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Part One

ON THE ROAD TO  
A MIRACLE

By Gina
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Part One

ON THE ROAD TO A 
MIRACLE

Then Saul, still breathing threats and murder against 
the disciples of the Lord…came near Damascus, and 
suddenly a light shone around him from heaven. Then 
he fell to the ground, and heard a voice saying to him, 

“Saul, Saul, why are you persecuting Me?” And he said, 
“Who are You, Lord?” Then the Lord said, “I am Jesus, 

whom you are persecuting. It is hard for you to kick 
against the goads.” So he, trembling and astonished, said, 

“Lord, what do You want me to do?” 
—Acts 9:1, 3–6

It’s astonishing what almighty God can do with an ordinary 
road trip.
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When Saul of Tarsus strapped on his sandals and trudged 
down the dusty highway to Damascus muttering threats and 
hating Christians, he never dreamed he would become one 
before he arrived. It never occurred to him that on the way, he 
would be forever changed.

Some two thousand years later when my friend, Danielle 
Kelley, and I stuffed our suitcases in the trunk of my mud-
spattered Nissan, we weren’t thinking in those terms either. 
As we headed down the interstate in the driving rain, we didn’t 
expect anymore than Saul did that someone’s eternal destiny 
was about to be altered. After all, this wasn’t a mission trip. 
It was just a seven-hundred-mile drive from Oklahoma to 
Colorado and, except for bathroom breaks and an occasional 
fast-food fix, it would be nonstop.

Unless Danielle snagged some lost soul at a rest stop, she’d 
have no time for evangelism today. We had too much territory 
to cover. 

I didn’t say as much to her, of course. She’s one of those 
fiery Christians who believes God’s anointing for salvation 
can save anybody, anytime, anywhere, and she prays daily 
along those lines. But, no matter. Apart from a brief God bless 
you to the boney-wristed teenager handing us a sack of ham-
burgers out a drive-through window, Danielle would have 
nobody to witness to on this trip but me—and I’ve been saved 
for years. 

The only other listening ears available to her were attached 
to the three Yorkshire Terriers that curled in our laps and 
pressed their noses against the car windows as we rolled across 
the Kansas plains. Although they were sweet and attentive, 
they weren’t exactly a group that could respond to an altar call.
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Then the cell phone rang. Pushing a Yorkie out of the way, 
Danielle dug into her purse with gusto.

“Yes? Hey, Rich!” she chirped as she clamped the phone to 
her ear. “Great to hear from you. How are you? Yes…okay…
sure…I see. So you’re ready now?”

I reached over and pressed the Stop button on the CD 
player so she could hear, and I could eavesdrop, with greater 
ease. Training my eyes on the black ribbon of asphalt that 
stretched for miles ahead, I pretended to concentrate on my 
driving and mind my own business. 

“No, Rich, you don’t have to be in a church building to do 
it,” Danielle said, shifting her shoulder to steady the puppy 
that perched there like a parrot, gawking at the Kansas cows 
whizzing past the window. “We can pray together right now 
on the phone. Just say, ‘Lord Jesus. I receive You now as my 
Lord and Savior….’”

Outside, the rain rat-a-tatting on the roof eased to a soft 
mist. I glanced skyward through the windshield to see the sun 
wrestle its way through steel gray clouds as if determined to 
shine on this amazing moment. For an instant, all seemed 
heavenly, supernatural. Right now, I thought, some precious 
soul is stepping out of spiritual darkness into the dazzling light of 
God’s love. At this moment, someone is escaping the gaping maw 
of hell and having their name written in the Lamb’s Book of Life. 
Someone is getting born again. 

Pressing my foot on the gas pedal, I swung into the left 
lane to pass a lumbering 18-wheeler. The greasy spray of its 
wake slapped a wave of gunk across my glorious view and 
brought me back to earth. No pipe organ played hymns for 
Rich as he gave his heart to Jesus. No pastor knelt with him 
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at a church altar. The only soundtrack was the slap-swoosh of 
my windshield wipers and the sound of Danielle’s New York 
accent on the cell phone as she led him in prayer:

Jesus, I believe that You are the divine Son of God; that 
You died for My sins; that You were crucified, buried, 
and rose again. I believe that You reign in heaven as 
the King of Kings and Lord of Lords. I acknowledge 
to You that I am a sinner in need of salvation and I 
ask You to forgive me and save me now. I renounce the 
devil and all his works in my life. Come into my heart 
and make me a child of God. I surrender myself spirit, 
soul, and body to You forever. From this moment on, 
I am Yours.

Settled back in the right-hand lane, the semi retreat-
ing in my rearview mirror, I batted a tear from the corner 
of my eye, amazed at how God intertwines the miraculous 
and the mundane. He always hides the spectacular in ordi-
nary surroundings so that only those who are searching can 
find them. Baby Jesus made His grand entrance in a stable 
surrounded by hay and farm animals. This man made his 
entrance into the kingdom of God praying on a cell phone 
with a blue-jeaned woman surrounded by lap dogs and 
empty coffee cups. 

I cast a sideways glance toward Danielle. The phone still 
bonded to her ear, her face radiated joy as Rich asked her 
about reading the Bible and going to church. Her head bobbed 
up and down as if he could see her nodding in answer to his 
questions. The motion reminded me of times when I fished off 
my uncle’s dock as a kid and the red and white bobber on my 
line dipped up and down in the lake, signaling me that I had 
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hooked a perch. Well, Jesus said He’d make us “fishers of men” 
(Matthew 4:19). 

I hadn’t expected Him to fulfill that promise while we 
were speeding across the prairie at seventy miles an hour. But 
Danielle did. She lived every day expecting to catch souls for 
Jesus along the highway of life because, like Saul, she once had 
a road-to-Damascus experience herself. She knows what it’s 
like to climb into a car expecting an uneventful journey and 
end up meeting Jesus face-to-face. 

A Divine Visit with a  
Teenage Atheist

It happened when she was sixteen. On a normal day like 
any other, Danielle, her sister Roseanne, and friend Jenny 
were cruising the streets of East Port, New York, when a dog 
darted across the road. Jenny’s scream split the air. The screech 
of tires and the explosion of metal curling around an oak tree 
swallowed up Jenny’s voice, and all went silent.

The next morning’s light found Danielle unconscious in 
a hospital bed, swathed in bandages, 150 stitches in her face, 
with only a fifty-fifty chance of survival—a teenage atheist 
hovering between life and death.

Danielle hadn’t always been an atheist. She’d grown up 
believing what she’d been taught in her traditional religion: 
that Jesus was a fearsome Judge, an accuser who looked at her 
with anger and disapproval. As Danielle understood it, Jesus 
was the reason the teachers at her parochial school whacked 
her with rulers and left stinging red welts on her skin. He was 
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the reason they punished her with little mercy for the most 
minor infractions. Jesus wanted her to be good, or so they said. 
And it pleased Him for them to use such methods to make 
her so. 

At fourteen, Danielle escaped Jesus the only way she knew 
how—by proclaiming herself an atheist. But it’s hard to stay 
an atheist when Jesus Himself comes to visit you. And that’s 
what He did as Danielle lay in the stillness of her hospital 
room, oblivious to the quiet beep of the heart monitor and the 
shushing of nurses’ rubber-soled shoes passing by her door. 

He opened His visit with music. Angelic voices, swirl-
ing around her in heavenly harmony, lifted Danielle out of 
her body and into another world. There were no instruments 
accompanying the angel choir. No harps or violins. Just sweet, 
melodious voices that embraced her like comforting arms. 

When the music stopped, she saw Him. He stood before 
her, robed in light, His tender eyes resting on her with all-
engulfing love. They drew her to Him like a flame draws a 
moth to its light. One look at Jesus convinced her that she no 
longer wanted to escape Him. She longed, instead, to spend all 
of eternity wrapped in His gaze. 

Then He spoke. “I love you, Danielle,” He said. “Your time 
has not yet come. Go back and spread the Word.”

Danielle didn’t want to go back. Life on earth paled like a 
faded black and white photo next to the radiant, Technicolor 
beauty of Jesus. Why was He making her go back there? And 
what Word did He want her to spread?

Seven years would pass before Danielle found the answers 
to those questions. Seven years filled with drugs, pain, and 
sin. But all that time, God’s Holy Spirit was working on her, 
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bringing her to the point of salvation. She resisted Him for a 
while and tried to shrug off her divine visitation. 

One day after smoking a joint, she even went with a friend 
to the home of a Christian woman, intending to mock her for 
her faith. Instead of rebuking Danielle, the lady served them 
tea and kind words. Smitten with conviction, Danielle rushed 
toward the door. “Jesus loves you,” the lady called out after her 
as she fled the house. “He wants to take that marijuana from 
you.”

Six years later, Danielle finally listened to those words. 
She had no other choice. Her beautiful, raven-haired daughter 
was dying from an incurable blood disease. She had nowhere 
else to turn. So she bought a Bible, took it home, and fell to 
her knees.

“Jesus, please heal my daughter,” she said. Then she sur-
rendered her life to Him.

In an instant, everything was different. Danielle could 
sense it. She felt clean and light inside. She put her head on 
the pillow that night, praying that the next morning she would 
still feel the same. 

Sure enough, when dawn crept into her bedroom and nuz-
zled her to life, she awoke feeling clean and free. She pushed 
back the curtains and found the sun shining brighter than 
usual. For the first time ever, she heard birds singing outside 
her Brooklyn apartment. Best of all, her desire for cigarettes 
and drugs had vanished. And her daughter was healed.

Danielle has been spreading the Word that Jesus saves 
ever since.
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Exit 58C to Hays, Kansas, streaked past, followed by a 
sign promising food and gasoline. I listened to the happy 
patter of Danielle’s voice telling Rich how to start his new life. 
“So you’ve already bought a Bible? Great!…No, don’t just start 
at the beginning and read through. That can be hard. Start 
with the Gospel of John. That will help you learn more about 
Jesus…Yes, and you’ll want to go to church….” 

Overhead, the sun won the battle with the clouds and sent 
them scurrying in all directions. The windshield wipers went 
silent and returned to their beds, their work done. I tapped 
my fingertips on the warm steering wheel to the rhythm of the 
song springing up in my heart—an old Baptist hymn from my 
childhood days. I have heard the joyful sound, Jesus saves, Jesus 
saves; spread the tidings all around, Jesus saves, Jesus saves….

Beside me in the passenger’s seat, Danielle once again 
wove together the practical realities of earth with the glories of 
the divine. “Well, Rich, the battery on my cell phone is almost 
dead so I’ll have to call you again later. But before I go, tell me 
how you feel now that you’ve been born again?”

Danielle had been looking forward to asking Rich that 
question for two years. That’s how long it had been since she 
first began telling him the good news. That’s how long she had 
waited for the anointing of God to finish its work and get him 
“ready” to receive Jesus. When she snapped her phone shut 
and looked at me, her eyes dancing, I knew the answer he gave 
her, although simple, was what she expected it to be.

“Well?” I asked, knowing she was bursting to tell me.

“He said he feels different. He feels lighter!” she said, clap-
ping her hands in celebration. 
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Batting at another pesky tear, I turned my eyes back to 
the road, knowing that angels were rejoicing with us now 
as we rolled across the sunny, windswept plains. The Great 
Shepherd had found another lost sheep and lifted him to His 
shoulders. Another sinner had been gathered into God’s fold.

Somewhere a thousand miles away, a believer named Rich 
was taking his first few steps with Jesus. No doubt, tomorrow 
morning when he woke up, he would hear the birds sing.

Searching for an Intercessor
God loves nothing better than saving souls. It’s His pas-

sion. He will loose the power of heaven itself, work miracles, 
perform signs and wonders, send angels, even pay personal 
visits, if necessary, to snatch one sinner out of the devil’s 
hands. He will cloak the rebellious with such suffocating con-
viction that it sends them running to Him for relief. He will 
do anything that love will allow in order to bring a lost son or 
daughter home.

I wonder, sometimes, how we can doubt that, considering 
the price Jesus has already paid to redeem mankind. But, truth 
be told, we often do.

As we lie awake in our beds and think of loved ones who 
seem hell-bent on rejecting Jesus, we are tempted to assume 
there is nothing more God can do for them. After all, Jesus 
already shed His blood, paid the price to save them, and sent 
messengers to deliver the good news. If our friends or family 
reject that news, we might expect God to shrug His mighty 
shoulders and turn His attention to other matters, leaving the 
rebellious and wayward to their own self-imposed destruction.
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But that’s just not God’s style.

When a sinner slams the door in His face, He doesn’t 
forget about him and go looking for something else to do. 
He starts searching for an intercessor. He sends His mighty 
Spirit throughout the earth to find somebody who will keep 
speaking the truth to that person in love, somebody who will 
pray for them. He scans every church pew and looks behind 
every open Bible. He searches high and low for somebody bold 
enough to believe He can win even the most stubborn soul. 

Sometimes the only person He can find is a Christian too 
wet behind the ears to know any better. I was in that condi-
tion when He first made a fisher of men out of me. I had just 
recently committed my life to Jesus, and I was toddling around 
in spiritual Pampers, immature but overjoyed to be free of the 
stink of sin. In the few short weeks I’d spent walking with 
God, I’d been delivered from things I’d struggled against for 
years. Uncontrollable anger, black bouts of depression, and 
a two-pack-a-day cigarette addiction had melted away under 
the power of Jesus’ touch like hailstones in the Texas summer 
heat. Head-over-heels in love with my Savior, I was convinced 
there was nothing He couldn’t do.

The problem was, I had friends—good friends, beloved 
friends—who didn’t want any part of Him, and I couldn’t 
figure out what to do about it.

My long-time buddy Joe, for example, came close to curs-
ing me every time I mentioned Jesus’ name. I didn’t relish the 
persecution, either. I hadn’t caught onto the concept of rejoic-
ing and being glad about that yet, so when Joe came to visit, I 
tried to avoid the subject. “What about this weather?” I’d say 
when he dropped by. “How are things at work?”
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But Joe insisted on pestering me with spiritual questions.

“What’s changed with you?” he’d say. “In the years I’ve 
known you, you’ve never been this happy. You’ve never been 
this peaceful. What’s the deal?”

The first time he asked, I replied with vigor, glad for the 
opportunity to brag on my Redeemer. “I gave my life to Jesus!” 
I said. “Turned the whole thing over to Him—lock, stock, and 
barrel. Made Him the Lord of my entire life. When I did, He 
started saving me, not just from hell in the hereafter but from 
the hell on earth I’ve been living in.”

I thought Joe might like that answer. I was mistaken.

“Jeeeeesus!” he roared, his face flaring red as his plaid flan-
nel shirt. “Get out of here with that junk about Jesus. People 
have beat me over the head with Him since I was a kid, telling 
me He was going to get me for the bad things I’ve done and 
send me to hell. That’s nothing but religious hogwash, and I 
don’t want to hear it.”

I wasn’t as loving as the Christian lady Danielle met. I 
didn’t offer to make Joe tea. I puffed up like a blowfish, all 
prickly and offended. “Get out of here, yourself!” I snapped. 
“After all, this is my house; and you’re the one who asked the 
question.”

When Joe stormed out, I assumed that was the end of 
the matter. It didn’t look like he would ever be interested in 
getting saved. But God knew better. He loved Joe and knew, 
even if I didn’t, that the spiritual bobber was wobbling on the 
waters of salvation. I had a fish on the line. 

A few days later as I puttered around the house pick-
ing up toys my kids had strewn around the family room, a 
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strange need to pray seized my heart. Somebody was slipping 
into spiritual darkness. The Holy Spirit in His great love was 
sounding the alarm. It was the first time God ever tapped 
me to intercede in prayer for a lost soul and, at first, I was 
confused. 

For no apparent reason, despair swept over me like a chilly 
ocean wave. What’s happening? I looked around in confusion, 
my hands overflowing with doll clothes and action figures. 
Everything seemed to be fine; yet deep inside, I sensed some-
thing terrible—perhaps something terminal—was about to 
happen.

For a moment, the wave of grief passed. Then an under-
tow of spiritual darkness swirled around my heart and pulled 
me toward a place of eternal darkness so deep and inescap-
able that, once there, I knew I could never return. “Dear Lord, 
why am I feeling this way? I know I’m born again. I know I’m 
headed for eternity in heaven!” 

“Yes, you are. But there is another who isn’t. Pray for him.”

I hurried to the walk-in closet in my bedroom—the only 
quiet place I could find—and fell to my knees, weeping and 
praying. 

For who?

I didn’t know for sure. I just knew that whoever it was, 
God loved him enough to die for him. The Holy Spirit had me 
weeping over him like a mother would weep over a drowning 
child being swept out to sea. With love greater than any I had 
ever experienced before, God was throwing out the lifeline.

After I prayed a while, the feeling lifted. I felt normal 
again. I decided not to tell anybody what had happened to me. 
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If I was going crazy, I preferred to do it in the privacy of my 
own mind.

I had the same experience again the next day…and the 
next…and the next. The last time it happened, a wonderful 
sense of joy sprung up within me as I finished praying. I knew 
then that God’s mission had been accomplished. Somewhere 
a soul had been saved.

During those days, Joe had stopped by a time or two, as 
ornery as ever, asking me about my newfound peace, then get-
ting mad at my answers. Dumping years of resentment on my 
dining room table, he sat across from me with a cup of coffee 
and told me about the legalistic religion that had been forced 
on him as a kid. He had hated church, hated all the meanness 
and hypocrisy he experienced there. He’d even grown to hate 
the name that was associated with it—the name of Jesus.

I listened and felt bad for him. But even so, the fact 
remained that Jesus had changed my life. Whether Joe liked it 
or not, that was the truth.

Shortly after my prayer burden lifted, Joe came by again. 
I sighed when I opened the door and saw him standing there. 
Here we go again. But this time, Joe’s shoulders weren’t thrown 
back in defiance. They drooped. He’d been boxing for days 
with the conviction of the Holy Spirit, and I could see he’d 
lost the match.

“Okay, there’s no way around it,” he said, flopping down 
on the sofa, a defeated man. “I need what you’ve found. I’ll do 
whatever I have to do to get it.”

Still wary, I kept my distance in case he decided to blast 
me again. “It’s simple, Joe. All you have to do is give your whole 
self to Jesus—spirit, soul, and body. I know you already believe 
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He exists. You’ve known since you were a kid that He is the 
Son of God who died for your sins. You just never received 
Him into your heart as your personal Lord and Savior.”

It was not what I’d call a glorious moment. Joe buried his 
face in his hands like a man just informed by the IRS that 
he owed back taxes. “Do I have to call Him Jesus?” he asked. 
“Can’t I use some other name?”

I gaped at him, dumbfounded. I wasn’t a seminary gradu-
ate, but I was Bible-savvy enough to suspect that the whole 
process of getting born again depended on calling Jesus by His 
real name. I didn’t think it would work to call Him Jim or Ted 
or Buddha. I said so; and Joe conceded the point.

Then he prayed.

Joe’s experience wasn’t like Danielle’s and Rich’s. “I don’t 
feel any different at all,” he said when he finished his prayer. 
“Maybe it didn’t work.”

“It always works,” I assured him. “Jesus said, ‘The one who 
comes to Me I will by no means cast out’ (John 6:37). So you can 
take it to the bank that if you came to Jesus, He received you 
as His own. Feelings or no feelings, you’ll never be the same 
again.”

Joe shrugged and took my word for it. From that day for-
ward, his life began to change. 

The Fire Spreads
Over the years, I’ve come to understand why the devil is 

so terrified of God’s anointing for salvation. I know why he 
fights tooth and nail to keep us from releasing it by sharing 
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the gospel, praying, and believing for people to be saved. The 
anointing for salvation is contagious. Once it’s turned loose, it 
spreads from one person to another, bringing even the most 
unlikely loved ones into the Father’s house.

That’s what happened with Joe. Once he got cured of his 
allergy to Jesus’ name, he started telling everybody about Him. 
The first person he told was his nephew, Floyd.

“I hope you don’t mind,” Joe said one night as he 
tramped into my house to attend the little Thursday night 
Bible study a few of us had started. “I invited Floyd to join 
us. I’ve been talking to him about the Lord, and he wanted 
to hear more. I figured this would be a good place for him 
to do that.”

A few minutes later, Floyd arrived. His blue eyes were 
dilated as big as Frisbees, his long, pale wisps of hair floating 
about his head in defiance of gravity. His tie-dyed shirt and 
untied work boots spoke of a kid who had lived on drugs for 
a long time and was comfortable with it. Instead of a Bible, 
he carried a six-pack of beer tucked under his arm. “This the 
Jesus study group?” he asked.

Words escaped me. Opening the door wide enough 
to accommodate both his skinny frame and his beer cans, I 
smiled and nodded to welcome him.

The whole Bible study group loved Floyd from the start. 
We couldn’t help it. Nevermind that he arrived looking like 
a strung out hippy arriving fifteen years late for Woodstock. 
Nevermind that when we asked him even the simplest ques-
tion, he closed his eyes and meditated for fifteen seconds 
before he answered because he had to listen to the “voice inside 
his head that told him what to say.” We just knew there was 
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something inexplicably precious about Floyd. Jesus loved him, 
and so did we.

Within a few weeks, Floyd gave his life to the Lord. 
Shortly thereafter, the drugs and the beer disappeared. With 
a little prayerful help from his friends, so did the voices in his 
head. He joined a neighborhood church and, though it’s still 
hard for me to picture him standing amid a loft full of cheru-
bic singers dressed in matching polyester robes, last I heard, 
he’d become one of the most gleeful members of the church 
choir—long hair and all.

Once Floyd was in the fold, the anointing for salvation 
leapt like the flames of a forest fire to another surprising soul: 
my sister’s neighbor, Barbara. Much like Joe, Barbara was 
hostile to Christianity. When it came to other paths to God, 
however, her mind was as open as a bat-infested belfry. A New 
Age devotee, she was steeped in Eastern mysticism. She wor-
shipped a guru named Maharaji who proclaimed himself to be 
the Perfect Master of his time, just as Buddha was the Perfect 
Master of his day, and Jesus the Perfect Master of His day. 

Barbara meditated on Maharaji for hours, hoping to 
achieve astral projection. She also studied and believed the 
predictions of Nostradamus. Convinced his predictions of 
global catastrophe were imminent, she prepared for them by 
stashing three thousand dollars’ worth of survival rations in 
her garage.

Demonic spirits of every kind felt welcome in Barbara’s 
house, and a number liked it so well they moved in. As a result, 
sometimes the lights in Barbara’s house blinked on and off for 
no apparent reason. Her electric toothbrush often whirred of 
its own free will. On occasion, when Barbara sat cross-legged 
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in her darkened closet chanting “Ommm…,” she ended up 
slithering around the floor like a snake. She wasn’t sure why 
those things happened or whether they should concern her. 
All she knew was that despite her chanting and slithering, 
something in her spirit still hungered for a more intimate 
knowledge of God.

In the weeks before she met my sister, Susan, that inner 
hunger began to express itself in a song she found herself sing-
ing in times of meditation, a spontaneous song that rose from 
her heart. “Dear Lord, I need to know Your name…” she said, 
her voice rising and falling in an unfamiliar melody. “I need to 
know Your name.”

When Susan first encountered Barbara, she wondered 
how she could ever introduce her to Jesus. Barbara had chucked 
Christianity long ago. Although she’d grown up going to 
church and had a praying grandmother, once she came of age 
she discarded her belief in Jesus like an outgrown, moth-eaten 
coat. The very mention of it irritated her. She had no time for 
such silliness now that she had a more sophisticated spiritual 
perspective. 

One day in conversation, however, Susan broached the 
subject without meaning to. She mentioned to Barbara, quite 
by accident, that Jesus had spoken to her heart about some 
minor matter in her life. 

“What?” Barbara said, her eyebrows jumping toward her 
hairline like a pair of startled jackrabbits. “Jesus spoke to you? 
Is that what you just said?” 

Stumbling over her words as she tried to explain, Susan 
broke what to Barbara was the most shocking news. Jesus is 
alive today. He lives in the hearts of those who make Him 
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their Lord, and speaks to them in a way they can hear Him. 
Barbara pondered the possibility…then shrugged it off. She 
had Maharaji to help her and be her guide. Even if Jesus was 
alive, she wasn’t interested in Him.

Jesus, however, was interested in her in a very big way.

Over the next few days, Susan’s heart quickened with 
desire to see Barbara born again, and she prayed with passion 
for her salvation. On Sunday, Susan went to church as usual. 
As she stood in the church service, hands raised in worship to 
God, she experienced a peculiar shift in perspective. She felt 
as though she had become Barbara, as if she were worshipping 
the Lord in Barbara’s place.

Tears twirled down her cheeks as she experienced the joy 
her lost neighbor would feel at stepping out of the spiritual 
shadows and into Jesus’ light. She wondered what it could 
mean. Then Holy Spirit spoke to her heart.

“Thank you for bringing Barbara to church with you.”

“But, Lord,” she argued, “I didn’t bring her.”

“Yes, you did. You took her place by carrying her in your 
heart. You stood in for her so that I could reach her. That’s called 
intercession.”

The next Saturday night, Susan’s phone rang.

“Are you going to church tomorrow morning?” Barbara 
asked. “If you are, I want to go along.”

After her first visit to church, Barbara decided she would 
give Jesus a kind of trial run. She would take Him on as a 
second guru for a while, seek His advice and see how things 
panned out. It didn’t go well. She showed up at my sister’s door 
a few days later, frustrated and spoiling for a spiritual fight. 
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“Jesus won’t talk to me like He talks to you!” she chafed.

“I know,” Susan answered. “I was praying for you this 
week, and the Lord told me He wasn’t willing to share you 
with another guru. He can’t allow you to just add Him to your 
growing list of lords. He wants to be your only God.”

“You mean I have to renounce Maharaji?” Barbara’s eyes 
sparked with fury. “How can I be sure Jesus said that to 
you? How do I know that you’re not the devil trying to take 
Maharaji away from me?”

Susan’s jaw dropped at the question. She’d been accused 
of a few things in her time—being a less than attentive driver, 
for instance—but nobody had ever before suggested she might 
be the devil incarnate. 

“Well…uh…all I can tell you is that I’m sure I’m not the 
devil. You’ll just have to trust me on that, I guess.”

Barbara let the door slam behind her on the way out.

When a natural baby is born, nobody expects the process 
to be neat and tidy. Hours of gut-wrenching labor, sweat, a 
bellow or two (or twenty) from a mom weary of the whole 
ordeal, and bodily fluids galore are just part of the package. We 
know that. But when it comes to delivering spiritual babies, we 
cling to the hope that some angelic stork will deliver them, 
that they will arrive—instantly and with no effort on our 
part—like little surprises on our church doorstep, all clean, 
cute, and cuddly.

In reality, spiritual birth, like natural birth, progresses 
through stages. The seed of God is planted. Prayer waters 
the seed and helps it grow. Then labor starts and things get 
uncomfortable, even painful at times. That was especially true 
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for Barbara. When the pain set in, she quit communicating 
for a few days.

Uncertain if Barbara would welcome a call from someone 
she suspected to be the devil, Susan hesitated to initiate con-
tact. Then one day the Lord spoke an enigmatic phrase to her 
heart.

“Take Barbara a birthday card today.”

Had she heard right? She picked up the phone and dialed 
Barbara’s number.

“Hi, Barb, it’s Susan. Is it your birthday today?”

A cacophony of gulps, sobs, and snuffles erupted in 
response to the question. Pressing the receiver to her ear 
trying to decipher the code, Susan heard the whisk of a tissue 
being freed from a cardboard box. “I suppose you could say 
it is,” Barbara answered, blowing her nose. “I gave my life to 
Jesus today. I got what you call born again. But I think I spent 
so long in the birth canal I came out with a pointed head!”

With that, the two new spiritual sisters, now part of the 
same divine family, burst into gales of laughter as refreshing 
as the first breezes of spring. Barbara didn’t just feel different. 
She felt revolutionized. She felt re-created; and, indeed, she 
was.

Within days, God’s anointing for salvation spilled over 
from Barbara’s life into the life of her troubled nine-year-
old daughter, Heather, who was suffering from the spiritual 
darkness that had once flooded their home. Beset with fears, 
demonic torments, and behavior problems, Heather listened, 
intent, as Susan told her how to receive Jesus as her Savior. 
“He loves you and will make you feel safe,” Susan explained.
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Heather prayed and gave her heart to the Lord. She 
became a different child from that moment on.

In time, Barbara’s mother was born again too. And her 
sister. And some friends who had once been fellow Marharaji 
worshippers. And the list goes on.

More than twenty years have passed since Barbara was 
born, pointy-headed, into the kingdom of God. Looking at 
her now, it’s hard to believe she’s the same woman who once 
had no interest in Jesus. These days she is a woman aglow with 
life and love for the Lord and for others. She still goes to the 
church where my sister once interceded for her in prayer and 
worship. When the praise music begins, she is the first to lift 
her hands in honor to the Lord. Nobody has to take her place. 

A Supernatural Day at  
the Salon

Almost all my friends were born again within the first 
few months of my walk with the Lord. After that, I’m embar-
rassed to admit, I laid my spiritual fishing pole aside. I didn’t 
think much about the fact that there were other people who 
needed Jesus—people He loved just as much as He loved 
me and my little circle of acquaintances. Since I worked at a 
Christian ministry and spent most of my free time at church, 
I lived ensconced in a cocoon of Christians. If perchance I did 
stumble into an inadvertent conversation with a lost person, I 
got tongue-tied. I couldn’t find the right thing to say.

Now and then, after a hearing a sermon at church about 
the Great Commission, I did consider hurling myself toward 
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some poor, lost soul in a desperate attempt to witness to them. 
Driven by guilt, I’d work to figure out how I could slip a men-
tion of Jesus into the brief exchange I had with the cashier at 
the grocery store, for example. 

“Lettuce, twenty-five cents a pound,” she’d say. 
“Newspaper, fifty cents.” 

Speaking of newspapers, have you heard the good news about 
Jesus? I’d imagine replying in response. But I could never get 
the guts to do it. The very thought felt contrived and forced. 
I envisioned the irritated cashier clubbing me with the lettuce 
head to shut me up, and my resolve to witness wilted.

How shameful! I’d think to myself. I am too timid to tell lost 
people about Jesus. Walking across the parking lot to my car, 
my plastic grocery sack dangling beside me, flogging my knees 
as if to punish me for my failure, I would wonder how to fix 
my problem.

One morning as I read my Bible, a solution emerged. I 
read that Jesus said to His disciples when He sent them out to 
preach the gospel, “The harvest truly is plentiful, but the labor-
ers are few. Therefore pray the Lord of the harvest to send out 
laborers into His harvest” (Matthew 9:37–38, emphasis added). 
Grabbing my Bible dictionary, I looked up the word “send” 
and learned it is translated from the Greek word ekballo. It 
means “to eject, bring forth, cast (forth, out), drive (out), expel, 
or thrust out.”

“Heavenly Father,” I prayed. “This is what I need! I need to 
You to eject me out of my timidity and thrust me into the har-
vest field. I need You to drive me out there with Your super-
natural power.”
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If you think God won’t do that, think again. Not only will 
He answer that prayer, He’ll do it without warning you in 
advance. One day, in the midst of a seemingly ordinary activ-
ity, He’ll strap a spiritual rocket launcher to your back, and 
you’ll find yourself saying things by the power of His Spirit 
that you never intended to say.

I found that out a few weeks later. During my morning 
devotions, I sensed the Lord prompting me to call a particular 
beauty salon and make an appointment to get my nails done. 
Wow, that’s strange! Why would the Lord all of a sudden be so 
interested in my fingernails? And why would He want me to go 
to the most expensive salon? Whatever the reason, I was happy 
to obey the leading and wished for more along the same line.

At the salon I seated myself in front of Debbie, the nail 
technician, and smiled at her. How nice to be in the center of 
God’s will. We introduced ourselves to each other and small 
talked for a while. When the conversation waned, I squinted 
my eyes and tried to read the article titles on the magazines 
stacked in a rack across the room. Content to sit in silence, I 
listened to the hum of blow driers and the murmur of women’s 
voices mixing with the scritch-scritch of the file against my 
nails. The sun baked the air as it streamed through the plate-
glass window around black, stenciled letters advertising a list 
of beauty services and declaring Walk-ins Welcome.

I stifled a yawn. If I didn’t make conversation, I was going 
to slide out of my chair and end up dozing on the floor. 

“Well, Debbie,” I said, “How has your day been today?”

Without my realizing it, the rocket launcher had been 
activated. The countdown began. I had just been thrust into 
the harvest field.
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Debbie didn’t look up. She bent over my hands and con-
centrated on clipping my cuticles as if she were a surgeon 
removing a brain tumor. Then a tear splashed past the clippers 
and onto the table.

“Are you all right?” I asked.

More clipping.

“Debbie?”

She lifted her head and met my gaze with eyes swimming in 
sorrow. She swallowed hard and struggled to reign in her emo-
tions so she could speak. “My husband left me this morning,” 
she said. “Without warning, he walked into the kitchen while I 
was fixing our son’s breakfast and, suitcase in hand, he said he 
didn’t want to be married to me anymore. Then he walked out.”

I hesitated, searching my heart for an appropriate 
response. “Oh, Debbie, I’m so sorry. You must be crushed.” I 
thought again about what she’d said. “Are you saying you had 
no marriage problems until this morning?” I asked, sure I had 
misunderstood her.

Dropping the clippers, she buried her face in her hands 
and yielded to a flood of grief. “Yes, that’s what I’m saying!” 
she sobbed, her shoulders shaking. “We never fought. We had 
a good marriage. He’s always been my best friend. He’s a good 
father. He never said anything about being unhappy. I have no 
idea what happened.”

I wanted to comfort her but had no clue how. I looked for 
a leading from the Lord. Surely, in this situation, He would 
give me something spiritual to say.

“Tell her that her husband left her because he’s gotten 
trapped in homosexuality. He’s involved with another man.”
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I froze as the words registered on my heart. No way! There 
is no way I am going to say that to this woman. What if I’m wrong? 
Even if I’m right and this is a supernatural word of knowledge, 
how is it going to comfort her? Please, Lord, if You really want me 
to do this, give me some confirmation that I’m on the right track.

“Debbie,” I said hoping she didn’t notice the quiver in my 
voice. “Have you noticed anything unusual in his behavior 
lately? Anything at all?”

“Just that he wanted to get away by himself for a little 
vacation a few weeks ago. He said he’d been so busy at work 
that he needed a day or two alone. So he spent a weekend in 
Cancun. He’s never done that before.”

“He went alone?”

“Well, not totally,” Debbie said, dabbing at mascara-
smudged eyes. “A guy he knows from work went with him.”

So that was it. I had heard the Lord correctly. Compassion 
for Debbie swept over me. I didn’t care if she threw the clip-
pers at me when I said it. I didn’t care if she threw the whole 
table. This time, I would open my mouth and obey the Lord.

Debbie stared at me, stunned, when I told her. She stopped 
crying and drew a startled breath as the pieces of the puzzle 
came together. Events, clues she’d seen and overlooked clicked 
into place, and she realized it was true.

“How did you know?” she whispered. “You’ve never even 
met my husband. How could you possibly have guessed?”

That’s when I told her about Jesus. How He loves her and 
wants to help her. How He has good plans for her life. And 
how He speaks to the hearts of those who know Him and 
listen to His voice.
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Reaping the Harvest
I didn’t lead Debbie to the Lord that day. It wasn’t time. I 

just planted the seed of the Word and then, week after week, 
as I came to get my nails done, I watered it by loving her and 
sharing with her what life with Jesus is like. Unlike Joe and 
Barbara, Debbie was hungry to hear about Christianity. The 
whole concept was new to her. She’d never read the Bible. 
She’d been to church only a few times in her life. 

Every time I came into the salon, sat down in front of her, 
and presented my nails for maintenance and repair, she was 
brimming with curious questions about the Christian life. She 
thought my answers were fascinating, not because my words 
were smart but because the anointing for salvation was on 
them.

As the months passed, I witnessed the growth process 
Jesus described in His message about the farmer who plants 
the Word. There, He said:

The kingdom of God is as if a man should scatter seed on 
the ground, and should sleep by night and rise by day, and 
the seed should sprout and grow, he himself does not know 
how. For the earth yields crops by itself: first the blade, 
then the head, after that the full grain in the head. But 
when the grain ripens, immediately he puts in the sickle, 
because the harvest has come.  (Mark 4:26–29)

Sometimes God sends one person to plant the seed of the 
Word, calls another person to water it with encouragement 
and prayer, and another to reap harvest. With Debbie, I had 
the privilege of seeing her through every stage. One day, a few 
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months after her husband walked out, I realized the grain had 
ripened. Debbie was ready to be born again.

“Hey, I want to ask you about something,” she said, swab-
bing my nails with a cotton ball pungent with polish remover. 
“Since you’re always talking about how Jesus speaks to you, 
I decided to see if I can hear Him too. I’ve been listening all 
week, and I haven’t heard a thing. What’s the deal with that?”

My heart quickened and I breathed a silent prayer. Oh 
God, please don’t let me mess this up.

“Before you can hear Him, you have to make a connection 
with Him,” I answered. “You know, like when you’re talking to 
someone on the phone. The problem is you’re disconnected.”

Leaning forward, she puffed her cheeks and blew away 
some file dust that had crept onto my fingernails. “Why am I 
disconnected?” she asked.

“Because of sin. You know the story of Adam and Eve, 
right?” Debbie’s furrowed brow indicated she wasn’t clear on 
the details of the garden of Eden debacle. I sketched it out for 
her as briefly as possible. 

“Well…Adam and Eve once had perfect fellowship with 
God. They walked and talked with Him every day. But then 
they sinned and disobeyed Him. When they did that, they 
lost their connection to Him. Sin cut them off from Him. 
Since Adam and Eve are the parents of the whole human race, 
when they disconnected from God, we all got disconnected. 
The Bible says it this way, ‘All have sinned and fall short of the 
glory of God’ [Romans 3:23].”

Debbie frowned and pursed her lips. “Well, I’m no sinner,” 
she announced. “I’m a very good person.”
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Lord have mercy. She had stumped me. 

I’d never met anyone who thought they’d never sinned. 
I thanked God for a moment’s reprieve as Debbie exchanged 
greetings with a customer who pranced past patting her coif-
fure and trailing the scent of hairspray. “Looks great, hon!” 
Debbie gushed. “The highlights are perfect.”

She looked back at me. “Now what were we saying? Oh, 
right…I was telling you that I’m not a sinner. So why am I 
disconnected?”

I opened my mouth in blind faith, curious to hear what 
would come out. “You mean you’ve never murdered anybody, 
or stolen anything, or done anything really bad like that,” I 
said.

“Yeah. I’ve always tried to do what’s right.”

“Okay, but even so, God is perfect love. In His eyes, any-
thing unloving is sin. Have you ever done anything unloving?”

“You mean like when I say I hate my mother-in-law? That’s 
sin?”

I nodded. Debbie dropped her head to avoid my gaze. 
Biting her lip, she picked up a bottle of nail polish and shook 
it with unnecessary vigor. “Okay, then. I’m a sinner. Big time. 
But what do I do about it? How can I get rid of the sin so I can 
connect to Jesus?”

Bingo. The question I’d been waiting for had finally been 
asked. 

I told Debbie that Jesus had paid the price for sins and 
that forgiveness was available through His blood. I explained 
that He would move into her heart and make her all squeaky 
clean inside and turn her into a whole new creation if she 
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would receive Him as Lord and Savior. “You and I can pray 
right now together if you like. You can give your life to Jesus 
and get connected to Him today.”

For a moment, I was impressed with my own boldness. 
Imagine me—the person once too timid to mention Jesus in 
the grocery store—about to pray the sinner’s prayer amid a 
salon full of rich women with their hair in foil wraps and their 
pedicured feet slathered in perfumed lotion! I didn’t care who 
heard me, I would pray with Debbie right here and she would 
be born again.

We bowed our heads together and I spoke first to lead 
the way, “Dear Lord Jesus,” I said, raising my voice enough to 
make sure Debbie could hear me over the clamor around us, “I 
confess to You that I am a sinner….”

What happened next astounded me. Before Debbie could 
repeat the words, a supernatural silence engulfed the salon. 
Blow driers stopped. Conversations ended. The jangling 
phone on the front desk stopped ringing. As the place went 
still, I could feel dozens of curious ears stretching our way, 
straining to hear. 

For a moment, my boldness failed. Then I realized the 
anointing for salvation had swept into the place. My confi-
dence surged. Let them listen if they want. Maybe they’ll all get 
saved!

I don’t know if they did. But I do know that Debbie got 
what she was after that day. She made her connection with 
Jesus. She opened the door of her heart so she could talk to 
Him and hear His voice. Over the next few months when I 
went to get my nails done, she told me about the church she 
joined and how much her son enjoyed going with her. She 
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shared how she was able to forgive her husband and pray that 
someday he would get his life straightened out.

Jesus mended Debbie’s heart with amazing speed. The last 
time I saw her she was bubbling with joy, about to leave her 
work at the salon and start a new business. She had discovered 
some of the good plans God has for her life, and she was ready 
to get started on them.

A Master at Saving Souls
Every one of us knows people—like Joe, Floyd, Barbara, 

or Debbie—who need a Damascus road experience. They 
might be lost family members our heart has ached over for 
years. They might be beloved friends who have strayed so far 
from God that we wonder if He can ever reach them. They 
might be lost neighbors and coworkers who don’t seem to have 
any interest in Jesus at all. 

Is it really possible for the Lord to save people like that? 

Yes. He’s done it millions of times. He is an absolute 
Master at saving the most unlikely souls in the most unlikely 
ways in the most unlikely places. As we’ve already seen, when 
His anointing for salvation sweeps, a car full of Yorkies, 
a hospital room, a toy-strewn family room, or a noisy salon 
can become a place where heaven meets earth. A place where 
people rebelling against Jesus run smack into Him and fall in 
love with Him forever just like a rebel named Saul once did.

I’ve seen it happen. So have countless others.

I look forward to the day in heaven when Melanie and I 
can meet them all and hear the stories about how Jesus saved 



Part One: On the Road to a Miracle  39

them. No doubt, Melanie will want to write them all down 
and put them in a book. But this side of eternity, such a thing 
would be impossible. As the apostle John said, “If they were 
written one by one, I suppose that even the world itself could not 
contain the books that would be written” (John 21:25).

For now we must be content to share with you a hand-
ful of amazing experiences—experiences that prove God’s 
anointing for salvation can penetrate hearts hardened by sin 
and swallowed up in darkness. It can chase down and appre-
hend souls who have run from Jesus for years. It can remove 
the blinders of deception and give the lost relatives and friends 
and neighbors we so dearly love eyes to see the truth of God’s 
amazing grace.

As you read these stores, may your faith be encouraged 
and your heart stirred afresh about God’s power to save the 
lost. May you be inspired to call out with renewed fervency for 
laborers to be thrust into the harvest fields. May you say as the 
prophet Isaiah once said:

Here am I, Lord! Send me. 


