

































































happening, Henk?"

| told him. He and his wife got excited.
The Holy Spirit was working.

They prayed harder.

**Henk, have you ever asked Jesus to
take over in your life?"’ Walter asked.
*'You've heard the message in church so
often, but have you ever asked Him?"

Suddenly | knew what | had to do.
“Lord,” | groaned, “if there is anything
left to my life, it is Yours. Help me!”’

I cried for more than half an hour—
for the years of trying to live my way. |
became aware of a tremendous peace.

cleaned strawberries,
my troubles

Walter rose. ‘“Henk, God says that if
we lay hands on the sick, they will be
healed. We want to do that now."

| absolutely panicked. | had never
heard anything like this before.

Walter assured me that everything
would be all right. He and his wife laid
their hands on my head and began to
pray. | felt the pain with which | had lived
for more than nine months drain out of
my head. | went over to a mirror a little
later and was amazed to see that the
lines from pain were smoothed and my
gold-colored eyes and black tongue, dis-
colored from too much medication, had
turned back to their original colors.

The next two years brought constant
miracles. The doctors could find nothing
wrong with me and sent me to the Uni-
versity of Toronto. After six months of
outpatient observation, the doctors
closed my file with this comment: “This
patient claims to be healed by faith. We

cannot explain his healing.”

Although | was for the most part unem-
ployed for nearly two years during this
time, we never lacked anything. Money,
food and clothing were provided in
miraculous ways. Mary and | drew closer
to the Lord and to each other. Following
a dire medical prediction, our fifth child
was born without complications. God
was showing us His faithfulness in many
areas.

Shortly after my healing Mary and |
went to our first FGBMF| breakfast. A
few days earlier we had prayed that God
would not cause a division between us
concerning things of God (she was much
more cautious about the baptism in the
Holy Spirit than 1). At the breakfast, the
speaker prayed for both of us, using the
identical words of our own earlier prayer.

A few months later an FGBMFI con-
vention speaker in Toronto prayed the
same prayer, word for word, leading to
our total surrender and filling with the
Holy Spirit.

In 1979 | was sent to do some govern-
ment research in home care for develop-
mentally handicapped people at Prince
Edward Heights. At this institution | ob-
served a twelve-year-old boy, blind and
deaf, his face expressionless, and so se-
verely retarded that | became nauseated
upon sight of him. He was covered with
saliva and his arms and legs were piti-
fully twisted in unnatural positions as he
lay on his mattress on the floor.

As | turned away from the boy, the
Lord spoke to me in a still, small voice:
“Henk, | want you to love him."

| hesitated, my stomach heaving.

He commanded me a second time.
“Henk, | want you to love him. He was
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organizations and meetings | love so
much.” | was willing to do anything to
find my daughter, anything to see her
delivered from the demon that was
destroying her inch by inch.

I was still crying to God from the
depths of my soul when Brenda came in-
to view. Instead of eating lunch, she had
gone off by herself, feeling rejected by
some friends.

| sighed with relief, but just seeing her
again reminded me that nothing had
changed. We still had a problem too big
to handle alone. At this point our family
doctor encouraged us to seek counsel-
ing with a Christian psychiatrist.

That evening our tour group drove into
nearby Charlotte, North Carolina for the
weekly meeting of Full Gospel Business
Men’s Fellowship at a large hotel. Shirley
and the girls were seated at a table in the
audience, but as emcee | was seated on
the platform to introduce the speaker.
The program was running like clockwork
and for the first time that day | started to
relax.

The euphoria was short-lived. A lady
came to the head table and whispered,
“Mr. Keefer, you're needed in the back
room right away.”" | glanced at the table
where Shirley and our daughters had
been sitting. Shirley and Brenda were
missing.

The scene in the back room was like a
hundred other scenes back home in
Pennsylvania. Brenda, curled in a ball,
was crying her heart out. Shirley stood
nearby, a helpless expression on her
face.

Though the situation was familiar, this
time something was different. For the
first time | felt a twinge of hope. An inner
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voice said, '‘God is going to deal with this
problem.”

That was the good news; the bad
news was that the same voice insisted |
let go of my stubborn pride and ask Bren-
da to forgive me for being a poor dad.

Even as these feelings were clashing
inside me, Brenda sobbed out a painful
memory. She reminded me of a day
years earlier when I'd taken a few
moments to tumble around the living
room with Wendy and Sandy, our two
younger daughters. Brenda had tried to
join the fun, but I'd shoved her aside with
the excuse, ‘‘You're too big.”

Rejected, she still carried the sting of
my words.

“Please forgive me for pushing you
away,” | said in halting tones.

“| can't,”’ she replied. "It hurts too
much.”

“Brenda, please forgive me!”’

She looked at me through her tears.
“It wasn't just that time. It was all the
time,” she sobbed.

She was struggling, but | too was fight-
ing a battle. It isn't easy for a man who
has projected a macho image for his en-
tire adult life to humble himseif and let
God deal with his pride.

“Brenda, I'm asking you to forgive me
for that one time, and for all the other
times, too. I wish | could go back and live
those years over again, but | can't. We
must go on from here. . . . Will you pray
for me?”

Tears mingled with broken sentences
as Brenda did what | asked. We hugged,
knowing that God was beginning some-
thing special inside both of us.

On the trip home | picked up the mi-
crophone in our tour bus and tried to
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