




INTERCESSOR 
 

UNCLE DICK’S HEALING 
 

On the completion of the six months' intercession for Captain Gosset by Easter, 
1910, Rees Howells was free to go back to a normal life. However, the Lord also gave 
him the offer of continuing in a hidden ministry for another four months to gain some 
other places of intercession, one being for the child widows of India whose sufferings 
were so great under the prevailing system.  

He chose to continue the hidden life because, he said, "the fellowship I had had 
with the Lord Himself surpassed all I ever had with man; also I had not finished going 
through the Bible with the Holy Spirit. The hardest thing in my life had become the 
sweetest." 

The Lord then pointed out to Rees that these widows were living on only a 
handful of rice a day, and reminded him of the law of intercession, that before he could 
intercede for them he must live like them.  

So, his diet was to be one meal of oats (porridge) every two days, "which the 
devil was apt to call pigs' food!" He was to give up bread, tea and sugar, and have a 
pennyworth of milk every two days, the whole costing less than 1 shilling 6 pence a 
week.  

The Lord also told him to leave home and live in rooms, as his mother could 
never have stood his living on so little. He knew fully that before it could be completed 
he would have to come to the position where he never wanted to change. Could the 
Holy Ghost so alter his taste that the food he was now to take would be as satisfying to 
him as the excellent food he was used to in his own home? 
 
"What pangs of hunger I had," he said afterwards. "The 
Lord doesn't make it easy for you. He doesn't carry you 
through on eagle's wings, as it were. The victory is that you 
come up through it. I remember the feeling I had the first 
day, when I had no bread at all. I would have given 
anything for a crust. When you take the place of another, 
you take the suffering of another, you have to walk every 
inch of it. 
"As every meal time came round, there was nothing for 
me. The wonder is that I didn't go under to it and give in. 
Only Ezekiel was my friend, and all I could say was, 'How 
did he do it?'" (Ezek. 4). 
 

Nor must it be thought that intercession for Mr. Howells merely meant costly 
acts of obedience. With his own pangs, there went up a continual cry to God for the 
relief of the sufferers whose burden he was carrying.  

He continued this for ten weeks, and it took ten days to get victory. He saw that 
the point of fasting is to bring the body into subjection to the Spirit. "Each fast, if 
carried out under the guidance of the Holy Spirit, means that our bodies become more 
equipped to carry burdens." 



INTERCESSOR 
 

Rees began the day at 5 a.m., with no food all day, then sleeping on the floor, 
up again at 5 o'clock and going another day without food until 5 p.m. 

 "I would have gone on like that all the days of my life  to release those widows 
of India," he said. And when  he did get victory, one meal inn two days had  become 
the same to him as having three meals a day.  

"I knew I was gaining a victory for the Lord, "he said,  "whereby He could 
release those widows."   

It is a significant fact that with India's independence and new Constitution in 
1949, at least a legal change has been made in the laws of inheritance for the benefit of 
widows, and that a new day has dawned in the general emancipation of women.  

Who knows what contribution this time of intercession made to this release, and 
indeed to the open doors throughout all India today for the spread of the gospel? 

In this period of intercession, the final positions of fasting to which God called 
Rees were first to one meal every three days, and then to a total fast of fifteen days.  

By the seventh day of this, he said, "I was going on happily and wasn't touched 
by it. I was exactly the same the seventh day as on the first. I hadn't exhausted my 
strength at all and didn't feel the need for food." The Lord told him then that the 
intercession was gained and the fasting could finish, although he himself wanted to 
complete it. 

During these final months of intercession, an incident took place which Mr. 
Howells always considered to be one of the greatest experiences of his life. Up on the 
Black Mountain, his invalid Uncle Dick was still living at Pentwyn, the grandparents' old 
home. On New Year's day, before going to visit him, Rees ran upstairs to his room. It 
was his habit before going out to ask the Lord to shelter him under the Blood and to 
lead him to anyone who needed his help. 

That morning, quite unexpectedly, the Holy Spirit spoke to him: "It is the 
Father's will to restore your uncle." It seemed "too good to be true, and too great to 
believe"— that after all these thirty years his uncle should walk again as other men! 

When he arrived at Pentwyn his uncle, who was always eagerly awaiting his 
weekly visit, asked him the usual question: "Anything new from the Lord?"  
"Yes," answered Mr. Howells, "and it is about you.'" 
"About me!" was the surprised reply. "Have I done anything wrong?"  
"No, but the Lord has told me that it is His will to heal you." 

We can only imagine what the news must have sounded like in the uncle's ears. 
All he could say was that he must go out and see the Lord about it. After a quarter of 
an hour in the little garden at the back, he returned with his face radiant.  "Yes," he 
said, "I am to be healed in four and a half months, that will be on May 15." 

If they had left it indefinite and not committed themselves to a date, it would 
have been much easier to make known the healing in public, but the point the Holy 
Spirit pressed home was that it was to be as much of a reality to them then as it would 
be to other people after it became a fact. 

"Faith is the realization of things hoped for, the proof of things not seen" (Heb. 
11:1, Rotherham).   

 



INTERCESSOR 
 

"This was not a case of the fight of faith," said Mr. Howells, "but of standing still 
and seeing the salvation of the Lord." The intercession had been gained in the long six 
months' battle for the tubercular woman, and "gaining it once meant gaining the 
position; it could be used in any other case the Holy Ghost wanted." 

So the great news was made known that week, and soon became the talk of the 
district. Many pitied his uncle and said he had allowed himself to be led astray. Some 
came to ask why the Lord had said four and a half months, instead of a month or a 
week or a day.  

"Those things we did not understand and therefore did not try to explain," said 
Mr.Howells.  

 "People are always asking 'why?' The only thing that could be said was that 
'the spirits of the prophets are subject to the prophets,' and God gave that date." 

Two weeks after it was made known, his uncle took a turn for the worse and 
was in bed for a month. People said that instead of being restored, he would be in the 
grave when the day came! Although he was very ill, the Holy Spirit warned them not to 
pray. If they did, their prayers would be prayers of doubt.  

Indeed the Lord had told his uncle, instead of praying for those ten hours a day, 
to prepare for the public work that would come to him after the healing. 

Two weeks before the date of the healing, the Lord made it known to Mr. 
Howells that he was to leave home for a few months, and that after telling his uncle, he 
was not to visit him again until after the healing, because it was not God's will that any 
man should take praise from it.  

When he went down to Pentwyn his uncle asked, with the glory of the Lord on 
his face, "Has the Lord told you why He said four and a half months, and May 15? It 
will be Whitsunday. He is healing me in memory of Pentecost. God has told me that I 
am to be healed at 5 o'clock in the morning and I am to walk to chapel and back [a 
distance of three miles] for the first time in thirty years!" 

As Mr. Howells had been going to visit his uncle every week and now wasn't to 
go again, naturally the first thought that would come to everyone's mind was that he 
had run away and left his uncle in the lurch.   

"We laughed all day at the greatness of the divine plan," he said, "and our 
keynote 
for those last two weeks continued to be, 'Stand still and see the salvation of the Lord 
with you.' " 

On the night before Whitsunday, his uncle was as bad as ever. Every night 
between 1 and 2 a.m. he had to get up, being unable to remain lying down, and he had 
to do it that morning.  

It was the last attack of the enemy, who whispered, "It is all up. You are just the 
same now as any other night, and you have only got three hours." One minute is quite 
long enough for the Lord. He went back to bed, and deep sleep came over him. 

The next thing the uncle heard was the clock striking five, and he found himself 
perfectly restored. He called the family up, and there was such a solemn awe in the 
house that they were afraid to move, realizing that God Himself had done that great act 
that very hour. 
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When the time came to walk to church, the devil suggested that he should take 
a walking stick in case he needed a little support, to which he had to say, "Get thee 
behind me, Satan!" 
He arrived at the church and they had "another cause for thanksgiving on that 
Thanksgiving Sunday." People from all parts of the district came the next day to see 
him, and the Welsh correspondent of The Life of Faith, the Rev. Wynne Evans, wrote 
an article in that paper about the wonderful healing. 

Mr. Howells had invited two of his friends to come a distance of nearly ten miles 
to have tea with him that Whitsunday. They came through his uncle's district, actually 
passing the chapel he attended in the morning, but heard no news of his healing.  

Mr. Howells also had had no word. It was a day of testing; and the one topic at 
the tea table was: Had Uncle Dick been healed? 

Although his best friend failed to hold out in his believing, God kept His servant 
steady until eleven o'clock on Monday night, when some of his friends called out under 
his window, "It was marvelous to see your uncle in chapel!"  

They thought he knew all about it, as they had sent word to him on Sunday; but 
the messenger entrusted the giving of the message to another, and it never arrived. 

Mr. Howells' comment was, "If I had doubted, would I have rejoiced? The Lord 
will never give the witness unless we believe; and if we believe, we can afford the 
delay. To me there was something greater than the healing—it was the further 
confirmation that the position of intercession had been gained, and could be used in 
any case where God willed it." 

His uncle was appointed a kind of honorary home missionary in the district, and 
during the next five years visited every house within a radius of three miles over and 
over again, and opened many a prayer meeting.  

He walked eighteen miles with his nephew one day, and never had a day's 
illness after his healing, until the Lord called him home, after telling him that his work on 
earth was done. 
 





THE GREATEST DISCOVERY OF ALL TIME 
 

During countless Tuesday night prayer meetings I find myself encircled by the 
sacred sounds of prayer and intercession filling the church, spilling into the vestibule, 
and overflowing from every heart present. As the meaning edges to a close, I overhear 
mothers petitioning for wayward children… men asking God to please help them find 
employment…others giving thanks for recent answers to prayer… tearful voices here 
and there. I can’t help but think, This is as close to heaven as I wil ever get in this life. I 
don’t want to leave here. If I were invited to the White House to meet some dignitary, it 
would never bring the kind of peace and deep joy I sense here in the presence of 
people calling on the Lord.  
 The sound isn’t forced, as if the crowd had been worked up into a religious 
frenzy. Rather, it is the sound of people freely expressing their hearts’ needs, desires, 
and praises.  
 What I’m hearing on those Tuesday nights is not unusual or peculiar to our 
church. Far from being a new invention, this kind of prayer has ancient roots. It goes 
back before Christ, before David, even before Moses organized a formal worship 
system with the tabernacle. The first mention occurs all the way back in Genesis 4:25-
26: 
 Adam lay with his wife again, and she gave birth to a son and named him Seth, 
saying,” God has granted me another child in place of Abel, since Cain killed him.” Seth 
also had a son, and he named him Enosh. At that time men became to call on the name 
of the Lord.  
  
 Think about that. Until then, people had known God mainly as the Creator. He 
had made the Garden of Eden and the rest of the world as far as their eyes could see. 
 Now came the beginning of the first collective relationship with the Almighty. 
Before a Bible was available, before the first preacher was ordained or the first choir 
formed, a godly strain of men and women distinguished themselves from their ungodly 
neighbors by calling on the Lord. Cain and his posterity had gone their own way, 
independent of God. By contrast, these people affirmed their dependence on God by 
calling out to him. 
 In fact, God's first people were not called “Jews” or “the children of Israel” or 
“Hebrews.” In the very beginning, their original name was "those who call on the name 
of the Lord."  
 On some unmarked day... at some unnoted hour... A God - placed instinct in 
human hearts came alive. People sensed that if you are in trouble and you call out to 
God, He will answer you! He will intervene in your situation.  
 I can imagine one woman saying to another, "Have you heard about the God 
who answers when you call on him? He's more than just the Creator; He cares a 
response to our needs. He actually understands what we are feeling." 
 "What are you talking about? God does whatever he pleases people can't 
influence him one way or the other." 



  "No, no, you're wrong. When you call out to him, he doesn't turn a deaf ear. He 
listens! He responds. He acts." 
 

"LORD, HELP!” 
David Jeremiah, my longtime friend from Shadow Mountain Community Church 

near San Diego, has preached several times at the Brooklyn Tabernacle. Immediately 
after being diagnosed with cancer, he called to ask us to pray. Several months later he 
returned to visit us during an Outreach meeting we held at Madison Square Garden 
Arena. Later he preached at one of our Sunday Services. The whole congregation was 
delighted to see this wonderful Christian brother for whom we had all interceded. 

Moved by the love and thanks giving his appearance produced, David later 
remarked about it from the pulpit: 
  "I called here as soon as I learned of my sickness because I knew of your 
emphasis on prayer. In fact, someone just greeted me in the lobby and remarked," 
Pastor Jeremiah, we really cried out to God on your behalf. "that is why I called you. I 
knew you're praying wouldn't be just some mechanical exercise what a real calling out 
to God with passion for my need. And God brought me through the ordeal." 
  That is the literal meaning of the Hebrew word used countless times in the Old 
Testament when people called upon God. It means to cry out, to implore Aid. This is 
the essence of true prayer that touches God 

Charles Spurgeon wants remarks that "the best style of prayers that which 
cannot be called anything else but a cry." 
  Isn't that what God invites us to do all through the Bible? 
 "call to me and I will answer you and tell you great and unsearchable things you do 
not know" (Jeremiah 33:3).God is Not aloof. He is not disconnected. He says 
continually through the centuries, "I'll help you, I really will. When you don't know 
where to turn, then turn to me. When you're ready to throw up your hands - throw them 
up to me. Put your voice behind them, too, and I'll come and help you." 

After Moses came down from Mount Sinai, calling on God became an earmark 
of his people's successes. The patriarch spotlighted this most dramatically in his 
farewell address: "what other nation is so great as to have their gods near than the way 
the Lord our God is near us whenever we pray to him?" (Deuteronomy 4:7) . the other 
nations may have had better chariots, better weaponry, but that wouldn't matter in the 
end. They didn't have what Israel had: a God who would respond when they called 
upon him. And know that there was no promise to help from God of Israel ceased 
calling out to him. Only defeat and humiliation would follow. 
 

THE REAL FORCE! 
Satan's main strategy with God's people has always been to whisper, "don't 

call, don't ask, don't depend on God to do great things. You'll get along fine if you just 
rely on your own cleverness and energy." The truth of the matter is that the devil is not 
terribly frightened of our human efforts and credentials. But he knows his kingdom will 
be damaged when we lift up our hearts to God. 

Listen to David's confident assertion in psalm 4:3."know that the Lord has set 
apart The Godly for himself the Lord will hear when I called to him. "that was David’s 



whole posture, his instincts, and especially his approach to Warfare. It doesn't matter 
what the Philistine armies have. If we call out to God, he will give us the victory. It 
would be back sign and don't call, then we can be defeated by a tiny Army. 

I can almost hear David saying, "You can chase me, you can persecute me, you 
can do anything you want - but when I call him God, you are in trouble! The Lord will 
hear it when I call to Him." 

Notice how God defines Wicked people in Psalm 14: 4. "will  evil doers never 
learn - those who devour my people as men eat bread and who do not call on the 
Lord? "That is a divine definition of the ungodly. They will do many things, but they will 
not humble themselves and recognize God's omnipotence by calling on his name with 
all their hearts. 
  One of the greatest emotional writers said, "The main thing got to ask for as our 
attention." 

Salvation is always impossible until a person humbly calls upon the name of the 
Lord (Act 2: 21), for God has promised specifically to be rich in mercy to those who call 
on his name (Romans 10:12 - 13). 
  "Call upon me in the day of trouble," God says In Psalm 50:15. "I will deliver 
you, and you will honor me." God desires praise from our lives... But the only way is 
fresh praise and honor which is as we keep coming to him in times of need in difficulty. 
Then he will intervene to show himself strong on our behalf, and we will know that he 
has done it. 

Are we not all prone to be a little cocky and think we can handle things just fine? 
But less than trouble comes, and how quickly we face our inadequacy. Trouble is one 
of God's Great servants because it reminds us how much we continually need the 
Lord. Otherwise, we tend to forget about entreating him. For some reason we want to 
carry On by ourselves. 
 

HOW REVIVAL STARTS 
The history of past revivals betrayed his truth in full color. Whether you study the 

Great Awakening, the Second Great Awakening, the Welsh Revival, the 1906 
outpouring on Azusa Street in Los Angeles, or any other. Of Revival, you always find 
men and women who first outwardly groan, longing to see the status quo changed - in 
themselves and in their churches. They begin to call and God with insistence prayer 
begets Revival, which begets more prayer. It's like Psalm 80, where Asaph bemoans 
the sad state of his time, the broken walls, the rampaging animals, the burnt vineyards. 
Then in verse 18 he pleads, "Revive us, and we will call on your name." 

The Holy Spirit is the Spirit of prayer. Only when we are full of the Spirit do we 
feel the need for God everywhere we turn. We can be driving a car, and spontaneously 
our Spirits are just going up to God with needs and petitions and intersections right 
there in the middle of traffic. 

If our churches don't pray, and if people don't have an appetite for God, what 
does it matter how many are attending the services? How would that impress God? 
Can you imagine the angels saying, "Oh, your pews! We can't believe how beautiful 
they are! Up here in Heaven, we've been talking about them for years. Your Sanctuary 



lighting - it's so clever. The way the steps are coming up to the pulpit - it's 
wonderful...." 

I don't think so. 
If we don't want to experience God's closeness here on Earth, why would we 

want to go to heaven anyway? He's the center of everything there. If we don't enjoy 
being in his presence here now, then Heaven would not be heaven for us. Why would 
he send anyone there who doesn't long for him passionately here on earth? 

I'm not suggesting that we are justified by works of prayer or any other acts of 
devotion. I'm not a legalist. But let us not dodge the issue of what heaven will be like: 
enjoying the presence of God, taking time to love him, listening to him, and giving him 
praise. 

I have talked to pastor after pastor, some of them prominent and “successful”, 
who told me privately, “Jim, the truth is, I couldn't have a real prayer meeting in my 
church. I'd be embarrassed at this moment of the crowd. Unless somebody is teaching 
or singing or doing some kind of presentation, people just won't come. I can only get 
them for a 1 hour service, and that only once a week." 

Is that kind of religion found anywhere in the Bible? Jesus himself can't draw a 
crowd even among his own people! What a tragedy that the quality of ministry is too 
often measured by numbers and building size rather than by true spiritual results. 

As a preacher myself, let me be blunt here. Preaching itself can easily become 
just a subtle form of entertainment. When I stand at the Judgement Seat of Christ, he's 
not going to ask me if I was a clever orator. He's not going to ask me how many books 
I wrote. He's only going to ask whether I continued in the line of men and women, 
starting way back in the time of Adam’s grandchildren, who let others to call upon God. 
 

A PERSONAL TEST  
 All my talking about prayer faced a severe test several years ago when Carol and I 
went through the darkest two-and-a-half-year tunnel we could imagine. 

Our oldest daughter, Chrissy, had been a model child growing up. Around age 
16, she started to stray. I admit I was slow to notice this - I was too occupied with the 
church, starting branch congregations, overseeing projects, and all the rest that 
ministry entails. 

 Meanwhile, Chrissy not only drew away from us, but also away from God. In 
time, she even left our home. There were many nights when we had no idea where she 
was. 

As the situation grew more serious, I tried everything. I begged, I pleaded, I 
scolded, I argued, I tried to control her with money. Looking back, I recognize the 
foolishness of my actions. Nothing worked; she just hardened more and more. Her 
boyfriend was everything we did not want for a child. 
  How I kept functioning through that, I don't know. Many a Sunday morning I 
would put on my suit, get into the car to drive to the Tabernacle early, ahead of Carol... 
And cry for the next 25 minutes, all the way to the church door. "God, how am I going 
to get through three meetings today? I don't want to make myself the center of 
attention. The people have problems of their own - they're coming for help and 



encouragement. But what about me? I'm hanging by a thread. Oh, God, please... My 
first born, my Chrissy." 

Somehow God would pull my nerves together enough for me to function 
through another long Sunday. There were moments, however, as we were worshipping 
God in singing, that my spirit would almost seem to run away from the meeting to 
intercede for Chris. Add to control myself to stay focused on the people in their needs. 

While this was going on, we learned that Carol needed an operation - a 
hysterectomy. As she tried to adjust afterward, the devil took the opportunity to come 
after her and say, You might have this big choir, and you're making albums in doing 
outreaches at Radio City Music Hall and all the rest. Fine, and your husband can go 
ahead to reach the world for Christ- but I’m going to have your children. I’ve already got 
the first one. I’m coming for the next two. 
 Like any mother who loves her children, Carol was smitten with tremendous fear 
and distress. Her family meant more to her than a choir. One day she said to me,” 
Listen, we need to leave New York. I’m serious. This atmosphere already swallowed up 
our daughter. We can’t keep raising kids here. If you want to stay. You can- but I’m 
getting our other children out.” She wasn’t kidding.  

I said,” Carol, we just can’t do that. We can’t unilaterally take off without 
knowing what God wants us to do.” 
 Carol wasn’t being rebellious; she was just depressed after the surgery. She 
elected not to pack up and run after all. And it was at that low point that she went to 
the piano one day, and God gave her a song that has touched more people than 
perhaps anything else she has written: 
 
 In my moments of fear,  
 Through every pain, every tear 
 There’s a God who’s been faithful to me.  
 When my strength was all gone,  
 When my heart had no song, 
 Still in love he’s proved faithful to me 

Every word he’s promised is true; 
What I thought was impossible, I see my God do. 

 
He's been faithful, faithful to me,  
Looking back, his love and mercy I see. 
Though in my heart of question,  
Even failed to believe,  
Yet he's been faithful, faithful to me.  

 
When my heart looked away,  
The many times I could not break,  
Still my God, he was faithful to me. 
The days has been so selfishly, 
Reaching out for what please me;  
Even then God was faithful to me  



Every time I come back to him,  
he's waiting with open arms,  
and I see once again.  
He's been faithful, faithful to me.... 
 
Were we calling on the Lord through all of this? In a sense we were. But I 

couldn't help jumping in to take action on my own, too. I was still, to some degree, the 
point guard wanted to grab the basketball, put it on the floor, make something happen, 
press through any hole in the defense I could find. But the more I press, the worse 
Chrissy got. 

Then one November, I was alone in Florida and I received a call from a minister 
whom I had persuaded Chrissy to talk to. "Jim," he said, "I love you and your wife, but 
the truth of the matter is, Chrissy is going to do what Chrissy is going to do. You really 
don’t have much choice, now that she's 18. She's determined. You're going to have to 
accept whatever she decides." 

I hung up the phone. Something very deep within me began to cry out. "Never! I 
will never accept Chrissy being away from you, Lord!" I knew that if she continued on a 
present back, there'll be nothing but destruction awaiting hurt. 

Once again, as back in 1972, there came a divine showdown. God strongly 
impressed me to stop crying, screaming, talking to anyone else about Chrissy. I was to 
converse with no one but God. In fact, I knew I should have no further contact with 
Chrissy - until God acted! It was just to believe and obey what I preach so often- 

Call upon me in the day of trouble, and I will answer you. 
 
I dissolved in a flood of tears. I knew I had to let go of this situation. 
Back home in New York, I began to pray with an intensity and growing faith that 

never before whatever bad news I would receive about Chrissy, just kept interceding 
and actually began praising God for what I knew he would do soon. I made no attempt 
to see her. Carol and I endured the Christmas season with real sadness. It was 
pathetic, sitting around trying to open presents with our other two children, without 
Chrissy. 

February came. One cold Tuesday night during the prayer meeting, I talked from 
Acts 4 about the church boldly calling on God in the face of persecution. We entered 
into a time of prayer, everyone reaching out to the Lord simultaneously. 

An usher handed me a note. A young woman whom I felt to be spiritually 
sensitive had written: Pastor Cymbala, I feel impressed that we should stop the meeting 
and pray for your daughter. 

I hesitated. Was it right to stop the flow of the service and focus on my personal 
need? 

Yet something in the note seemed to ring true. In a few minutes I picked up the 
microphone and told the congregation what had just happened.? “The truth of the 
matter,” I said," although I haven't talked much about it, is that my daughter is very far 
from God these days. She thinks up Is down, and down is up; dark is light, and light is 
dark. But I know God can break through to her, and so I'm going to ask Pastor 
Boekstaaf to lead us in praying for Chrissy. Let's all join hands across the sanctuary.” 



As my associate began to lead the people, I stood behind him with my hand on 
his back. My tear ducts ran dry, but I prayed as best I knew. 

To describe what happened in the next minutes, I can only employ a metaphor: 
the church turned into a labor room. Play sounds of women giving birth are not 
pleasant, but the results are wonderful. I'll do this when he writes, "my dear children, 
for whom I am again in the Pains of childbirth until Christ is formed in you..." (Galatians 
4: 19 parentheses. 

There arose a groaning, since of desperate determination, as if to say,  
quotation marks Satan, you will not have his girl. Take your hands off of her - she's 
coming back! "I was overwhelmed. The force of that vast throng calling on God almost 
literally knocked me over. 

When I got home that night, Carol was waiting up for me. Besides the kitchen 
table drinking coffee, and I said,  "it's over." 

"What's over?" she wondered. 
"It’s over with Chrissy. You would have had to be in the repair meeting tonight. I 

tell you, there's a God in heaven, this whole nightmare is finally over." I just described 
what had taken place. 
 

 BACK FROM THE ABYSS 
Thirty-Two hours later, on Thursday morning, as I was shaving, Carol suddenly 

burst through the door, her eyes wide. "Go downstairs!" she blurted. "Chrissy's here." 
 "Crissy’s here?" 
 "Yes! Go down!" 
 "But Carol - I -" 
 "Just go down,” she urged. “It’s you she wants to see. " 

  I wiped off the shaving foam and headed down the stairs, my heart pounding. 
So I came around the corner, I saw my daughter on the kitchen floor, rocking on her 
hands and knees, sobbing. Cautiously I spoke her name: "Chrissy?" 
  She grabbed my pant leg and began pouring out her anguish. "Daddy - Daddy - 
I've sinned against God. I've sinned against myself. I've sinned against you and 
mommy. Please forgive me- " 

My vision was clouded by tears as hers. I pulled her up from the floor and held 
her close as we cried together.  

Suddenly she drew back. “Daddy, “ she said with a start, “who was praying for 
me? Who was praying for me?” Her voice was like that of a cross- examining attorney. 

“What do you mean, Chrissy?”  
“On Tuesday night, Daddy- who was praying for me?” I didn’t say anything, so 

she continued:  
“In the middle of the night, God woke me and showed me I was heading toward 

this abyss. There was not bottom to it- it scared me to death. I was so frightened. I 
realized how hard I have been, how wrong, how rebellious.  

“But at the same time, it was like God wrapped his arms around me and held 
me tight. He kept me from sliding any farther as He said, “I still love you.”  

“Daddy, tell me the truth, who was praying for me Tuesday night?” 



I looked into her bloodshot eyes, and once again I recognized the daughter we 
had raised.  

Chrissy’s return to the Lord became evident immediately. By the fall, God had 
opened a miraculous door for her to enroll at Bible college, where she not only 
undertook studies but soon began directing music groups and a large choir, just like 
her mother. Today she is a pastor’s wife in the Midwest with three wonderful children. 
Through all this, Carol and I learned as never before that the persistent calling upon the 
Lord breaks through every stronghold of the devil, for nothing is impossible with God.  

For Christians in these troubled times, there is simply no other way.  
 
 

 


