
If you think God retired after the New Testament, read a 
few of these testimonies! In this series, Melanie Hemry and Gina 
Lynnes share the true stories of believers, just like you, who have 
run into all kinds of tragedies and come out on the winning side—
and their amazing testimonies will show you that miracles are still 
happening today! 

Melanie Hemry is a gifted writer whom I’ve known for many 
years. She coauthored this series because she knows, like I do, that 
anyone who has the gall and audacity to obey and believe God’s 
Word can see His power in his or her life.

God bless you as you read and may God’s amazing energy and 
power flow through you!

—Dr. Jesse Duplantis 
Jesse Duplantis Ministries

Jesus said if you know the truth, the truth will set you free. 
In this book, Melanie and Gina have presented the truth in a way 
that makes it fun and easy to understand. Their stories will fill 
you with faith, hope and love. So get comfortable and prepare to 
receive the anointing that will destroy every yoke and remove every 
burden in your life. 

—Mylon and Christi Le Fevre 
Mylon Le Fevre Ministries
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DEDICATION

This book is respectfully dedicated to the heroic Christian 
mothers and fathers whose children departed this life too early and 
are now awaiting the joyful reunion that will one day take place in 
the glory of heaven’s sweet light. We have known such parents and 
have been awed to see them find a source of comfort and strength 
in God that is nothing short of miraculous. We have watched 
them rise from the ashes of life’s greatest anguish and light up the 
lives of others with a brilliance unique to those who have experi-
enced that kind of emotional resurrection. They deserve our most 
profound respect. 

May God continue to grant all of us revelation from His Word 
so that more parents can be spared such loss. And may those of us 
who are spared it, and have the opportunity to see our children’s 
children, have the grace to praise God as faithfully in our joy as 
those who missed that opportunity have praised Him in the midst 
of their pain. 

You will always be an inspiration to us.
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Part One

THE ARROWS  
OF THE ALMIGHTY

Like arrows in the hand of a warrior, so are the children 
of one’s youth. Happy is the man who has his quiver full of 
them; they shall not be ashamed, but shall speak with their 

enemies in the gate. 
—Psalm 127:4–5

She stood alone in the shadows of the sanctuary for some time 
before I saw her, twisting a damp handkerchief and gathering 
the courage to share her story. The women’s conference over, the 
other ladies had already drifted out to the foyer, laughing and 
chatting, their heels clicking happy rhythms on the linoleum tile 
as they went. Only the folded paper fans that fluttered earlier in 
their hands as they fought to stay cool despite the summer heat 
remained, strewn here and there on the empty metal chairs.
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As I gathered my notes and Bible, the crunch of tires rolling 
across the gravel outside echoed in through the windows. The park-
ing lot would be desolate soon. Few women were brave or foolish 
enough to linger after dark in this part of the city. Hurrying to join 
the caravan, I thought of the teenagers I’d seen earlier, slouched 
against deserted store-fronts, snarling curses at passing cars. Better 
leave before it gets too late.

She caught my eye as I turned toward the door. An ebony 
beauty in a black and white dress, she was still pressed and perfect 
even in the wilting heat. At first glance only the wrinkled hand-
kerchief hinted at her sorrow. But when I reached out to take her 
hand, she clutched my fingers as if they were a lifeline and drew 
herself into my arms.

“If I had only known sooner,” she cried. “What you showed 
us tonight in the Bible about prayer and God’s promises for our 
children, if I’d only known it before, I might have been able to help 
him.”

Over the next few moments, her story tumbled out in sob-
wracked phrases. A teenage son. A good boy, really. Just involved with 
the wrong people. Shot dead in a gang fight. Murdered in the street the 
previous summer.

There was no bitterness in her voice as she told me about it; no 
blaming of God for the loss she had suffered, just an aching empti-
ness only the Almighty Himself could fill. Hugging her to myself, 
I prayed that He would do so. Then we rested our heads on each 
other’s shoulders and cried.

I never saw that precious mother again, but our encounter 
left a permanent mark on my heart. Her tears inspired in me the 
determination to tell the story of my own son; to share how I dis-
covered the truth about the divine power that we, as believers, 
can release in the lives of our children. As I learned by painful 
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experience when it was almost too late, that power not only can 
protect our sons and daughters, it can help us raise them wisely 
and send them forth as flaming arrows of righteousness to light up 
a darkened world.

In this troubled age, such a thing might sound impossible…
but I know from experience that’s what God’s promise of protec-
tion for our children can do.

A Teenager in Tornado Alley
Unlike the son who lived his short life and lost it on the 

inner city streets, my son, Aaron, stumbled into danger in the 
peaceful, suburban neighborhoods of Edmond, Oklahoma. No 
one would have ever called Edmond a violent place. In a town 
peppered with parks and scattered with shiny school buildings 
and churches of every variety, the only evil Edmonites expected 
to see in their community was the kind that, from March 
through September, stabbed at them from the sky with dark, 
funnel-shaped fingers. 

But they were used to that kind of danger. Just as mothers 
in the inner cities dragged their youngsters into the house at the 
sound of gunshots and squealing tires, Edmond moms dragged 
their kids into the hallways when the tornado sirens blared. That’s 
just what you do when you live in the part of the country known 
as Tornado Alley.

The first spring our family lived in Edmond, we hunkered 
down in the hallway so many times I lost count. It didn’t bother 
me, though; I’d grown up in Tornado Alley. I understood how 
quickly storms could erupt and how devastating they could be, 
but I also knew how to watch for them. I learned as a kid what 
it meant when a gust of cool wind shuddered through a warm, 
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spring afternoon. I knew to keep a sharp eye on the clouds when 
they churned bluish green and flexed their muscles on the horizon.

I only wish I’d been as alert to the storm that gathered on 
Aaron’s horizon during the spring of his senior year; but even the 
most well-meaning mothers sometimes miss the first signs of trou-
ble. So when the phone rang on that sunny March afternoon, I 
didn’t hear the low rumble of spiritual thunder behind it. I didn’t 
notice the brief chill that swept over my heart. All I heard was the 
lilting accent of my son’s elderly French teacher.

“Halloo, thees ees Madame Dubois. I am speaking weeth 
Aaron’s mama, yes?”

“Yes, I’m Aaron’s mother. Is there something I can do for you?”

“I am calling to ensure that you know Aaron is failing my class. 
He is a smart boy and I tell him all the time, ‘Baby—I call all of my 
students baby—if you will just come to class, you will do well. But 
how can you pass if you are all the time absent?’ I am thinking that 
as his mother, you can help him attend more often.”

I hesitated, struggling to sort out my confusion. “Absent? 
Aaron is absent?” I answered. “No...no, that’s a mistake. He goes 
to school every day. Never misses. And he’s always been a good 
student.”

Her voice stubbornly polite, Madam Dubois plunged on. “If 
you’ll pardon me, please, I think he does come to school. But then 
sometimes he leaves to smoke with the other boys.”

“Smoke? Aaron’s not a smoker!” I said. “Even if he wanted to 
hang out with boys who smoked, why would they leave the school 
campus?”

Madam Dubois interrupted. “Whatever the reason for his 
absences, they are causing him to fail French,” she said, “and I 
would think he needs the credits to get his diploma in May.”
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Thanking Madame Dubois for the information, I hung up 
the phone and stared at it as if it had momentarily sprung to life 
and tap-danced on my desk. The entire conversation mystified me. 
Not only did my gentle, quiet son bring home report cards brim-
ming with As and Bs, for the past several years he’d spent hours 
after class in the school auditorium rehearsing for extra-curricular 
musicals and dramatic productions. If anything, Aaron spent too 
much time at school—not too little.

The whole idea of him skulking around with a pack of ne’er-
do-wells, sucking on cigarettes and cutting classes was preposter-
ous. Why on earth would he do such a thing?

If I had only paid attention to that question, things might 
not have happened as they did. If I had only asked the Lord at the 
very beginning for His wisdom, I could have averted great heart-
ache. But I was too spiritually naive to realize then how subtle 
the forces of darkness can be; and I assumed that because I loved 
the Lord and took my children to church, everything in their 
lives would automatically turn out all right. Certainly I had read 
the warning in the Bible about being alert and vigilant, because 
“your adversary the devil walks about like a roaring lion, seeking 
whom he may devour” (1 Peter 5:8). I knew the New Testament 
commands us to “resist him, steadfast in the faith” (verse 9). But 
I hadn’t even begun to grasp the gravity of those words. It never 
occurred to me that the devil himself was circling my son, plot-
ting his destruction.

As a result, the seriousness of Madame Dubois’ observations 
slipped past me like a cat darting unseen into the house when the 
screen door swings open. Come to think of it, Aaron had men-
tioned she was strange. He said she was a member of the French 
resistance during World War II and joked that the stress of it left 
her slightly deranged.

I thought he was kidding. Maybe he wasn’t.
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Sounding the Alarm

Some kinds of weather are forthright and honest. They march 
across the map like meteorological armies bringing predictable, 
through sometimes dramatic, changes. If such a front is headed 
your way and you want to know what to expect, just tune in to the 
Weather Channel and you can find out. Some kinds of weather-
makers are convenient that way; tornadoes are not.

Tornadoes are like the devil; they sneak up on you. If you don’t 
stay alert, they can be on you before you know it. When torna-
does are about, a smiling afternoon can roil into a rage and splin-
ter whole neighborhoods in seconds, scattering their shreds like 
matchsticks in every direction. I’d seen just such a neighborhood 
when our family first moved to Edmond. Driving around, looking 
for a place to live, we came upon it unexpectedly. What a shock it 
was to see, right in the midst of the city, a few blocks of flattened 
lumber and battered belongings where homes had once stood.

I wondered, looking at the devastation, if the people who lived 
there had been warned. Had they heard the tornado sirens and 
taken cover? Or had they been caught unaware, never having seen 
it coming?

I can never blame God for failing to warn me of the spiri-
tual storm that blew in during Aaron’s seventeenth year. When 
the winds first kicked up, the Holy Spirit sounded the alarm. I 
first sensed it late one Friday night, a few weeks after the French 
teacher’s peculiar call. My older son, Christopher, and my daugh-
ter, Jennifer, were already asleep in their rooms. Aaron was out 
with some friends but I knew he’d be home soon, so, exhausted 
from the day, I fell into bed.

Once there, however, I couldn’t rest. Plagued by some unex-
plainable anxiety, I wrestled with the sheets and pummeled my 
pillow while one relentless thought pestered me.
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Aaron is not where he said he would be.

I can’t recall now exactly where Aaron had professed to be 
going that evening. Whatever the story, it had given me no cause 
for concern. But what if he isn’t there? I wondered. Where could he 
be?

I knew the answer immediately. It wafted into my mind like 
the distant sound of a storm siren set off by mistake on a clear day. 
Aaron is partying tonight with people you don’t know...and he has been 
drinking.

Hours later when Aaron tiptoed through the front door in the 
early morning, he found me waiting for him with arms crossed and 
jaw clenched. I confronted him with what I felt the Holy Spirit 
had revealed to me, secretly hoping I was wrong. I wasn’t. My son 
had indeed been drinking. Instead of fueling my indignation by 
lying about it, he bowed his head in regret, admitted the truth, and 
accepted the consequences without argument. “I’m sorry, Mom,” 
he said as he disappeared into his room. “I’m so sorry.”

For the next few hours, I sat alone in the dark wondering what 
was happening. Surely, I thought, this is just a one-time event. 
Boyish curiosity. Youthful lack of judgment. Nothing more.

Please God, don’t let it be anything more.

Such was the pitiful, inadequate prayer I prayed. I realized 
months later, it was not even a prayer at all—just a wish that, with-
out the force of faith to propel it heavenward, drifted to the ground 
as soon as it was uttered, accomplishing nothing.

Miracles and Messy Rooms

If Madame Dubois’ phone call was the first gust of wind, 
Aaron’s Friday night escapade was the first lightning flash on the 
horizon. But I missed them both because Aaron had always been 
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such a sunny child. Ever since he sloshed his way into the baptis-
tery as a little boy, he’d loved going to church. Along with rock 
stars and pro athletes, his heroes included fiery preachers who 
delivered the Word with power. When such a preacher held a 
meeting, Aaron wasn’t above breaking into a run to claim a seat 
in the front row. He was always happiest where the anointing was 
strong and the spit was flying.

By the time he hit high school, he was so full of confidence in 
the miracle-working power of God that on his sixteenth birthday 
he made just one request. He asked our family to lay hands on him 
and pray for him to grow taller. At 5’2”, he was tired of being the 
shortest kid in the choir photos. We all knew that, given his genes, 
the odds were against him. Most of his relatives on his father’s side 
topped out at about five and a half feet. Some stood on tiptoe to hit 
that mark. But we prayed and Aaron believed.

Initially, I figured that prayer would be an inexpensive birth-
day present. I figured wrong. Buying new blue jeans every month 
for a kid who is shooting skyward as fast as Jack’s beanstalk costs 
plenty, but we had no other choice. By his seventeenth birthday, 
Aaron stood almost six feet tall.

Of course, his messy room, his refusal to respond to his alarm 
clock every morning, and—once he began to drive—the unpaid 
traffic tickets stuffed in the glove compartment of his car still qual-
ified him as a normal, teenage boy. But through it all, I clung con-
fidently to a prophecy taped to his bedroom wall that was written 
to him by his cousin when they were both in elementary school. It 
said, “Just keep walking with Me, says the Lord, and I will lift you 
up to become a great blessing to My people.”

Granted, it was a simple word declared by one child to another; 
but it rang true and I assumed it would easily come to pass. After 
all, I’d prayed over each of my three children for years the words 
from Philippians 2:15–16, asking God to help them be:
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blameless and guileless, innocent and uncontaminated, chil-
dren of God without blemish (faultless, unrebukable) in the 
midst of a crooked and wicked generation…among whom you 
are seen as bright lights (stars or beacons shining out clearly) in 
the [dark] world, holding out [to it] and offering [to all men] 
the Word of Life.  (amp)

I knew God had heard me every time I prayed those words. 
But I failed to take into account the fact that the devil had heard 
me, too.

In This World You Will Have Trouble

I wish every Christian parent could learn early what I learned 
when it was almost too late—that if you want your children to 
fulfill their destiny in the kingdom of God, you’ll have to fight the 
good fight of faith over them. You’ll have to follow the instruc-
tions the apostle Paul wrote to an up-and-coming young minister 
two thousand years ago. “This charge I commit to you, son Timothy, 
according to the prophecies previously made concerning you, that by 
them you may wage the good warfare” (1 Timothy 1:18).

Even if you’re the perfect parent (which, of course, nobody but 
God Himself actually is), even if you take advantage of every won-
derful parenting class your church offers, some evil will eventu-
ally worm its way into your little garden of Eden. Some serpent 
of rejection or temptation will strike at your children, and when it 
does, you will have to fight for them on your knees. Wielding the 
promises of Scripture like a sword, you’ll have to slash to shreds 
every demonic thing that attacks your kids.

Jesus Himself said, “In this world you will have trouble” 
(John  16:33 niv). For Aaron, that trouble came from every 
side. It erupted first at school when the director of the fine arts 
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department, his rage veiled beneath a thin veneer of control, called 
Aaron into his office and accused him of stealing.

Stunned and humiliated, Aaron maintained his innocence. 
“What on earth would make you think I’d do such a thing?” he 
asked. Another student had identified him as the thief, he was 
told. Just admit the truth and all would be forgiven. But Aaron 
refused to confess to a crime he did not commit, and his refusal 
stoked the director’s fury.

Shamed in front of his fellow students and blacklisted by the 
drama director, Aaron wandered bewildered through the next few 
months. He had spent years working on his vocal and acting tal-
ents. As a sophomore and junior, he’d landed major roles in every 
school production. But now as a senior—in this most important 
high school year—he found himself locked out of the plays and 
musicals that had always been his passion. He struggled to over-
come the prejudice by practicing extra hours for his auditions. But 
no matter; when the casting sheet was posted and the contend-
ers crowded around to see who’d been granted the coveted roles, 
Aaron’s name was missing from the list.

As if that wasn’t enough, one day after school a burly athlete 
with a chip on his shoulder found his car damaged and, again, 
somebody fired off a rumor that Aaron was the culprit. It was a 
lie; but it took root among a rough crowd that vowed retribution. 
From then on, their threats of violence stalked Aaron not only in 
the school hallways but at home. One morning, he stepped out our 
front door heading for school to find his car windows smashed and 
our lawn scarred by tire tracks, the sod chewed into chunks.

“Aaron,” I said, surveying the damage, “why on earth would 
somebody do such a thing?”

He just shrugged. Embarrassed by the accusations and 
ashamed of his own fears and seeming failures, he stayed silent as 
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his world turned upside down. At seventeen years old, he was too 
much of a man to come running to his mother for help.

Had I known then what I know now, I would have turned 
immediately to the Lord for counsel. I would have taken Him up 
on the promise He gave us in James 1:5: “If any of you lacks wisdom, 
let him ask of God, who gives to all liberally and without reproach, and 
it will be given to him.”

God alone knows the secrets of our children’s hearts. He 
understands the pain they feel and the struggles they face better 
than we, as natural parents, ever could. He also knows in advance 
the strategies the devil plans to use against them. If we will ask 
Him in faith, He will show us exactly what is happening and what 
we should do. He will enable us to guide our children to safety 
before the storms of life cause them harm.

Ask God for help. That seems like such an obvious thing to do. 
In the years since, I’ve done it many times and spared my children 
major calamities. But back then, I didn’t know how to do that. So 
I just kept loving my son and hoping for the best.

Aaron’s a good boy, I told myself. The drama director and the 
kids at school will soon see that and then this mess will blow over.

It blew over, all right. But by the time it did, there was virtually 
nothing left of the son I’d once known.

The Day the Tornado Touched Down

Aaron staggered, wounded, through his senior year at high 
school. Cut off from his familiar friends at school, he sought 
the company of the smokers Madame Dubois had warned me 
about. He even buddied up with an active member of the Crips 
gang he met while working part-time on the maintenance crew 
at church. He knew those people weren’t good for him, but their 
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companionship filled the empty hours once occupied with play 
rehearsals and ensemble practices. And their tough reputation 
offered some protection from the windshield-smashing delin-
quents who threatened him.

Despite his shadowy friends, however, Aaron still loved being 
a part of the youth group at church. It was the only place besides 
home he felt safe and happy.

That changed the day the youth pastor called him into his 
office and told him he’d heard about his new friends. “You’re a 
negative influence on the youth of this church, Aaron,” he said. “I 
don’t want you around anymore.”

No doubt, from the youth pastor’s perspective, the situation 
seemed simple. Aaron was a Christian boy from a good family 
who was misbehaving. What he needed was a sharp rebuke to 
straighten him up. We’ve all made misjudgments like that. We’ve 
all harbored the idea that, like God, we can see down into some-
one’s soul, identify what’s wrong, and fix it with an authoritative 
whack from our scriptural hammer. When we do that, we often 
break the fragile vessel we intended to mend because there’s almost 
always something we don’t know.

What the youth pastor didn’t know about Aaron that day could 
fill volumes. He didn’t know that Aaron’s natural father had taken 
off many years before and that he’d never recovered from the loss. He 
didn’t know that as a five-year-old boy, Aaron had crumbled, shaking 
and frightened beneath the wrath of man he wanted desperately to 
please—a man who ever after mocked and belittled him—and that 
he’d hungered ever since for a man he respected to affirm him. He 
didn’t know that Aaron had spent his whole life admiring ministers 
and that to be rejected by one was the cruelest blow he could imagine.

He’d just heard that Aaron was smoking cigarettes with the 
wrong kind of people...and he assumed that’s all he needed to 
know.



Part One: The Arrows of the Almighty  25

A Ticking Time Bomb

The day his youth pastor rejected him was the day the tor-
nado touched down in Aaron’s life, swooping down in a swirl of 
fury and a darkness I couldn’t comprehend. Overnight, torrents 
of angry rap music swept away the Broadway tunes he’d sung and 
played during his high school production years. The dark winds of 
Metallica and Alice in Chains replaced his once-beloved Christian 
rock. His hair mutated into unlikely shapes and colors. Mohawks 
and mullets, in angry shades unknown to nature, shouted at me 
about something; but for the life of me, I couldn’t make out what 
they were saying.

Since Aaron never disclosed what the youth pastor had said, I 
could only assume he was just passing through a phase. Surely, he 
wouldn’t go through his entire life with a green Mohawk and play-
ing air guitar to Metallica’s Black Album. I considered just laying 
down the law; using the oft-quoted parental line about living 
under my roof and abiding by my rules. Shape up or get out, I was 
tempted to say. But something in his eyes stopped me. When I 
looked beyond the rebellious glint, it seemed I could see hiding 
behind it a boy so wounded that one more blow of rejection would 
finish him off.

Desperate and confused, I tried to figure out what had gone 
wrong, but I couldn’t. One day as I drove the streets of Edmond, I 
found myself pounding the steering wheel, tears streaming down 
my face, asking the question I should have asked in the very begin-
ning. “Lord, why?” I called out, not really expecting an answer. 
“Why has all this happened to Aaron? He’s just a boy—a sweet, 
harmless boy!”

Reverberating from my spirit came a divine reply that perma-
nently altered my perspective. To the devil, Aaron is more than just 
a boy. He is a child of the righteous who has been taught My Word and 
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filled with My Spirit. He is a ticking time bomb with the potential to 
do great damage to the kingdom of darkness, and the devil is frantic to 
destroy him before that bomb goes off.

That’s when I realized the deadly nature of the spiritual battle 
that rages over the children of believers. That’s when I knew that if 
I wanted to win this battle, I would have to do more than lob spiri-
tual S.O.S. signals toward the sky and cry myself to sleep wonder-
ing if help would ever come. I would have to learn how to use the 
spiritual weapons God had given me. I would have to learn how 
to fight.

For a while, I rose up full of determination and confidence. 
Then I got the news. Due to a job transfer, our family would soon 
be moving from Edmond to Denver. Aaron, having graduated 
from high school, decided he was old enough now to go his own 
way. He would not be going with us. The day I hugged him good-
bye, I felt like I was setting him adrift alone on a fragile raft in the 
middle of some vast, shoreless ocean. Driving north on I-35, with 
every mile that passed I felt him slip further beyond my reach until 
the distance swallowed him up, and he was gone.

How will I ever help him now? I wondered. How will he ever find 
his way home?

Don’t Mess with an Angry Mother

It was years before I learned the details of the lifestyle my son 
sank into once he was on his own. Drug parties stretched for days 
and nights on end. The same boy who once perched on the edge of 
a front row seat in believers’ meetings spent his weekends slouched 
in drug houses or lingering in parking lots smoking marijuana, 
dropping acid, or snorting cocaine. Within months, he found 
himself homeless and jobless. Singing vocals with a no-name rock 
band and hanging out in bars all night, he slept his days away in 
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the apartment of his old friend from the Crips gang—the only 
person who would take him in.

The drug-induced fog he lived in obscured, for the most 
part, the danger that surrounded him; but occasionally it slashed 
through the haze like a switchblade wielded by some unseen hand. 
He saw its glint one night when a pickup truck driven by angry 
men with a score to settle mowed down one of his drug bud-
dies before his very eyes. Even the chemicals in his bloodstream 
couldn’t soften the shock of seeing his friend slammed onto the 
hood of the truck and hurled headfirst against the curb.

For a few hours, the sharp edge of reality startled Aaron to his 
senses. The sight of an open skull and the streams of blood flow-
ing from it onto the pavement…the shrieking ambulance sirens...
the wind slapping his face as he rode his friend’s motorcycle to 
the emergency room amid the flashing lights of a police escort…
reminded him just how deadly this lifestyle might be. But then the 
fog settled in again. The dangers seemed to dissipate, and he went 
on as before.

At the time, I knew none of this. Aaron rarely called me after 
we moved. I usually didn’t even know where he was. For all practi-
cal purposes, my son had vanished.

I continued to search the Bible to see what it had to say about 
the children of believers and prayed for him every day. But the more 
I prayed, the more I sensed that death itself was stalking him, creep-
ing closer all the time. Eventually, the urgency within me increased 
until I could almost see the devil’s twisted fingers holding a gun, 
trigger cocked, to his head. One flick of that wicked finger, one false 
move on Aaron’s part, and his life would be over. I couldn’t explain 
how I knew that, but I did; and I was desperate to stop it.

Over the years I’d seen what the promises of God could do 
in my own life. I’d learned how to believe God’s Word and, by 



28  God’s Power for Children

believing, to release His miracle-working power in my body when I 
needed healing, for example, or in my finances when I was in need. 
But I’d never faced a situation like this. I’d never encountered such 
darkness when I prayed.

Some believers I knew suggested I just roll the care of the 
whole situation over on God and forget about it. That didn’t seem 
right to me. If God wanted me to forget about Aaron, why had He 
given me such burden to pray for him? Why would He reveal to 
me the magnitude of the threat if I had no power to do anything 
about it?

Other well-meaning Christians suggested that, since my son 
was technically an adult now, he had to make his own choices and 
there was nothing I could do about it. “God won’t override a per-
son’s will,” they said. “Aaron is free to choose God or reject Him. 
You can pray all you want, but ultimately, what Aaron decides to 
do is up to him.”

That sounded reasonable, even scriptural. Still, something 
within me rebelled against such theories. I listened to them politely 
on the outside, but inside my heart I raged in response. Sure, that’s 
easy for you to say! It’s not your son we’re talking about, it’s mine! And 
I cannot bear to let the devil swallow him up. I cannot and I will not. 
God will show me a way to save him!

After I slammed my ears shut to the naysayers around me, I 
was hounded by condemning voices in my own mind. Thoughts 
of my failures as a mother trailed after me. Yipping like a pack 
of dogs on a hunt, they tormented me with memories of my own 
backslidden past. The divorce that had left Aaron fatherless as a 
toddler, the years during his early childhood when I’d failed to 
take him to church, the busyness that blinded me to the serious-
ness of his situation in high school—all those things nipped at my 
heart, blaming me for what was happening to him now.
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Thoughts of what I should have done differently or better 
gnawed away at me. It’s your fault. You made the mistakes. Now 
you’ll have to live with them, and Aaron may die because of them. 
There’s nothing you can do about it now.

But there’s something about a parent’s love. All by itself, it is 
almost supernatural. Cut from the cloth of God’s own compas-
sion, a parent’s love will never stop searching for a way to redeem 
its children. It will fight for them, if it must, to the death.

But sometimes, before love can win that fight, it must get mad.

That’s what I did, early one morning as I knelt on the floor, 
poring over my Bible. Wrapped in a fuzzy bathrobe, staring 
sleepy-eyed at the scriptural promises for my children that I’d seen 
so many times, a flash of anger shot through me. “The devil has no 
right to Aaron!” I shouted, the full revelation of it surging through 
me at last. “I refuse to let this go on any longer. I will take these 
promises and pound the devil with them until he runs screaming 
out of my son’s life because this is a battle the blood of Jesus has 
already won!”

Only once before in my life had I felt that kind of maternal 
fury. It was just a few weeks after Aaron was born. I had been 
wheeling him around the neighborhood for the first time in his 
stroller when I heard a low growl and turned to see a German 
shepherd lunging toward us with teeth bared and black lips foam-
ing. To this day, I can’t recall what on earth I was thinking. But 
the next thing I knew, I was shrieking a war whoop that rattled 
windows for blocks, hurtling toward that dog with fists clenched, 
ready to kill him before he laid a fang on my son.

Whether or not I actually could have done so is anybody’s 
guess, but the dog decided to err on the side of caution. Tucking his 
tail between his hairy haunches, he spun 180 degrees in midair and 
bounded back into the suburban jungle from which he had come. 
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The encounter had taught him an important lesson: Don’t mess 
with an angry mother—especially if she has a stroller in her hand.

Now, some nineteen years later, standing in an eerily similar 
situation, I felt that same anger again. Fueled by the promises I 
had found in God’s Word, it erupted in a blast of spiritual fury 
that sent me hurtling toward my attacker with the vengeance of a 
warrior willing to die for her cause. My prayers grew fervent and 
fierce. The devil was about encounter a principle much like the one 
the German shepherd stumbled into: Don’t mess with an angry 
mother—especially if she has a Bible in her hand.

Swinging the Sword of the Spirit

There are times in life when trouble comes and the Word of 
God is a comforting pillow that brings us rest. There are times when 
the Scriptures wrap around us like a blanket of God’s wisdom and 
love. The Bible is a blessing when it serves us in that way.

But when we are fighting for someone’s life, what we need is 
not the pillow of the Spirit, or the blanket of the spirit. What we need 
is the sword of the spirit, the weapon the apostle Paul referred to in 
Ephesians 6 where he wrote:

Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord and in the power 
of His might. Put on the whole armor of God, that you may be 
able to stand against the wiles of the devil. For we do not wres-
tle against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against 
powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this age, against 
spiritual hosts of wickedness in the heavenly places. Therefore 
take up the whole armor of God, that you may be able to with-
stand in the evil day, and having done all, to stand. Stand 
therefore, having girded your waist with truth, having put on 
the breastplate of righteousness, and having shod your feet 
with the preparation of the gospel of peace; above all, taking 
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the shield of faith with which you will be able to quench all the 
fiery darts of the wicked one. And take the helmet of salvation, 
and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God; praying 
always with all prayer and supplication in the Spirit, being 
watchful to this end with all perseverance and supplication for 
all the saints. (verses 10–18)

It was the sword of the spirit that turned the prayer battle 
over Aaron in my favor. As I searched my Bible daily, the Holy 
Spirit lifted verses from the pages and placed them like gleaming 
spiritual daggers in my hand. He showed me that I am in Christ, 
and “all the promises of God in Him are Yes, and in Him Amen” 
(2 Corinthians 1:20); therefore the promises in the Old Testament 
belong as surely to me as those in the New. Among those Old 
Testament promises, I found one passage Isaiah that summed 
them all up for me. It says:

All your…children shall be disciples [taught by the Lord 
and obedient to His will], and great shall be the peace and 
undisturbed composure of your children…no weapon that is 
formed against you shall prosper, and ever tongue that shall 
rise against you in judgment you shall show to be in the wrong. 
This [peace, righteousness, security, triumph over opposition] 
is the heritage of the servants of the Lord.  
 (Isaiah 54:13, 17 amp)

As far as I was concerned, those verses settled the issue. God 
had already declared His will for Aaron’s future. He had written it 
in the pages of the Bible. God had destined in advance that, as the 
son of a believer, Aaron would be a follower of Jesus. God Himself 
had sworn in His written Word that He would personally teach my 
children, empower them to obey Him, and lead them into places 
of peace—spiritually and physically. Any weapon the devil formed 
against Aaron was doomed to fail because the Bible said so.
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What’s more, according to those verses, I need not cower 
under condemning accusations from my past. I could stand on the 
Word and triumph over them. I could throw off the blame the 
devil had heaped upon me and declare that Jesus shed His own 
blood to pay the price for all my sins, including the ones that had 
injured my children. I could call on His redemptive power to go to 
work on their behalf.

So that’s exactly what I did. Day after day, I wrestled in prayer 
against the spiritual darkness that had enveloped my son. Refusing 
to give up until I could sense clearly in my heart that the battle 
had been won, I returned again and again to the throne room of 
grace, praying just as Paul told us to, with all kinds of prayer and 
supplication.

I had no real idea what kind of prayer would work best, so I 
just followed the leading of the Lord as it came to me. Sometimes 
I declared the Word. Other times I prayed militantly in the Holy 
Spirit. Occasionally I wept with groans and tears that erupted 
from the very core of my spirit. I’d never heard anyone else pray 
that way, but when I began to wonder if I’d lost my mind, the 
words of Romans 8:26–27 convinced me otherwise.

So too the [Holy] Spirit comes to our aid and bears us up in 
our weakness; for we do not know what prayer to offer nor 
how to offer it worthily as we ought, but the Spirit Himself 
goes to meet our supplication and please in our behalf with 
unspeakable yearnings and groanings too deep for utterance. 
And He Who searches the hearts of men knows what is in 
the mind of the [Holy] Spirit [what His intent is], because 
the Spirit intercedes and pleads [before God] in behalf of the 
saints according to and in harmony with God’s will.  (amp)

If the devil has any virtue at all, it would be this: he does not 
give up easily. I discovered this for myself as the days stretched into 
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weeks and the weeks into months with no sign of change. Each 
time the phone rang, my heart lurched toward it as if to race my 
hand to the receiver and be the first to hear Aaron’s voice again. 
But it was always someone else calling.

I carried him in my heart all the time but, of course, I couldn’t 
spend all day on my knees. Life went on, and I had to go on with it: 
cooking meals for the family, meeting the relentless writing deadlines 
that marched toward me week after week, chauffeuring my daughter 
to and from school every day. During those months I learned what 
the Bible means when it says, “Pray without ceasing” (1 Thessalonians 
5:17). I discovered that with the help of the Holy Spirit, I could keep 
my heart turned toward God in an attitude of faith even though my 
mind and body were occupied with other things.

When well-meaning friends or acquaintances called to talk to 
me about the situation—often to tell me they’d seen Aaron some-
where looking bedraggled and sporting a new tattoo—I refused 
to say anything about him except what the Bible said. I told them 
that, despite appearances to the contrary, God had given me His 
Word that Aaron is a disciple of the Lord and I had no doubt that 
Word would prevail. I realized I sounded like I was in denial, but 
I didn’t care what others thought. Their opinions wouldn’t save my 
son; faith in God’s Word would, so I chose to stick with faith.

To everyone else, it appeared that all my hours of praying, all 
my standing against the devil and declaring the Word had made 
not one whit of difference. But appearances can be deceiving, and 
I knew in my heart God was on the move.

How Will You Reach Him?

Hundreds of miles away in Edmond, Aaron’s circumstances 
began to change. Early one morning after partying all night, he 
stumbled back to his gangster friend’s apartment and found the 
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locks changed. A note on the door read, Look in the storage closet. 
There, Aaron found his clothes and other belongings stuffed in 
garbage bags and ready to move.

With no money and no friends left who would put up with 
him, he was homeless.

The only thing he knew to do was call his older brother, 
Christopher, who in years past had been one of his best friends and 
strongest spiritual allies. Christopher was living in a house nearby 
with a couple of friends from church. Maybe they would help. It 
was worth a try.

Aaron found a pay phone and dialed the number. 

Christopher watched, amazed, as Aaron lugged his garbage 
bag suitcases into the spare bedroom. He and Aaron had grown up 
together, sung in church musicals together, even prayed together. 
But looking at Aaron now, he didn’t even know him. Every trace 
of spiritual light had disappeared from his eyes. Everything about 
him was cold, hard, and hopeless.

The friends Christopher shared a house with had agreed to 
let Aaron move in and live rent-free for a while until he got on his 
feet. Since they’d all gone to church together years before, they’d 
known Aaron as he used to be. They figured, surely, with his life 
in such a shambles, Aaron would quickly turn back to the Lord.

To their dismay, he didn’t. Instead, he spent the nights he 
wasn’t playing gigs or partying slumped on the sofa, staring at the 
floor, and picking his guitar to the strains of Nirvana.

Christopher hated to admit it, but it almost seemed as if God 
Himself had given up on Aaron, as if the Holy Spirit, too grieved 
to linger any longer in his hardened heart had turned out the lights 
and departed. From all appearances, the door was locked and the 
place was empty. There was no longer anyone home.
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Too kind to further bruise my hopeful heart by telling me how 
bad Aaron looked, when Christopher called to give me an update, 
all he told me was that his brother had moved in.

Even if Christopher had shared the disheartening details, 
they wouldn’t have discouraged me; by that time I was living in an 
alternate reality. All I could see was what God’s Word said about 
Aaron. No matter how spiritually hollow he might appear, I knew 
God would never abandon him. I had His Word on it as surely as 
if the Holy Spirit had inscribed on my heart with some heavenly 
pen God’s personal promise:

“As for Me,” says the Lord, “this is My covenant...My Spirit 
who is upon you, and My words which I have put in your 
mouth, shall not depart from your mouth, nor from the mouth 
of your descendants, nor from the mouth of your descendants’ 
descendants,” says the Lord, “ from this time and forever-
more.”  (Isaiah 59:21)

I had no doubt God intended to keep that promise. There was 
just one problem. Time had run out. The devil was no longer just 
stalking Aaron; he was moving in for the kill.

Driving home one morning from my daughter’s school, an 
unexplainable urgency enveloped me. For no apparent reason, my 
heart galloped out of control and my hands trembled on the wheel. 
Aaron! I could feel someone calling his name. The sound of it came 
from within me.

Scrambling for an explanation, I flashed back fifteen years to 
another moment I’d heard Aaron’s name just the same way. He 
and Christopher, both just chubby-cheeked boys at the time, had 
been playing together in a park near our home in west Texas. My 
view of them had been blocked by a scraggly crowd of Mesquite 
trees as I batted tennis balls around a cracked cement court with 
my husband on the other side of the park.
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I’d always assumed it was Christopher who sounded the alarm. 
Aaron! The cry didn’t pierce the air and grab my attention as such 
cries usually do. Instead, it seeped into my consciousness from the 
inside out. Aaron! When the call finally registered, my husband 
and I threw down our tennis rackets and raced toward the boys.

When we reached them, we found four-year-old Aaron floun-
dering, blue-faced and breathless, in a drainage ditch filled with 
water. Christopher, unwilling to leave him but unable to save 
him, stood sobbing in panic nearby. I’d known the minute we saw 
Aaron’s face blurred and contorted beneath the ripples he made 
as he thrashed for his life, how close to death he’d come. Had we 
ignored the warning cry, or delayed in answering, Aaron would 
have been a tragic memory.

It wasn’t until years later when our family was reminiscing 
about the event that we all learned the truth. Christopher, frozen 
with fear, had not even thought to cry out that day. He had never 
made a sound.

His claim confounded us. “Who was it, then, that called us?” 
I asked.

“There was a man there,” said Christopher. “He told me he 
would go get you and he did.”

But neither my husband nor I had seen any man that day. 
There were no other people in that dusty west Texas park. We 
were sure of it. Someone else, some divine messenger sent to help 
protect the children of the righteous, had sounded the alarm.

Now it was happening again. Aaron! I considered pulling to 
the side of the road and praying in my car but decided to pray while 
I drove instead. As I did, the tension mounted within me, pulling 
my heart as taut as an archer’s bow. At home, I burst through the 
door and crumpled to my knees on the living room floor. Weeping, 
praying in the Spirit, claiming God’s promises—I released the 
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arrows of my faith and sent soaring toward them mark. Then, all 
at once, I fell silent.

A peace unlike anything I’d experienced in the previous 
months flooded not just my heart but the whole room. The battle 
was over. We had won. I was almost certain. Only one question 
remained in my mind, so I asked it.

“Lord, how will You reach him? He has cut himself off from 
every godly influence.”

I will never forget the answer that came.

I will reach him even if I have to go Myself.

Coming Home

From then on, all I could do was rejoice. Although I heard 
nothing from Aaron for weeks afterward, I found it impossible to 
be concerned about him. I knew my prayers had been answered.

One July day, the phone rang. When I answered, I heard the 
voice of my beloved prodigal, choking with tears.

“Mom? It’s Aaron,” he said. “Can I come home?”

I listened in amazement as he told me what had happened. 
Two nights earlier he had been in bed—whether he was asleep or 
awake he couldn’t say for sure—when a vision as clear as any movie 
unfolded before his eyes. In the vision, a man driving a black car 
had aimed a gun at Aaron’s head and fired.

I don’t know what it’s like to watch myself die, but my son does 
because he has done it. Terrified but unable to move, he watched 
his life snuffed out. He saw his own end, and it was horrible, mis-
erable, and stupid.

He would have fled at the sight but a divine force held him to 
his bed. Pinned like a wrestler to the mat by Someone infinitely 
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stronger than he, Aaron finally heard and listened to the God he 
had been running from. “If you do not repent, you will be dead before 
the year is out,” He said. “And this is the way you will die.”

Scared sober but unsure of what to do, Aaron spent the next 
day pondering his situation. When night fell, he found himself lis-
tening to an old rock song about a father’s love. It was then that the 
Lord spoke to him again and gave him the instructions he needed. 
“Call your mother. It’s time to go home.”

Many years later as he was telling me again how it all hap-
pened, I shared with him what the Lord had promised. “He said 
that He would reach you, even if He had to go Himself.”

Aaron smiled and nodded, rehearsing the memory of those 
nights in his mind. “Yes...I suppose you could say that’s exactly 
what He did.”

When the Bomb Goes Off

The spoils of righteous war are always worth the fight. That’s 
especially true when the battle is over your children. It’s a matter 
of honor with God to ensure that everything the devil steals is 
restored sevenfold to those who will stand to the end. So it’s no 
wonder the joy I felt over the next few months defies description.

By September, Aaron was not only back home, he was 
attending Bible college and working part-time at an international 
Christian ministry. He dove into the activities at the church we 
attended—a congregation aptly named Happy Church, pastored 
by Wally and Marilyn Hickey. As if in recompense for the rejec-
tion Aaron had experienced years earlier, the youth pastor there, a 
firebrand named Mike Donahue, swept Aaron under his wing and 
put him to work teaching high school Bible study groups and lead-
ing worship in the youth services. Mike wasn’t critical of Aaron’s 
past. He’d come through some rough times himself. He knew 
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what God had done in his own life and he trusted Him to do the 
same in Aaron’s.

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any better, Aaron told 
me Mike had paired the home Bible study leaders up in teams. 
Aaron’s co-leader happened to be a beautiful, young blonde named 
Krista Thompson.

Okay, Lord, I smiled, now, You’re just showing off.

I’d first seen Krista a year earlier asking eager questions at a 
morning Bible seminar class I’d attended at the church. When I 
saw her, I had prayed a blatantly selfish prayer. “Father, that’s the 
kind of girl I want Aaron to marry someday.”

Of course, all that was many years ago now. These days, Aaron 
and Krista are no longer leading youth Bible studies together. 
They’re raising my grandkids and pastoring the church they 
planted a few years ago, Lifesong Worship Center.

The devil failed to disarm the time spiritual bomb that was 
ticking in my once-troubled son. Just as he feared, it exploded 
and hurled Aaron into a life of ministry that has done significant 
damage to the kingdom of darkness. Through his years working as 
a youth pastor and worship leader, souls have been won to Jesus, 
believers have been discipled, and thousands of people have found 
their way through worship into the presence of the Lord.

If I ever start to take those things for granted, I think back to 
the time years ago when Aaron spent his nights performing in bars 
with a rock band instead of leading worship on Sundays. I never 
met any of the other four young men in that band, and I guess I 
never will. Three of them are already dead: one committed suicide, 
one died in a car accident, one overdosed.

If the devil had gotten his way, Aaron’s name would have been 
added to that list; but God had a different plan. He promised me 
that all my children would be His disciples, taught by Him and 
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obedient to His Word. He gave me His Word that they would live 
in peace. That’s a promise He has kept.

More Enemies to Conquer

If I ever entertained the idea that once Aaron was back in the 
fold, I could take a vacation from praying for the children of the 
saints—my own or anyone else’s—I  quickly let it go. God did not 
intend for me to take the scriptural promises I discovered and 
hang them on the wall as trophies of past victories. There were 
other enemies to conquer.

Additional battles had to be fought for my own children, of 
course, because the devil never just gives up and goes home; but 
most of those skirmishes were brief and easily won. It’s not that 
the devil’s plots grew less sinister, it’s just that during those two 
long years praying for Aaron, I’d learned some crucial lessons and 
become more skilled in spiritual warfare. That’s the risk the devil 
always runs. If he attacks and by the grace of God we lay hold of 
the wisdom and spiritual strength to defeat him, he has not only 
lost a battle, he has gained a more dangerous foe.

No one understands that better than the Lord Jesus Himself, 
who is the acting Commander of all of heaven’s armies. As the 
Lord of Hosts, He knows the strengths and weaknesses of His 
earthly forces. He knows what weapons they’ve learned to wield 
and where those weapons are needed at any given moment. So we 
should never be surprised, once we’ve personally gained victory 
in a certain area, to find ourselves fighting shoulder-to-shoulder 
with fellow believers who are struggling to take that same ground 
themselves.

Ten years after the war over Aaron had been won, God called 
me into action again on a bone-chilling Wednesday night in the 
middle of New York snowstorm. To say I answered His call 
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cheerfully would be an exaggeration. I tried to convince myself I 
should cancel the prayer meeting I was scheduled to lead at the 
church that night. Surely, I reasoned, that’s what God in His great 
mercy would want me to do. He knew even better than I that the 
snow was piling up faster than the road crews could clear it; and 
even after the snowplows grumbled by and scraped the streets 
clean, the winds sheared the tops off the snowdrifts on the road-
side and undid the job.

“This is crazy…absolutely crazy,” I muttered as I coasted the 
Jeep into the church parking lot. “The place looks like Siberia, for 
Pete’s sake! Nobody’s going to show up for prayer tonight.”

Sure enough, only three snow-encrusted pray-ers straggled 
in, shaking out their coats and wool scarves as they came. Among 
them was Jackie. I should have known. Jackie hadn’t missed a prayer 
meeting in who knows how many years. She’d been praying heaven 
and earth together for the people of this church for longer than the 
devil cared to remember.

But, despite the spiritual victories she’d won for others, Jackie 
carried her own private grief. Her college-age son had never been 
saved. He lived in another city, so I’d never met him, but from the 
bits and pieces she’d had said about him, I gathered that much like 
Aaron, he’d been through some tough experiences that had hard-
ened his heart toward the Lord. I figured if Jackie’s prayers hadn’t 
softened him in all these years, he must be one crusty character.

Honestly, I didn’t intend to pray for him that night. But the 
Holy Spirit surprised us by sweeping us into intercession for him. 
As I bowed on the sanctuary steps praying beside his desperate 
mother, all the faith God had developed in me through my battle 
over Aaron sprang back to life.

I don’t remember all we prayed that night. I just know that 
Jackie and I drew our spiritual swords together, declaring one 
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scriptural promise after another, until we actually felt the forces of 
darkness turn tail and run. “Resist the devil and he will flee from you” 
is what James 4:7 says, and that night we proved it’s true.

One thing I do remember. We ended our prayer with this vic-
torious proclamation on our lips: “And it shall come to pass in the 
last days, says God, that I will pour out of My Spirit on all flesh; Your 
sons and your daughters shall prophesy” (Acts 2:17). With that dec-
laration, the same peace I’d experienced years earlier when praying 
for my own son flooded the place. When it did, Jackie and I knew 
her boy’s salvation had been won. Together we had activated the 
promise of Jesus: “If two of you shall agree on earth as touching any 
thing that they shall ask, it shall be done for them by my Father in 
heaven” (Matthew 18:19).

Sometime before dawn the next morning, the telephone on 
Jackie’s bedside table rang, jarring her awake. When she answered, 
she heard the words she’d been waiting for years to hear.

“Mom? I need you to pray with me. I can’t stand my life any-
more. I want to confess my sins and get saved tonight.”

Not Just for Prodigals

Over the years, I have seen that kind of thing happen again 
and again. I’ve seen parents whose kids were caught in the most 
demonic traps imaginable grab hold of God’s promises, refuse to 
let go, and see miracles in their children’s lives.

I remember one mother who first heard about God’s promises 
for our children when her son was locked up in the city jail—the 
product of a broken home, an impoverished background, and a 
violent inner-city neighborhood. But she dared to believe God was 
mightier than all those things. She stood on the Scriptures and 
began to pray. Within six months, her son was a whole new man. 
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He’d dedicated his life to the Lord, left his jailhouse days behind, 
and enrolled in college.

God’s promises aren’t just reserved for prodigals, either. The 
same promise that will bring home a wayward son will heal, 
deliver, and protect our children in times of danger. It will open 
barren wombs and bring forth the sons and daughters the devil 
has tried to deny us.

The Bible leaves no doubt about it. Nothing is more precious to 
God than the children of His people. They are included in almost 
every scriptural promise He gives us. The stories that follow bear 
that out again and again. Each one proves in its own unique way 
that God meant it when He said, “All your children shall be taught by 
the Lord, and great shall be the peace of your children” (Isaiah 54:13).


