My testimony

The following is not an email that has been passed around the internet for the last 10 years; it's an email that a high school senior in my youth group has written in response to the tons of stories that we get in our inbox every day.  This isn't the story of "a friend of a friend of a friend knew someone who told them about..."; this is the story of someone I KNOW.  Her parents called me when the accident occurred.  I was there in the Emergency Room with her and her family.  I saw what she looked like.  I sat by her bed and prayed with her while she was in a coma.  I was there when the doctors told her family that it would be months before she made a recovery.  I visited her day after day.  And I know this: despite what the doctors said, her family... her friends... her church family would not be deterred -- Emily would recover, and soon.  We stood by the Word of the Lord and not the word of the doctors.  Sure enough, on November 8, 2002 -- just a little over 3 weeks after the accident -- Emily was well enough to join the rest of our youth group on our Fall Retreat!  

Don't tell me miracles don't happen!  I've seen one... I know one... her name is Emily.

You may not get any special blessing and you don't have to send this to 15 people within the hour, but pass it on if you want to.

Jim Smith

Youth Pastor

Pleasant Valley Community of Prayer & Praise

Groton, CT

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------We always receive forwards about cool things God does far away, leading us to believe that God answers prayers in places like Africa, but he doesn't care enough to answer ours.  So I thought I would share my story and spread it around online so people would see that God is still working here and now.  On October 16, 2002, I was driving to school and failed to notice a large van approaching from my left.  I drove directly into its path and was hit at full speed.  I was rushed to a trauma hospital where my parents were told that I had suffered a traumatic brain injury, resulting in weakness on my left side and other damage yet to be determined.  I was in a coma and would be in the hospital for months, not fully recovering for a year.  My parents informed all of their family members, church members, and friends, asking everyone to pray for me.  People I had never met before, all over the country, responded with their heartfelt cards, visits, phone calls, and most importantly, prayers.  My dad asked God what he should be praying and received the answer that he should pray for a full and rapid recovery.  As it turned out, I came out of the coma within 24 hours, and I did recover at an amazing speed.  I stayed in the hospital for merely a week, then was discharged to Gaylord Rehabilitation Center.  The therapists there were amazed at my progress.  My short-term memory had been affected by the accident, yet I was performing better on the memory exercises than the average person would.

With the help of physical therapists, I learned how to walk again, without dragging my left foot, and I strengthened my left hand so I could use it in daily activities, such as opening a tube of toothpaste and clipping my fingernails.  After a week and a half there, I was driven home by my dad and younger brother, to a "Welcome Home, Emily" sign and my friends and neighbors awaiting my arrival on the front porch.  I continued outpatient therapy for less than a month and was able to return to some of my classes in school by mid-November.  I was well enough just in time to accompany my family on their Thanksgiving vacation - how appropriate; I had so much for which to be thankful.  I came to realize that God's hand was on the entire situation.  Some call it luck, but I know that only a higher power could have accomplished that which God accomplished in me during those months.  I am honestly glad that God allowed me to get in that accident.  Even though it took a chunk out of my life spent in hospital beds and wheelchairs, even though it took me the entire summer to catch up on all of the schoolwork I had missed, even though my parents had to endure tremendous stress and bills, those consequences were only temporary.  The permanent effects are those for which I am thankful and those which strengthened my family and brought us closer to each other.  The experience built my faith in God to answer prayer, gave me understanding of other people's suffering, and made me realize how much my family and friends care for me.  The accident brought out their true feelings, especially those of my older brother. He spent the entire first night in the hospital waiting room checking on me, then wrote a poem for me that began with the words, "I guess I never knew until today exactly what you meant to me."

" 'For just as the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways and my thoughts higher than your thoughts.' " -Isaiah 55:9

If it had been my decision, I would not have gotten in that accident, but God knew he could work everything together for the good of all concerned.  God does not always answer prayers in the way he did mine, however, because he has other plans for those people.

" 'And we know that God causes everything to work together for the good of those who love God and are called according to his purpose for them.' " -Romans 8:28

