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It was in Mid-March as we began to learn the rapid spread and unknown of Covid-19 that I 
became a victim.  The “when”, “where” and “how” of exposure remains a mystery as does much 
about this horrible illness.  Equipment for diagnosing Covid-19 had yet to reach most of the 
medical practices leaving only Hospital Emergency Rooms able to do so. 
 
At onset of many of the Covid-19 symptoms (fever, chills, lethargy, persistent cough, muscle 
pain, loss of appetite, taste, smell, etc.), I contacted my Primary Care Physician.  She suggested 
that if those symptoms continue, I should head for an ER.  Being too weak to drive; my wife 
Connie experiencing some of those symptoms; the hospitals being closed to persons other than 
patients, I called 911 for transport.  My wife graciously packed a small bag of toiletries, clothes, 
etc. for an expected 3-day stay which turned into 33 days of treatment and quarantine. 
 
Arriving at the Emergency Room, I was immediately given full attention by the great staff of 
medical personnel.  The usual process of getting vitals, explanation of symptoms, lab work, etc. 
began.  Lab tests revealed a diagnosis of Viral Pneumonia and Covid-19.   
 
They immediately sent me to quarantine and observation in a Critical Care Unit. 
Hydroxychloroquine and antibiotics were administered.  By Day #5 my condition had improved 
to the point that orders were written for dismissal to “Home Care Quarantine”.  Before those 
orders made it through the system, my condition worsened.  I was immediately sent to ICU and 
placed on a Ventilator.  The pain and agony were such that it called for heavy sedation which 
resulted in what I would describe as being in a “semi-comatose” state. 
 
In late evening of Day #4 on the Ventilator there seemed to be little hope for recovery.  The 
attending physician called my wife to discuss our Health Directive pertaining to removal of   life-
support equipment.  Her response was that she wanted to first talk with my brother for 
concurrence. Protocol was the usual “Invite family to share last moments with the patient”.  
 
Somewhere in that time frame, in great pain, I cried out to God in prayer.  My prayer was this, 
“God, please let me die!  This is the most pain and agony I have ever experienced.  Jesus, I am 
not afraid of dying, having walked with you holding my hand for over 50 years.  I know that when 
my last breath is taken, I will be with you in the Paradise of Heaven.”  At that moment, a 
comforting hand appeared, took my hand and I heard a strong authoritative voice (the Voice of 
God) speak.  He said, “My son, I know this is the most pain and agony you’ve ever experienced, 
but there’s one thing worse.”  The voice continued, “That which is worse would be for someone 
to try walking through eternity without holding my hand!” Suddenly, all the pain went away!  
 
 Somewhere in that element of time, the medical staff saw life come back into me. Improvement 
was such that by the next morning, I was taken off the Ventilator and returned to quarantine in 



the Critical Care Unit.  This created such a stir among staff I was labeled “The Miracle Man of 
Northside Hospital” resulting in a steady flow of staff coming to see this “Miracle Man”.  
Statistically, less than 2% of folks my age survives this type of ordeal. 
 
I am happy to report that this 6’4”, 190 lb. “go-to-the-gym every other day” guy has bounced 
back.  The 30 lbs. lost the first 19 days has returned and I am back to my normal weight. Since 
release after the 33 days of hospitalization and quarantine, each day has been a day of amazing 
improvement, exceeding all expectations of therapists and follow-up medical examinations.  
Energy level, strength, and mental acuity are not what they were before Covid.  Maybe, just 
maybe, this should be attributed to my having aged a year! 
 
It has been over a year since this journey began. I am understanding more and more why God 
honored the prayers of the many that prayed for me to live rather than honoring my prayer to 
die.  Hardly a week passes that my path is not crossed by somebody who needs encouragement 
and hope. This story seems to be the catalyst which offers what they need.  
 
There is a bit of irony in the story in that I was praying to die while everyone else was praying 
for me to live.  When sharing this comment with a friend, his response was, “You were 
outnumbered!” My response, “Now I know who has prayers with the most weight!”  
 
 
Reflections: 
 

 For those who might be skeptical, the Holy Scriptures are laden with support of this 
Spiritual Experience. (e.g., Psalms 23:4, 139:7-10, 63:8, 73:23-25, Isaiah 41:10, Acts 9, & I 
Kings 19) 

 My perception of this experience is not one of complete understanding, but one that 
perhaps was/is to be shared with someone dealing with their own mortality.  This has 
already been the case with friends, family, associates and those who hear the story. 

 Eternity is to be dealt with while there is still breath in our bodies. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  


