings to a new place across the road. I applied at several places and was waiting for someone to call me, when I began to believe that my previous employers were giving me a bad reference. At a gift shop I applied at, I told them my story and asked the lady to not call them.

In the meantime, I had moved my trailer to an RV park, and decided to call a man who owned a business nearby. I had met him years before, as I taught his daughter music lessons until she became sick. A couple of years ago I asked him if he could help me by paying me for a year’s music lessons in advance, as the IRS had sent me a surprise bill for $1500 back taxes. The wife of the pastor where I had the experience with the desert church had prepared my taxes and made a gigantic error. He told me that at the next lesson he would give me a check. When I got to his house he told me to sit down, as he had been thinking a lot about this. He pushed the check across the table to me and said “This is a gift. We are on this earth to help each other.” I knew he was a Christian, but this really proved it to me.

About a week after I moved to the RV Park, I decided to call the man that let me stay at his place, and asked if he needed any more help. He gladly accepted, as there was no one else available, so I spent the day there while we finished moving the last of his belongings to his new house. That afternoon when I got back to the trailer park I got two calls, one from the gift shop telling me she was hiring me, and then a few hours later from the dad of my music student in response to my asking him if he knew anyone who needed a helper. He then told me he was creating a job for me at his own business. I believe that God waited to get me a job until I had finished my promise to help my friend move.

In all of my obsessing over the many months about finding a better job than what I had at the cave, I had been thinking about why I wanted to leave and what a job would be like if I could find the perfect one.

I now have a job where the CEO cares about his employees, where I am getting $4.00 more per hour, which is enough to allow me to work 5 days a week giving me my weekends off.  I work in an air conditioned building, and get extra paid days off around the holidays. I get to be out of the office driving my own little sports car to run errands. I work with other Christians that I can witness to, and I work a reasonable distance from my residence. I’ve gotten holiday bonuses, and often have lunches bought by our generous CEO. I also received a solid silver professional model flute for a Christmas present. One flute I had thought about purchasing was chrome plated like the plumbing in the hardware store where it was being sold. I have since played Christian music on my new flute in many RV parks and churches.

I have witnessed God’s answering my prayers not only to the letter, but giving me much more than I asked for at the same time. All of these miracles He has done to show me He loves me and is listening to me in spite of my impatience and weakness of faith!

Over time I have been going from one church to the next, and have had the feeling that the Lord has been showing me many things which may have not been righteous. I have heard pastors pressure their flock over more money for larger buildings, and try to force people into supporting their plans. I have witnessed pastors attempt to make a person smile when that was not possible and have heard them talk against other Protestants and Catholics as if they were less holy or able to function as Christians than their church was. Some pastors have been against the use of various translations of the bible and have praised the history and lineage of their church for creditability’s sake. I decided to go on a quest for a church that had bible teaching on a regular basis during their services.

I recently selected a church where I felt I would fit in because of the particular musical instrument I played, and was told that I would not perform the first Sunday because they didn’t like to “add something new to the mix” before having a rehearsal. I went to the service that Sunday anyway, and was invited into the Sunday school class. The teacher was reading from the book of Daniel and wanted to go to a similar passage in Revelation. He asked for someone to read from chapter 13, and I volunteered, as I did not have the complete bible, but only my small New Testament. I opened my book, and there was my bookmark where I had stopped at the beginning of chapter 13 some weeks before, while I sat outside a Laundromat reading. To say the least I was amazed at what had happened, for God had engineered this many weeks in advance.

That Sunday they were having a visiting blue grass gospel band perform. At the end of the preacher’s sermon I thought to myself wouldn’t it be wonderful if they would play “Amazing Grace”, and the pastor said to the band “Would you please come up and sing one more song”. The leader looked around at them and said “Let’s do Amazing Grace”.

The next week I was getting ready to leave for the church service, and I was thinking “Wouldn’t it be great if someone would write Christian words for Willie Nelson’s “Blue eyes crying in the rain”? I had recently sung different Christian words to the song ”Oh Danny Boy” at the weekly RV park music jam session. When I got to the church their band sang a couple of songs, and the third one, in answer to my prayer was “Jesus Walking in His Reign.” I was again amazed at the Lord’s answering my prayers so efficiently.

The next week I was at work driving a truck across town, and on the way back got a ride from one of our young drivers in his car. After a short time we realized we were both Christians, and began witnessing to each other. When we arrived at the office I gave him a polished “Bloodstone” rock and card which included some bible verses on it. He then gave me a tract which was the gospel of John. That weekend I began reading it and left my bookmark in it where I stopped. When I got to the church that Sunday, the pastor asked everyone to open their bibles to John chapter 5, exactly where I had left my bookmark the day before.

The next Sunday I attended another church, and on the way in, I was greeted and my hand was shook by everyone I met. I told a person that I was a musician, and in 10 minutes I was asked to stand up in front as their song leader. The pastor had us open our bibles to I Corinthians 2, which is exactly where the Wednesday night class at the previous week’s church had stopped studying. One evening the pastor was talking on the rapture, and I told him I had a song I’d like to sing on that subject sometime. I didn’t tell him what it was, but he proceeded to sing that very song halfway through his sermon. I stayed at this church a couple of more weeks and sang “specials” and played “When the Roll is called up Yonder” on my trumpet.

The next Sunday I went to another church where an older pastor was preaching who had a sweet spirit in him. At the end of the service he informed everyone that the actions of the appointed church board of directors had made him decide to go into retirement, as it had always been a “pastor-lead“ church and was not going to be in the future.  An emotional lady stood up and told the whole church how much of a mistake this was. I felt in my spirit that she was right.

It is a difficult thing to be a Christian in this world, when there is so much dissention and confusion in our very own churches. People are scrambling for power and control in their capacities as leaders and ministers of all types.

For me, the challenge comes as I want to perform my music in a spiritual surrounding, but have sometimes had to accept a less than spiritual group of people in the bands. Some pastors have been judgmental, condemning, and hypocritical, instead of compassionate and forgiving. I have left churches where they have misinterpreted the bible and taught their ideas as if it were factual. I refuse to remain a member of a church that accepts the immorality creeping into the world under the guise that Jesus would want us to overlook it and be accepting of their sin. Paul’s letters to the early churches warned about this and Jesus spoke against being “neither hot nor cold”. I do however know that the Lord wants me to overlook all of this and forgive them, as no one is perfect. Like this book, Christians are a continuous work in progress.

I have been blessed to live in the RV Park I was led to, and have been allowed to move my trailer to three different spots. The current one is the closest to the restrooms and the recreational building where I played Gospel music for a period of months. I also have a beautiful lawn around my trailer, and 6 giant Oak trees above. Another lady that had my RV spot before, collected various rocks, fossils, and Indian artifacts and had left them in the garden with the flowers she planted. I also found in the dirt three large limestone hearts that had been painted red, so I gave them a new coat of paint and put them on display. A couple of weeks later, I was looking at them and realized that some years ago I had found a photo in a magazine of someone holding three limestone hearts similar in size to the ones I found. This photo has been taped into the back of my bible ever since I found it, and the photo of the ones I found are below.  I was amazed to find my very own set of hearts in my garden.

[image: image2.jpg]



I have a Christian dentist who will pray over you when you are afraid. He has volunteered his vacation time to treat people in foreign countries on a medical missionary team, and has helped various people in this country and State who had the need for free dental work and surgery. I left his office twice without cost, and other times with a greatly reduced charge for only the anesthetics required. Are these miracles? Is God doing His work through people who love Him? I had almost no pain on two occasions with teeth that were cracked all the way to the root. Even my dentist remarked on how I should have been in great pain. I told him “I guess I have tooth angels”.

My daughter has just graduated from high school one year early at the age of 17. She wants to go to a beauty school that will get her a state certification. The cost of the school, a car, and an apartment had me worried, so I came up with the brilliant idea of saving 75% of my tithe for her. It didn’t work, as I spent it last month. She did get promoted at work in the grocery store to full time customer service, but that wasn’t enough. Last Sunday at her church, a kind woman gave her a check for $12,000, which is enough for the school and some of the rest of her needs. Six weeks later, my 20 year old son has received $12,000 from the same woman, and he has begun attending a computer training school. I have gone back to paying my full tithe, as God can take care of problems better than I can!

This last Sunday our pastor told us a story in church that God gave him years ago. When I heard this I just about fell out of my chair because I felt it was about me. 

“Every weekend a man stayed home and didn’t spend his money. He finally had enough to buy a piece of land. It was grubby and had stuff grown over it, and had rocks and boulders. It was ugly and wasn’t developed and he would drive miles out of his way to get a good feeling, because he was following the purpose and the plan of God for his life. He kept sacrificing and saving his money and not going out and being with women and the party life. Finally he cleared that land. No more stumps and boulders. He got that pleasure until he was able to lay a foundation, and the cement trucks came and there’s nothing but a cement slab. He goes out there in the morning and says “I can see a house going up. I’m going to have me a beautiful lady and she’s going to be my wife and she’s going to live in that house.” Finally he gets enough money and puts the walls up and the roof on, then it’s painted and varnished. He says “This is my house and I did half of the work with my own hands.” There’s no furniture yet, and finally he gets one piece of furniture. In the meantime he starts dating this little girl and pretty soon he feels she’s the one he wants to live in that house. On the day he wants to pop the question he walks her to that house and says “You know something, for 7 years I’ve been building this place just for you. This is your house if you want to be my wife. You can change anything you want, but I didn’t want to bring you here until it was ready.”

 Is that a love story or what? I claim all of the things in this story as prophecy for me, as they have happened in the past, are happening in the present, and have been in my mind and heart for my future family. 

The way I got my land 12 years ago was by going to several local realtors who drove me around to properties which were unappealing to me. The last one had a gigantic pile of wood and rubble at the front of it. I asked the realtor if we could walk on the property, and after our walk I told him I would think about it. About 3 months later I called him back and asked if anyone had bought it and he told me that no one wanted it because it was ugly. I knew that it was meant to be as I had waited for the right moment after praying about it. I cleared it just like the above prophecy was told to me years later, and now it looks like a well manicured park.

The day after this was spoken in July I went out to the dumpster at work, after wondering when this all might come to pass, and leaning against it in a box was a Christmas tree with lights on it. All I can do is to believe that God is answering my prayers in every way in the near future.

Over the last year or so, God has put me in contact with people who have needed my help. I believe He has done this because He knows that I have compassion for people in trouble. There have been several people who have broken down on the highway outside of our business, who needed a battery jump-started or a flat tire replaced. There was a man at a repair shop who was getting ready to carry his just-fixed radiator to his van in a store parking lot a mile away. I wish I had a photo of him as he sat in the front seat of my sports car with that radiator between him and my windshield. Our God is an awesome God, and will use us when our hearts are open to helping others. My church pastor told us to be ready to give our tithe to anyone who needed it, because it’s God’s money, and He will decide how it needs to be used.

The last two weeks at my church on Wednesdays nights I have had the opportunity to help people with money. This week there was a young family with a pregnant mom and little baby who came by in an old car. I gave them my weekly tithe as my pastor suggested whenever someone comes along who needs help. I was then asked to lead the service because pastor was busy with an emergency counseling session.

I had just bought a newer RV Trailer and was trying to figure out how to fit my drum set in it. After many frustrating attempts, words of “Turn it around” were given to me in my mind. I tried it and it worked perfectly.

The owner of our company used to do various things to stir up camaraderie and to raise our spirits. One afternoon before lunch he came in with a handful of lottery scratch-off tickets and passed them out to our small four person office. I asked how to do mine and realized I had won thirty dollars. My boss knew my generosity and said “I know what you’re going to do with that.” I asked him where I could cash it in and he told me to go down to the convenience store two miles south of us. As I drove there I saw a couple hitchhiking on the highway and I told myself “I’ll give it to them on the way back.” After I cashed it in I saw that they were gone. I went back to work and at the end of the day a few hours later the office secretary handed me a Fed Ex package and asked me to drop it off at the Fed Ex box at the convenience store five miles north of us on the way home. As I pulled in to the parking lot and parked in front of the Fed Ex box, there were the two hitchhikers from a few hours before. I got my tithe for the next Sunday out of my glove box and added it to the lottery ticket cash and handed it to them after wishing them a Merry Christmas.

On my way to work I was going to stop and get a breakfast taco, but changed my mind and instead went to the convenience store to get a donut. Coming out of the door was the pastor of one of the local churches I had written about in my book. The night before I thought I should put a copy of my book in my car. I grabbed the book and gave it to him and told him what was going on with me and my current church and music ministry. I know that God arranged for this to happen.

Last Friday at work I was running around doing various chores, and as I walked by the front door a short Hispanic man that looked like he had just arrived from the jungles of Colombia was standing outside not wearing a shirt. I asked him “can I help you?” He told me in perfect English that a young girl was out on the highway with a flat tire, and they did not have a wrench to remove it. I went out to my car and gave him my 4-way lug wrench. About 10 minutes later I looked out and saw him standing there again. He told me that it didn’t fit, so I got my tools and went with him. He had an old pickup truck and was accompanied by a woman, a boy, and girl. We found a socket wrench to fit the wheel, but the little handle had no leverage because it was so short. I told him that to make it work we would need a pipe to slip over the end. He reached into the back of what appeared to be an empty truck bed and pulled out a short section of pipe which fit perfectly over the end of my wrench and proceeded to loosen the wheel to replace it with a spare tire. While they were doing the work I talked to the young female driver would told me she had a daughter in day care that she was going to pick up in a town 30 miles away.  I said that was the town where I go to church and she asked me which church and told me that her father was a church pastor and that they knew my pastor. The family had finished the tire change and we all thanked each other and went our ways. When I got back inside I was met by a young office worker who liked to pretend she was my boss so she proceeded to berate me for helping people on the highway when I was being paid to help them. She obviously didn’t remember that I had aired up her flat tire and given her a ride to an auto repair shop when she needed help recently. I believe that God put us together to accomplish this “Good Samaritan” task. My pastor told me that God was sending people to me as He knows I will help them.

I recently got a letter from the volunteer fire department asking for donations, and realized that I did not have a “911” address at my ranch. I contacted the post office and they sent someone out to take a GPS reading in order to be able to assign an address based on the location. I had the thought that it would be really neat if it could have been “1000” as that would have been the same as my post office box number. They called me a while later and I asked them what it was and she said “999”. I told her what I had hoped for and she said that it would have been 1000 but it was on the side of the street that had to have odd numbers.

This week my 17 year old daughter who works as a night manager at the grocery store, was given the responsibility of taking $6000 to the night deposit at the bank after the store closed. When she got to the parking lot an ex-employee jumped her to rob the money. Fortunately the other employees leaving at the same time tackled him and wrestled him to the ground. He got a lot of bruises and was hauled off to jail to be treated for being under the influence of drugs. I was happy that my daughter was safe.

On a drizzly day in the winter I was on my way to the post office and noticed that the hood of my car was not latched all the way down as it was bouncing while I drove. I decided to get off at the next exit to close it. As I went down the off ramp I touched my brakes and the car started to slide. I realized that I was going too fast to make the bend at the end of the ramp. I had the thought that I might hit the curb sideways and flip over, so I took my foot off the brake and steered straight ahead. I went over the curb and passed between about 10 sign poles, down off the next curb and onto the frontage road. I looked in my rearview mirror and started saying “Thank you Jesus!” over and over. There were no other cars around, and I pulled into the nearest gas station and got out to look at my car and there was no damage to the car at all. There was no alignment thrown out, bent wheels or body damage whatsoever!

Another lady ran out of gas outside our business again! She was late for a custody hearing in town. I just “so happened” to be down stairs again and saw her walking up to the end of our fence. I went out and she asked me if I had any gasoline. At first I said no, but then remembered and went inside where I had placed a gas can with about a gallon left from a lawnmower. After making about three trips back inside to find a screwdriver and a funnel I poured it into the tank as the semi trucks were zooming past us on the highway. She said “I don’t know if you believe in God, but I think Satan has been messing with me.” I agreed with her and gave her one of my bloodstones to remind her that Jesus had died for her and that she was covered by His blood and wished her Merry Christmas.

On Sunday before Christmas they decided to pass out boxes of candy canes at church along with a copy of the story about the “origin of the candy cane”: (upside-down the candy cane looks like a “J” for Jesus, the red stands for the blood, the white for purity, the stripes for His sacrifice, etc.) I raised my hand and suggested that everyone should make copies of the story and open the boxes and pass out individual candy canes to people they meet. A lady in church gave me another box of candy canes to take with me. I found some extra copies of the story and I passed out 9 of them on the way home. On Christmas Eve I drove to town for supplies and to make extra copies and brought the rest of my candy canes with me. I drove around town and gave them away at the stores, cleaners, and the post office. Back at my R.V. park I gave them to people I didn’t know including the owner of the park, the biker dude with the bandana, the old lady who walks her dog and the guy who hardly speaks to anyone. The candy canes were all gone, and I walked into the recreation hall and on the kitchen counter was another box of 13 candy canes with an extra one sitting on top. This made 14!

 I walked back to my trailer and there were 14 more copies of the story that I had left. If I had handed out one more candy cane or had one less copy this wouldn’t have worked out! This is just one more example of how God has given me exactly to the n’th degree what I have needed!

That afternoon when I went out to my car to check my oil I pulled up the dipstick to see that it was a quart low. I thought that I should go next door and see if they had a quart of oil I could buy so I didn’t take a chance of driving to a store while it was low. Right then I heard my neighbor start her truck. So I ran over there to stop her before she drove away. I asked her if she could buy a quart of oil for me while she was out and handed her the $4 I had left in my wallet. She said “wait a minute” and got out and opened the trunk and asked me “what kind do you want?” and handed me the exact brand and type I was ready to tell her before I even said it. I said “God works in mysterious ways” and she said “He certainly does!”

I had been praying that I would be able to buy a truck that I could have for future ministry and family and ranch use. After going through a long process of selecting exactly what I wanted and could afford, I had my truck. I was then waiting for my license plates to be sent to me and was driving around with a cardboard plate on the front on which I had written “Thank You Jesus” and “Praise the Lord”. I had seen a local truck that had my initials on its plate and thought “wouldn’t it be great if I could get free plates that had some random letters or numbers that could “stand for something”. It was too expensive to get personalized plates, and I couldn’t find a special customized license plate frame either. I came home one day three weeks after I got the truck and on my front doorstep they had delivered my plates. My pastor has three “7’s” in his phone number and address because he asked for them as “7’s” are associated with perfection in the bible. My license plates are “77JBJ7”. I looked at that and was amazed! I thought “I wonder if that could stand for Just Believe Jesus”, and I called my pastor and he suggested “Just be Joyful”. I believe that the first two “7’s” stand for God who was here from the beginning, and for Jesus through whom all things were made, and the last “7” for the Holy Spirit which follows us through life teaching us and leading us to heaven! I have a friend in “high places” that not only got my “special” license plates for free, but got a truck for me which is not only going to be used in a ministry but is also a ministry in itself! I have since put gold letters on my rear truck windows which spell out “Just Believe Jesus”, Just Be Joyful”, and “Miracles Still Happen!”

On Maundy Thursday I had the hymn “Low in the grave He lay” (also known as) “Up from the grave He arose” going through my mind and searched my hymnal until I found it. I got choked up when I sang the lyrics. I went to my boss’s house and as we often talked about spiritual things told him that I had Easter music on my mind to play at church that Sunday. He asked me what my favorite Easter hymn was and I said that I like them all. He then said his was “Up from the grave He arose.”

While I have been out of work for a few months and waiting not so patiently for God to get me a job, I have had more little miracles that are just too amazing to ignore, disbelieve or forget.

A few Sundays ago I awoke with another hymn on my mind. It was “Jesus Paid it All”. I decided to play it on my trumpet for church that day. While I was getting my coffee ready I turned on my favorite TV preacher and within a moment he said “Jesus paid it all”. I took this as a confirmation for my “assignment”. I was also obsessing about how much I would give at church, as my tithe had been based upon my Air Force retirement check of $1400 which just pays my bills, but does not provide for my food or gasoline. My weekly tithe works out to $35. I looked in my wallet and saw four $20 bills and thought “should I give $40 or $20 and keep a record of what I “owe”? I chose the $20 because I had to buy gas for my truck and food for me. When I got to church I wrote out the music for my trumpet and played it at the start of the service. For the last few weeks a businessman in our church has been donating $200 to be handed out in church after the tithes are gathered. Amounts of $10, $15, $25, $50, and $100 have been given to whoever would get the correct number drawn in order to help people with the rising gas prices and effectively encourage people to drive the long distances to church. My number was the second one drawn and I looked down at the $15 and walked across the room and handed it to a lady that needed it more than me. After that everyone else gave theirs to someone else also. After I sat down I realized that the $15 had added to the $20 I gave and made up my $35 tithe! Later after I got home I realized that I had played “Jesus paid it all”. So, to make a long story shorter…Jesus paid my tithe for me!

The next week I was working on my car which has had a howling noise whenever I turned on the air conditioner. I couldn’t figure out what was causing it and tried “soaping” the belts to see if it would go away. It didn’t.  The sound didn’t go up or down with the speed of the motor either and that didn’t make any sense. I thought that my air compressor was fixing to self destruct. I was giving up and as I was walking away, the words “cooling fan” popped into my mind. I shook my head and went inside for the night. The next morning I woke up and remembered the words and went to my electrical schematic for my car and traced down the wires to the secondary cooling fan and unplugged them. “Lo and behold” the sound went away! I have since been able to drive my car using the primary cooling fan which works just fine giving me all the cool air I need! I believe God told me how to fix my car for free because I was not even considering this answer as a solution! Every time He has spoken to me it has been in short phrases. He is a Man of few but powerful words!

The most recent miracle happened a week later right before Father’s day! I was watching a movie about a dysfunctional family that was falling apart. The father was trying to make up to his family and had made dinner for them. They were all mad at him and wouldn’t come down to eat. On the table he had set 4 plates of spaghetti with sauce. I saw this and was wishing that I could have some. I thought that I might go to the store the next day and get a frozen spaghetti dinner to heat up in the microwave, but that didn’t sound too good. After the movie I went for a walk around the RV Park and while I was walking was thinking “maybe my kids would call me and take me out to eat on Father’s day”. I then remembered that you couldn’t get a spaghetti dinner in my small town. As I was making my last “figure 8” pass around the streets I approached my trailer. Coming over from next door was my neighbor carrying some Tupperware. She had brought me some sausage and gravy recently so I yelled over at her “hey, are you cleaning out your refrigerator again? She said “No! I just made this!” and handed me a hot spaghetti dinner with sauce that fed me for the next two days! I said Thank you Jesus!” and told her the story. How’s that for an answered prayer that wasn’t even made! It was prepared for me in the time that I finished watching the movie and went for a walk!

I went to the Dollar store and paid $2.50 for pickles and crackers, then went to the grocery store and bought bread and a slice of Deli pizza. The lady paid my tax for me with the penny donations and I had 50 cents left from my daily 5 dollar allowance. I walked out thinking “I have 50 cents left”. I stopped at the bulletin board outside and a man with tattoos who was sitting on the ground looks up at me and says “do you have 50 cents?” I said “What?” and he said it again. I laughed and said “I have it here somewhere” and that’s all I have!” He smiled and I handed it to him and told him “you have a nice day!”

While I was growing up in my house there was a French Bayonet from 1876 that I believe belonged to my great grand uncle who got it after the Franco Prussian War. When my father passed away in 1983 my brother received it. Then when my brother passed away in 1989 his wife sold it to a pawn shop in California. I was walking through a local flea market and saw one just like it. That inspired me to get on the internet and research the history of that model. I then started searching to see if I could find any for sale. On a web site in California was a nice one, and I called the owner. I asked him when he got it, and it was the year after my brother passed away. When I bought it back I saw it had the same tiny paint flecks from the shelf it had sat on at home. It had been 22 years since it was lost. I believe that God was showing me again that He could get me anything if I would wait for his timing.
Recent miracle events in 2015

I was out in the pre-dawn dark walking from the laundry room to my trailer when words came to my mind “big dog.” Right then a white sheep dog came running out from the back of my trailer. I believe God was protecting me again.

A good friend was visiting from out of State and I went the city park to play music for him on the kids’ outdoor percussion instruments. After we went back to my trailer to play music together, I noticed my gold ring that has the first few lines of the 23rd Psalm inscribed in Hebrew text had disappeared from my hand. I got in a panic and told him that I knew that it was just a “thing”, but that it meant so much to me because it was a “witness tool.” I got the thought to go back out to the park, and found it barely exposed on its side down in the mud where it had fallen off of my hand. Thank you Jesus!

I was walking across the RV Park to the manager’s trailer and some neighbors came out their door with their vicious dog. It broke loose off of its leash and charged at me barking and snarling. I stood where I was as it ran 50 feet towards me and froze six feet away with its head down.  I believe it saw an angel with me and stopped there.

Driving home from a music jam session I get a word of “Deer” followed 2 seconds later by a real one jumping across the road from right to left. I had just enough time to put on my brakes and another Deer followed two seconds later.  If I had not been quiet I wouldn’t have heard the warning.
I just moved to a new town and have had the thought of finding a new church. I found out that I can’t receive any free television up here in the hills so I can’t watch my favorite TV pastor and I’ve been looking at the churches around town as I drive by.  On Friday I was thinking about it again as I had been invited to a large local church by a neighbor, but wanted to find one my own. I went for a bike ride in the beautiful park, and stopped to say hello to a man walking. I told him that the section of woods we were in was my favorite because of the tree - shaded path. He saw the cross around my neck and asked me what it meant to me, so I told him that “Jesus is my Lord” and that I was “walking the walk” with Him. He then told me that he pastored a small missionary church. I realized that God had set this up for me so I went today on Sunday.

 I got there early and no one was there. The outside of the building was kind of old and somewhat worn, but when the people arrived I found it was beautiful on the inside. I brought in my flute and played a couple of hymns and was thinking about asking to play one more at the end. I looked in the hymnal index and had my finger on “When the Roll is called Up Yonder” when the pastor said during his sermon: “And the trumpet of the Lord shall sound.” (which are the exact words from my hymn). A few minutes later he said “turn to Hebrews” and I flipped quickly to that book not knowing which reading it would be. He then said which verse and I looked down and my finger was resting on it already. When I got up to play my song I told everyone that I had prayed to find a pastor who was being lead by the Holy Spirit and I realized that this was my confirmation, as the Holy Spirit was in and around their church connecting between Him and the pastor and myself. 

Our God is an awesome God! This all reminded me that God can bring me anything He wants anytime He wants to bring it! I then called all of my friends and told them what happened, as God has made me a blabbermouth for Him!

Some people might argue about the parameters of “What defines a miracle?” What about a “sign”, or a “wonder”, or maybe just an “answered prayer.” Why does God speak prophetically to us through various gifted people? I don’t see the importance of defining these events. We need to just recognize them and attribute them to the One who has made them all possible through the ages. I pray that you will receive your own blessings and be able to accept them as being way beyond chance, luck, and coincidence.

We are living in a time when television and movies have glamorized demons as heroic, innocent, and easily vanquished even by non-Christians. Many churches do not want to talk about Satan in fear of inviting him in. Books have been written to disprove the existence and Deity of our Lord Jesus.

This is nothing new, as people in His own time accused Jesus himself of being possessed by demons. Many lies are being perpetrated as Satan’s time is growing short and he knows it. He is doing all he can to win over the unbelievers, and to influence believers to become fearful and impotent in their witness about our Lord.

I would like for people to know that our God is alive. The Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, have twice as many angels than Satan has demons. Miracles of all types are being engineered for us constantly. All we have to do is to believe in Him and to put our trust in Him. Then we can see these miracles in each of our lives.

There is one more thing that is to me a miracle of some kind. I prayed that God would give me wisdom and I have received enough to show me how to get out of debt. Over the 18 years I have lived by myself after my divorce, I have managed to pay off $250,000 worth of loans and interest. I have learned to live on 40% of my retirement income and save the rest for the future.

“And whatsoever ye shall ask in my name, that will I do, that the Father may be glorified in the Son. If ye shall ask anything in my name I will do it.”                                                                        

   John 14: 13, 14

So Jesus said to them, “ I say to you, if you have faith as a mustard seed, you will say to this mountain, 'Move from here to there,' and it will move; and nothing will be impossible for you.
 Matthew 17:20

"I can do all things through Christ 

who strengthens me." 

Philippians 4:13

Psalm 151

(A Psalm that I wrote)

Complain not with great impatience, for the Lord knoweth thy every need and desire.

Wait for the Lord’s timing and trust in His infinite wisdom.

Praise the Lord for thy life and for each of thy days, and thou shalt receive mercy even though thou deserveth it not.

Make thy hand and heart and mind pure, and the Lord shall refrain from heaping judgment upon thy head.

Obsess not over the shortcomings of others, and let the Lord keep a record of their sins, for thee hath enough problems of thy own.[image: image3][image: image4][image: image5]
