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Forward 
 
    The Bible says in Mark 16:17-18 
17 And these signs shall follow them that believe; In my name shall they 
cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues;  
 
18 They shall take up serpents; and if they drink any deadly thing, it 
shall not hurt them; they shall lay hands on the sick, and they shall 
recover. 
 
    In verse 17 it used the words 'shall follow them that believe'. It must 
be rationalized then that when we believe, fully, entirely devoted to the 
concept that God's word can be, and must be trusted, we can expect 
nothing less than the supernatural visitation of God on our lives, and 
through our ministries. In other words, where we go the signs go! 
Miracles! Unexplainable occurrences! Visitations of angels! Demons 
defeated!  
     Cancers disappear, the dead are raised, wheelchairs are vacated, 
crutches discarded, the blind see, all at the mention of the name of Jesus 
Christ! Are these mighty acts still happening today, or are they Divine 
occurrences relegated to only a few moments in church history? 
The accounts you are about to read about did not take place in centuries 
past, nor did they occur 100 years ago, but in this century. These are 
present day miracles; and this is a story that is relevant for today. It is 
our story. We are honored to share, in these chapters, how God brought 
us into the revelation of the working of the power of the Holy Ghost, its 
transformation of our lives and ministry, as well as the many 
experiences we have encountered in revivals across the United States.  
It is our hope, that you will be encouraged as you read this book, and 
that it will challenge you to leave the comfort zone of normality, and 
obey the call of the Master; 
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Luke 5:4 
4 Now when he had left speaking, he said unto Simon, Launch out into 
the deep, and let down your nets for a draught. 
      
There is a harvest that awaits you! Lives are depending on you. What are 
you waiting for? The great Evangelist and author, Leonard Ravenhill, 
wrote; 
 
"The only reason we do not have revival, is because we are willing to 
live without it."  
 
    We cannot afford to live without this thing called revival. It is crucial 
to our existence! We must have it, regardless of the inconvenience, 
expense, or personal sacrifice! Let our heart's cry be Lord, send the fire! 
 
Evangelists Wayne, Denise, and Arawen Coleman 
 
O God of burning cleansing flame 
Send the fire 
Your blood-bought gift today we claim 
Send the fire today 
Look down and see this waiting host 
And send the promised Holy Ghost 
We need another Pentecost 
Send the fire today 
Send the fire today  
(Excerpt to song Send the Fire by Lex Loizides) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 7	

 Our Journey of Faith     Our Story of Faith, Trials, Miracles, and God’s Amazing Power 
                         By Wayne and Denise Coleman 
 
 
1. How It All Started 
     
2. The Call To Evangelism 
    
3. Travel Experiences 
  
4. Living A Life of Faith 
 
5. The Trial of Our Faith 
 
6.  Angels And Heavenly Visitations 
     
7. These signs shall follow Them That Believe… 
 
8. The Ongoing Journey 
 
 
 
 
 



	 8	

CHAPTER ONE: How It All Started 
 
 
  We are the most blessed people to have ever walked the earth, and to 
be alive in this exciting day!  We are living in amazing times, and we are 
thrilled to be called to the field of Evangelism. Let me start out by 
saying that Evangelism is just that, a calling. It is not something we have 
ever taken lightly, but if you asked me if I would recommend anyone to 
the field, I would say, "Yes, but proceed with caution!" 
 No, I do not have any regrets about the path God has taken our lives in. 
Looking back and reflecting on the past 20 plus years reminds me of the 
goodness of the great God we serve, and underscores the awesome 
keeping power we possess through our relationship with Jesus Christ.  
    This is the story of two people, from two different backgrounds, with 
completely different outlooks on life, that God, by His divine working, 
brought together as one, for a common purpose.  
    Denise Rae Wiseman was born on May 19, 1975 to Rev. Charles and 
Bernice Wiseman in Tucson, Arizona. Bro. Charlie (Junior) Wiseman 
was an ordained Baptist minister, and he and Bernice successfully 
Pastored several churches across the country before finally settling down 
in Greenville, Kentucky. Denise was the youngest of five children. Her 
brothers are Charles and Kevin, and her sisters are Mary, and Rhonda. 
She grew up a happy child in the countryside of Muhlenburg county.  
    As a child, Denise could be found roaming the land around  the farm 
which her parents lived on, riding three wheelers, mopeds, go carts, or 
shooting her 20 gauge shotgun or b-b gun. She loved to be outdoors in 
the country, or exploring the woods around her house. Denise's dad was 
a master mechanic with a hobby of building race cars and gardening, and 
she loved to assist her dad in whatever he was working on. Denise is to 
this day, like her father in many ways, such as; his mischievous since of 
humor, his dedication to the ministry, his ironclad determination, and his 
ability to reason out and fix anything. 
    In 1990, Denise's parents answered the call to go Pastor at Faith 
General Baptist Church in Boonville, Indiana. Her parents were at that 



	 9	

time still living in Greenville, so it meant a 2 hour drive one way to 
church two times a week. Bro Wiseman was, however, dedicated to the 
church and God's call, and faithfully made the drive every week, even 
though his health was in decline, until God moved the Wisemans to 
Indiana, to make it easier to pastor the church. 
     I was born Michael Wayne Coleman Jr. to parents Michael Wayne 
Coleman Sr. and Phyllis Diana Coleman on December 6, 1965. My 
father worked hard for many years at a plastics company, eventually 
moving up  into supervision, before retiring. Dad is always involved in 
some kind of project around the house, and in the springtime, loves to 
plant a garden. His specialty is the delicious homegrown tomatoes that 
he takes great pride in, having a contest for bragging rights with his 
brother Jerry, my Uncle, every year for who grew the biggest and the 
best. My mother is a homemaker, who loves to bake delicious pies, 
cakes, and deserts, like her famous refrigerator cookies. In early years, 
she worked in a textile factory in Boonville, Indiana, before taking on 
baby sitting for various people. In recent years, she has limited the 
sitting role to grandchildren and great grandchildren, as the family 
continues to grow.  
     I am the oldest of two children, the younger being my sister Rhonda, 
who loved to sing. I grew up very shy, never wanting to be noticed or in 
front of people, a fact, that to this day people laugh when I tell them. 
Nevertheless, it is true, yet I desperately wanted to be heard. I had a 
voice, a fact; that I would come to understand more in years to come.  
    As a young child, I grew up in a trailer park, or Julian's Mobile Court 
as it was known and is still unto this day. I would spend long summer 
afternoons riding my bike from the Western Auto store which I was so 
proud of through the neighborhood, and occasionally I would ride up 
and down the streets around my house, or out into the the country to my 
cousin’s house. Occasionally, there would be a flea market out at the 
Warrick County 4H, about a mile and a half from my house, and I would 
ride to it, looking for treasures like baseball cards, coins, and 
arrowheads.. I always had an active imagination, and had no trouble 
keeping myself entertained. In the years following, I would take a keen 
interest in music, which would have a major influence on the rest of my 
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life.  
    My Grandfather, Charles Russell, and my Uncle Ed, his brother, loved 
to get together and play music. I still remember going out to Uncle Ed's 
house and listening to front porch impromptu concerts in the country. 
An assortment of neighbors and family members would gather in lawn 
chairs around the front porch of the old farmhouse, as Grandpa, Uncle 
Ed, Cousin Eddie, and a rotating cast of others, would bring out guitars, 
banjos, mandolins, and violins. I remember that they each could  play 
multiple instruments. I dreamed of being able to play something good 
enough to sit in with them, so I begged Mom and Dad until, one 
Christmas, they bought me my first guitar. It was a cheap Sears and 
Roebuck acoustic, but I felt like I had finally arrived! Later, when I was 
about 17, I bought my first bass guitar. I eventually got good enough on 
the bass, that I occasionally got that opportunity to play it in those front 
porch concerts. 
    In 1983, my sister and I, were asked to join a newly forming southern 
Gospel group called the Gospel Sounds. We travelled across the tri-state 
area of Indiana, Illinois, and Kentucky, occasionally traveling to Ohio 
and West Virginia. I enjoyed playing my Rickenbacker 4001 bass, 
singing, and traveling with the Hughes family. They remain friends of 
ours until this day. 
    In 1984, I began to hear the voice of God speaking to me about a 
calling. I had been faithful to the Baptist church since I was five years 
old. I thank God that my parents had the foresight to send me on the 
church bus, even when they did not attend themselves, which was just 
for a short time. They have always been a positive role model, and I 
thank The Lord to have been raised in a stable home, where the word 
divorce was never used, and which was devoid of profanity, drugs, and 
alcohol, and abuse. I had, by this time, come out of some of my shyness 
through traveling and interacting with people, however; the concept of 
getting up in front of a congregation greatly intimidated me. I wrestled 
with with the voice that was speaking to me like Jacob wrestled with the 
man till the breaking of day. Just when I thought I was the only one on 
the planet who knew anything about it, my Pastor at the time at Faith 
General Baptist, Rev. Roger Poirot got a 'revelation.' I had made up my 
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mind that I was going to talk to him, so I tracked him down at a 
restaurant in Boonville one evening. He and some of the saints were 
sitting in a booth, and I walked up and said, "Bro. Poirot, I...uh wanted 
to talk to you about something..." 
   Bro. Poirot said plainly, "Oh, you mean about your calling to preach?" 
    You could have knocked me over with a feather. I just stood there 
staring at them, as they all snickered. He continued, " Yea, everybody 
knows it, it's all over you!" 
    During the years from 1983-1987, I had worked in a grocery store 
called Baum's Market. During this time I met a very interesting 
customer. There was a man, about 80 years old that loved to see me in 
the market and have me carry his groceries to his car. His name was Bro. 
Albert Harris. He was a minister with the Church of God of Prophecy. 
Bro. Harris was well schooled in the scripture and very wise. He loved 
to ask me questions about the Bible, and if I didn't know the answer, he 
would bring me several pages of handwritten scriptures in response to 
our discussions. I did not know at the time that God had sent him to 
mentor me. I looked forward to seeing him come in to the store, and to 
hear the word of God that flowed from him.  
    Once Bro. Harris said something to me that I did not understand, but 
intrigued me. He said, "Bro. Coleman, out of your belly shall flow rivers 
of living water!" I had to think about that. What did he mean? 
    Another time, Bro. Harris said, "Bro. Coleman, the time will come 
when you will lay hands on people, and blinded eyes will open, deaf ears 
will be unstopped, and people will get up and walk out of wheelchairs!"  
    I was amazed by these words. What was God trying to tell me?  I took 
every word in the Bible literally. If it said it, it believed it! Once I upset 
a little sister in our church when I preached on Acts 2:38, and said the 
Bible said we were supposed to receive the Holy Ghost and speak in 
tongues, even though I did not know or comprehend the concept of 
baptism or receiving the Holy Ghost.. She marched up to me like a drill 
sergeant and said, "Bro. Wayne, I did not like your message this 
morning!" 
    I said, "Sis., you'll just have to take it up with Jesus, It's in His book!" 
    I had a real appetite for the Word of God, and read it from cover to 
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cover several times by my early 20s, but did not understand, like the 
Ethiopian Eunuch, what I read. Little did I know that God would reveal 
himself to me in a way I never could have imagined!                           
    It was now 1990, and I was 25 years old. I was still living in 
Boonville with my parents, and working at a tent and awning company 
in Evansville, Indiana called Anchor Industries. I was still traveling with 
the group and singing and playing, but feeling somewhat empty. My 
preaching ministry had died down, largely because there was little 
demand for preaching from the churches we sang at; they just wanted a 
concert. Not that Gospel singing does not minister, but I knew that God 
had a different calling in my life. I often battled with this frustration 
during those early years, yet my hunger for the Word of God remained 
fervent.  
    Another source of frustration I was grappling with was the desire to 
find a relationship. I like all young people, wanted to meet somebody 
special, but had not had much success. I had actually went out on a 
handful of dates, however none of them ever materialized into anything 
lasting. Disappointed, that there was nobody at the Baptist church, and 
hungry for more of God, I began to visit other churches. I took an 
interest in an Assembly of God church in Evansville for about a year. 
There were several young ladies at the church and I was drawn in by the 
free expression of worship. I was especially interested in speaking in 
tongues, lifting of hands and worshipping out loud. This was a far cry 
from what I had been used to in the traditional churches I had grown up 
in. The experiences of that year began a transformation in me that would 
develop into a much deeper walk with God.  
    I remember throughout 1990, that my mother and grandmother began 
to tell me about the young Pastor's daughter that accompanied her dad, 
Bro. Wiseman to Faith General Baptist church. Denise was at that time 
15 1/2. Her mom often stayed behind in Kentucky, so she would ride to 
Indiana for the 2 hour trip to keep her father company. They would often 
talk about the Bible on those trips through the winding countryside from 
Greenville, Ky. to Boonville, Indiana. Mom would say, "You know, 
Bro. Wiseman's little daughter seems really nice." Or, "You really 
should meet Denise."  My answer was always the same, “She is how 



	 13	

old? She is just too young.”I finally decided, to get them off my back, I 
would come and see what all the talk was about, not expecting that I was 
about to meet the love of my life! 
    Two times. That's right; two times I came to meet her. Two times I 
came to Faith G.B. and two times she stayed home. I told my mother and 
grandmother, "Look I've tried to meet this girl you keep telling me 
about, and it just isn't meant to be." My mom said, “Please, just give her 
one more chance,” so I attended one more time on a Sunday morning, 
and sure enough, she was there.  I sang a song I had written called ‘You 
Pull Me Through’, trying to get her attention.  After the  service was 
over, I  walked up to her. Since Denise is only 4' 11 1/2 inches tall, I 
couldn't help but notice how short she was. I tried to think up something 
creative to say, you know, something to impress her, so I said, "Well 
hello, short cake." I think in retrospect, that was probably the dumbest 
conversation opener I've ever thought of, but I was really nervous. She 
just looked at me, and said, “Huh,”and turned and walked away, but she 
had definitely caught my attention.  
    As time went by, Denise and I began to forge a friendship, working on 
the church newsletter, and being involved with different functions with 
the youth and other activities. This gave us many opportunities to get to 
know each other, but of course, as her parents had told me; she was too 
young for me. She had not yet began to feel the way I was feeling about 
her. I remember that there was competition, both in Indiana and 
Kentucky. I laugh now, but there was one particular young man who 
was a few years younger than me, but still older than Denise, who was in 
pursuit. One Sunday morning, Bro. Wiseman called both this young  
man and I into his office. I remember he said, "Now boys, I'm gonna tell 
you right now, you are both just too old for my daughter, do you 
understand?" We both nodded acceptingly, said “Yes sir” and from that 
point on, my competitor gave up the chase. I, however, did not. The 
friendship that had began between this young Pastor's daughter would 
begin to evolve into a relationship. 
    Denise and I have always loved playing pranks on each other. I 
remember our first exchange. One Sunday morning I brought Denise a 
bag of Cheerios. She asked, "What's this for?" I said, "You can plant 
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them in the ground." She said, "Huh?" I said, "Yeah, they're donut 
seeds." The very next service, she showed up with a box of one dozen 
extra large glazed donuts, with a poem she had written attached. I do not 
remember everything it said, but it opened up something like this: 
 
'Hoosier, oh Hoosier,  
You silly old thing. 
There's more to life; 
Than seeds and games... 
 
She ended it by explaining that everything grows bigger in Kentucky, 
because it was the promised land, or something like that. Like her dad, 
Denise has a mischievous side. 
     After several months Denise began to realize her feelings for me.  I 
remember one Sunday night after church I offered to drive Denise home 
so we could practice on the bass guitar.  I had been giving her lessons 
for several months.  When we got into the car she asked me not to pull 
out yet and she told me she liked me for more than a friend. I had waited 
what seemed like a lifetime  for her to say that!  We began secretly 
‘dating’, but it wasn't really much of a secret.  
     One day, we were sitting out in front of my house in my car and 
Denise said, "There's something I wanted to talk to you about. There are 
these people that have been longtime friends of our family name Howard 
and Norma. Norma is somebody that I have confided in for a while and I 
trust her." I said okay, go on." "Well anyway,"  she continued, "she is 
used by God to see things, you know, prophetically." I was intrigued, 
because I had read about this spiritual gift in the book of Acts, but, aside 
from Bro. Harris, I had never known anybody that ever possessed this 
gift. "Well what did she tell you?" I asked. "She told me some time ago, 
before I met you that I would marry someone from out of state, and he 
would be a preacher."  
    After hearing Denise's words, I figured it was time to spill the beans. I 
opened my heart to her and shared with her how God had called me 
when I was 18 to preach and evangelize, and how I had wrestled with 
how to fit into this calling for the last several years of my life. What a 
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relief! We both felt energized as we shared with each other the 
possibilities before us, as we contemplated the life together in ministry 
God was unveiling before our eyes. 
     In  1991, the Wiseman family moved back to Greenville, Kentucky, 
after Bro. Wiseman left pastoring at Faith G.B. I continued seeing 
Denise, driving the two hour trek to see her. Everyone waited for my 
patience with all the driving to run out, but it never did. We would 
attend the services at Richardson Chapel General Baptist Church in 
Cleaton, Kentucky on Sundays, then go back to her parents house after 
church for some of her mom's homemade meals. Denise's mom 
occasionally did catering in those days for extra money, and we often 
went and helped her setting up and cleaning.  The relationship between 
Denise and I was beginning to become more obvious and accepted, and 
we were spending more and more time together. 
      Later in 1991, changes were coming for us. I had made the decision 
to leave the Gospel Sounds and traveling in gospel singing.  The call of 
evangelism was burning in my heart again. I began spending every 
weekend in Kentucky at Denise’s sisters and brother in laws  so I could 
be with Denise.  
     One day, while traveling down a highway outside of Boonville, 
Indiana, Denise and I were talking about our relationship and what God 
was doing. I had been thinking about asking her to marry me, but I 
hadn't got the nerve yet. As we turned onto New Hope Road, I said, 
"You don't think I will ever ask you, do you?" She said, "No." I 
immediately pulled the car over, jumped out of the car, ran to the other 
side, opened her door, and got down on one knee on the gravel road, and 
said to her, "Will you marry me?" She said, "Yes I will." It was July 7, 
1991, at 1:51 p.m. It was the seventh month, the seventh day at 1:51, 
which when added equals 7. So the time that I asked her to marry me 
was 777! We knew it was the will of The Lord.  
     During this time, we had began to talk with some friends of the 
family; Wendell and Edna Lovell, and Steve McElvain that had  a 
Gospel group  called 'The Lovell Family.' They were needing a bass 
guitarist, and knew I had travelled with a group and played, and that I 
also had taught Denise to play. We eagerly accepted their invitation, and 
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joined the Lovell Family. Once again, God was putting the pieces of our 
lives together, because, this group was out of a Pentecostal church in 
Beech Creek, Kentucky; Beech Creek Pentecostal Mission.  
    Beech Creek Pentecostal Mission, is located in a tiny community in 
the rolling hills south of Greenville, and East of Central City. It is on 
Merle Travis highway where the famous pioneer of guitar thumb picking 
Merle Travis is buried in a little cemetery. We had by this time began to 
attend there part time, and practiced there with the group on weekends. 
Our schedule was getting busy, so we practiced often. We were still 
attending the Baptist church, so we would attend the service at 
Richardson Chapel General Baptist which would let out about noon, 
then drive to Beech Creek to catch the rest of their services, which 
would go sometimes until 1:30, depending on the move of the Holy 
Ghost. It was at this church that we began to hear messages and teaching 
about the Baptism of the Holy Ghost and the evidence of speaking with 
other tongues, and saw it manifested before us on a regular basis. We 
were both hungry after God and wanted more than just going to church.  
     On May 22, 1993, we were married at Richardson Chapel General 
Baptist church in Cleaton, Kentucky. We had a packed house, with 
many friends, family, and members of Faith General Baptist Church in 
Boonville, Richardson Chapel and Beech Creek Pentecostal. It was a 
beautiful wedding. My sister Rhonda sang one of our favorite songs at 
the time, 'Love of a Lifetime', and Denise's father, Bro. Wiseman gave 
Denise away. The service was performed by Rev. T.H. Davis. Now we 
had our whole lives ahead  of us. We could choose how we served God, 
and where we attended church. We moved our membership to the Beech 
Creek church, with the desire to learn and grow more in the Spirit. There 
is a scripture which says:  
 
Matthew 5:6 
Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they 
shall be filled. 
 
We had both come from an upbringing of knowing about God, and 
going to church, but we both felt like there was more. One night, in a 
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group practice, as the group held hands and prayed, Denise was 
marvelously filled with the Baptism of the Holy Ghost and spoke in 
tongues, just like in the Bible: 
 
Isaiah 28:11 
For with stammering lips and another tongue will he speak to this 
people. (SEE ACTS 19:1-5). 
 
    After Denise received the Holy Ghost Baptism, it made me hungry 
and more determined than ever before that I had to have this experience. 
I knew it was in the Word, and now I had tangible evidence before me. I 
witnessed the marvelous transformation in Denise's life. She had been 
changed! There was no denying it. About two weeks later, on a Sunday 
night service, I began to feel the Spirit drawing me, as the preacher 
preached. Even though I was hungry, I had a lot of pride. It felt like I 
would explode. At the end of the service, Bro. Steve asked if anyone 
wanted to come up for prayer. I began reasoning with God. Finally, I 
stepped out and walked down the isle. When I got to the front, I lifted 
my hands in the air, and said, "God, give me this Holy Ghost!" After 
only a few minutes, I began to speak in tongues fluently! Praise Jesus; 
what power I felt! I, like Denise, had received the Holy Ghost! 
    The year we were married, Denise and I had bought a little house in 
the country outside of Greenville on Friendship Road. We got a really 
good deal on a 3 bedroom brick home on a half acre of land. There were 
rolling hills around our little valley, and we had a good size back yard 
with a little storage building. It was a picture perfect neighborhood, with 
horses grazing on the hills across the street and a creek that stretched 
through the neighborhood. We thought we were set. Things were going 
well at the church. Denise and I were both teaching classes, and I 
preached often. We were learning and growing in the Holy Ghost. About 
that time we had a revival at the church with an evangelist from 
Tennessee. Bro. Lovell asked us if we would be willing to put the 
evangelists up in our home for the revival. We were only too thrilled to 
do so, and we thought this might be a great opportunity to learn more 
about how ministry works. The evangelist was a Bro. Glenn Chapman. 
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He and his wife were in our home for about a week. These ministers 
were strong in the Apostolic faith, a doctrine that was foreign to us at the 
time. One night before church Brother Chapman and I were talking 
about the subject of the Godhead, and he asked me, "Bro. Wayne, do 
you mean to tell me that you're reading a Thompson Chain Bible, and 
you haven't seen the oneness of God?" I didn’t know what to think. I had 
grown up having a vague, yet traditional belief that the Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghost were three persons; separate and individual. I stayed up that 
night after church in our office running the sidebar reference from 
Genesis to Revelation on 'one God.' By about four o' clock in the 
morning, I had received the revelation; there was only ONE God, who 
had revealed Himself to humanity in multiple revelations; yet in one 
person, Jesus Christ! I found compelling evidence throughout the Bible, 
from verses such as: 
 
 Deuteronomy 6:4- 
"Hear, O Israel: The Lord our God is one Lord,"  
 
The first 5 chapters of Isaiah, in verses like; 
Isaiah 45:5-6 
I am the Lord, and there is none else, there is no God beside me: I 
girded thee, though thou hast not known me: 
 
6 That they may know from the rising of the sun, and from the west, that 
there is none beside me. I am the Lord, and there is none else. 
 
 Colossians 2:9-10- 
"9 For in him dwelleth all the fulness of the Godhead bodily.  
 
10 And ye are complete in him, which is the head of all principality and 
power:" 
 
There was substantial evidence throughout the Word. I told Denise the 
next morning, "Honey, there's only one!" She said, "What are you 
talking about?” I said, "The Godhead. Bro. Chapman was  right, there's 



	 19	

only one God!" She said “Yes, that's what I've always believed.”  As a 
child God  had dealt with Denise about who he was. She asked her dad 
as a child “who is the mother of Jesus in Heaven?” If he is God’s son, he  
has to have a mother. He told her to pray and see what the Lord told her. 
She said in her heart she knew the answer God had given her, that “I and 
my father are one”. We read the verses again together, and agreed about 
this exciting revelation. We would soon find out that not everyone 
would share our enthusiasm about this message. 
    Little did we know, change was on the horizon. As Denise and I 
became more fervent in The Lord, our passion in living all out for God 
increased. We were changing, even for the Pentecostals. Now that we 
had embraced the oneness of  God, we saw the commandment of God to 
be baptized, '...every of you in the name of Jesus Christ.' Our church 
would baptize you however you felt led, so we quickly had them baptize 
us in the name of Jesus Christ.  
    At the same time, The Lord was dealing with us about the subject of 
holiness. This was radical for us, but God was revealing himself to us in 
a much deeper way. As I mentioned before, our house had a spare room 
we had made into an office. Denise and I each spent a lot of time in that 
room studying and praying. As we sought the Lord, He would often 
reveal things in our home that were a hindrance. As a result, we 
incorporated the burn barrel policy. Here's what I mean. If Jesus spoke it 
to us, we would light the barrel, and submit the sinful items to the open 
flames. I would often come home from work and find VHS tapes, 
cassettes, or articles of clothing going up as a peace offering unto The 
Lord. One day, as I pulled up into our drive, I smelled the smoke, and 
thought, "Okay, what are we sacrificing now?" I went into the back yard 
to see Denise throwing a stack of expensive movies into the fire. I said, 
"Whoa, hold on, I don't know if I'm ready to go that far!" Nevertheless, 
after I thought about it, can we really put a price on our salvation? 
Shouldn't we follow Christ at ANY cost? Those movies weren’t R-rated, 
but not entirely clean either. I decided it was well worth the price of 
getting closer to God. As a result, the power of God became more real in 
our lives, and our home was blessed.  
       One day upon returning from work Denise said, “You better set 
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down.” My mind was racing wondering what was going on. She said 
“while in prayer today I believe the Lord told me we are to sell our 
house and move to Indiana”. I immediately said, “NO,  that's never 
going to happen!” She said, “ Ok honey just promise me you will pray 
about it”.  A few days later I knew of a certainty  that the Lord was 
moving us to Boonville, Indiana but also to another spiritual place with 
Him. As we grew stronger in standards, and in our commitment to our 
new beliefs, we seemed to be growing distant from the church at Beech 
Creek. I don't mean to in any way imply that we were mistreated by 
anyone there, we had just reached a plateau. I believe that as you grow 
in God, you must pursue a church that challenges you to grow and 
mature as well. We couldn't help the fact that our teaching and preaching 
began to reflect the necessity of understanding the oneness of God, 
baptism in His name, and living a sanctified life. We were made keenly 
aware that we no longer fit in. As much as it weighed heavy on our 
hearts, we knew we had to begin looking somewhere else for the next 
phase of growth. So we took one of our fist steps of faith as we followed 
the Lord and moved to Boonville.  
    Pentecostal Mission of Prayer, is pastored by Bro Basil Embry till this 
day. It is located on Flint street in Boonville, Indiana, the town I grew up 
in, and where Denise and I met. I went to High School with the Pastor's 
son, Robert Embry. Robert was one of those people that always made 
you laugh, whether it was making frog croaking sounds in class, or just 
joking around. I remember growing up that the church was just a block 
away from my house. My Aunt Linda used to visit the church there, and 
used to talk about the services they had there. Her stories about shouting, 
shaking, running, leaping and dancing seemed to me as something out of 
a fantasy novel. It was the kind of place I had made a mental checklist, 
NEVER to attend. It was to this humble place however, that God would 
bring us to for the next phase of our transition. We felt strongly that God 
had spoken to us to move back to Indiana from our home in Kentucky, 
so in 1994 we said goodbye to our church, and sold our home, and 
moved into a cramped little upstairs apartment in Boonville. It was a far 
cry from our beautiful home in Greenville, but we felt we were 
following the will of The Lord.  
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    One day, after we had been in town a few days, we ran into Robert 
and his wife Shelly, who remain dear friends of ours until this day. After 
talking a little and re-acquainting ourselves, Robert said, "Hey where are 
you going to go to church?" I said, "Well we don't know yet, but we are 
praying about it." He said, "Why don't you come over and visit us at 
Dad's church?" I said, "I don't know, we'll have to see," trying to be nice 
because, after all, he was talking about 'That Church'. We, however, did 
make that first trip to the church, and, to our surprise, found out that it 
was not as strange as we thought! The worship was like we were used to, 
with great music, and the preaching appealed to us. It wasn't long before 
we made it our church home. It was while we were there that we met 
some people that would play an important role in our lives; the Meredith 
family. We spent three years at the church in Boonville, and they were 
good years. It was there that we realized that we believed the Apostles 
Doctrine. (See Acts 2:42)  Up to this time we really did not know what 
we were. We were too spiritual for the Baptists, and too modest for the 
Charismatics. Now, we had an identity...we were Apostolic!  
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CHAPTER TWO: THE CALL TO EVANGELISM 
 
    In 1996, we left the Pentecostal Mission of Prayer, and went briefly to 
Haven Pentecostal church in Henderson, Kentucky pastored by Bro. 
Willard Clement. He was a wonderful, caring man, and we had many 
great times there. During our transition, we learned a lot from Bro. 
Clement's wisdom and knowledge, and we will never forget our time at 
Haven Pentecostal. In February of 1997 during our stay there, a man by 
the name of Bro. Jason Coursey preached a message entitled 'Get Out of 
Your Cave.' During that message the Spirit of The Lord spoke to my 
wife and I that it was time to obey the call to evangelism.  Sis Clement, a 
mightly anointed woman of God, came over and began to pray for my 
wife. She said “Hun what are you afraid of? God is calling you to a great 
work of Evangelism, GET out of your cave.” Sis Shelly Embry told us 
that at the very moment while Sis Clement was ministering to my wife 
she looked over and could see straight thru my wife and the Lord told 
her she would stay empty until we followed our calling.   We began to 
test the waters, taking a trip to Alabama to see some dear friends of ours, 
Bro Andy & Sis Tammy Salinas.  He took us to a little church in 
Ashland, AL,  Pastored by Bro. Willard Holloway.  When we walked in 
the door, Bro Holloway walked over and said “Bro, I've been waiting for 
you. The Lord told me you were bringing the word today.”  We had 
never met this man before.  That morning I preached and the Lord gave 
Sis Holloway a miracle in her arm.  She had a condition that affected it 
in such a way, that she could not move it up or down. After we prayed 
for her, the paralysis completely left her, and she began to move it 
freely. After church we went with the  Salinas family to a Jack’s 
restaurant. While there, an elderly gentlemen walked up to us and said 
“Son, my name is Pastor Henry Liles from Houston, TX. The Lord told 
me to tell you when you begin evangelizing call me for REVIVAL”.  
Two times on this Sunday the Lord blew our minds showing us HIS will 
in our lives.  All the way home we debated back and forth about the pros 
and cons of Evangelistic travel. We decided to make up flyers to send 
out to Pastors, telling them about our ministry saying we were available 



	 23	

for evangelism. I was now working full time for a man who did custom 
upholstery named Mike Teal. He was from England, and my wife and I 
loved to hear his accent. I had the responsibilities of tearing down 
furniture and preparing it to be re-upholstered. I also made pick-ups and 
deliveries. After I had been there a while, Mike put me in charge of 
running his various operations during the times he was out.    
    Denise and I had an unspoken policy about ministry. We would never 
turn down ANY opportunity to preach the word, regardless of anything. 
Up till now, there had never been a work conflict of any kind. Mike was 
going out of town on a business trip to the White House to eat with 
President Bill Clinton on Wednesday, and I was going to be in charge of 
everything. Furthermore, after this week, my pay would increase 
substantially increasing to $25.00 an  hour.  We would have finally 
arrived, we thought, making more money than we had ever known. On 
Monday evening, as Denise and I sat about to eat supper, the phone 
rang. I picked it up, and it was a Brother Ennis from Dyersburg, 
Tennessee. Bro. Ennis had received one of the flyers, and said, "Bro. 
Coleman, I don't know anything about you, and I never do this, but 
every time I walk past your flyer on my desk, the Holy Ghost says to 
call and have you come. Can you come and start revival starting 
Wednesday night?" I lowered the phone and looked at my wife and 
whispered excitedly, "It's a Pastor from Tennessee, and he wants us to 
start revival, this Wednesday!" She looked at me, and said, "Well tell 
him yes!" I made the arrangements, thanked him and hung up. Then we 
sat staring at each other, stunned. Denise said, "You know what this 
means don't you?" I said, "Yep, it means my job as an upholsterer is 
over, and the Lord has opened the door of Evangelism for us.” 
    I went in the next day, and started work as usual, nervously going 
about my duties, looking for the moment to spring my news on Mike. He 
had treated me very well, and I really liked working for him, so I kind of 
felt bad about  leaving, but I knew it was the right thing to do. I wasn't 
sure what we were going to do financially after all of this, but our young 
faith was being put to the test. I opened my mouth and the words spilled 
out. He was naturally surprised, and I think somewhat hurt and 
disappointed, but more understanding than I had anticipated. Mike let 
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me finish out the day, and of course had to let me go. I understood. At 
the end of the day as I left, he wished me the best. We parted on good 
terms, and I wondered with nervousness, "Wayne Coleman, I hope you 
know what you're doing!" 
     I have to say not everyone agreed or understood the choices we were 
making.  To some our decisions may have seemed irrational.  We fought 
words of opposition.  Some said “A man must work or he is worse than 
an infidel.” Others said, “Your throwing all your security away for a one 
time trip.”  Or, “You must use common sense God don't expect you to 
walk from everything, He is happy if you just go to your local church 
and preach.”  When the Evangelistic call is burning of in your heart, no 
words of opposition or circumstance can quench the fire for revival that 
burns on the inside.  One thing that forever encouraged us was Denise’s 
father.  He shared our vision from the first day and encouraged and 
supported us with every means possible.  We can't count the numerous 
times he came to rescue us from a broken down vehicle.  I remember  
our first trip pulling our camper to revival, he followed us in his motor 
home, all the way to Texas, to make sure all went well with the van, 
camper and above all, to see that his baby girl was safe.   
    Dyersburg, Tennessee, is a small town on the western side of the state. 
We arrived with our little 1989 Ford Escort hatchback packed to the 
gills, and eager to launch into revival. I often laugh when I think of how 
much stuff we used to cram into that small car. As I said before, we had 
left the security of a full time job and guaranteed income to launch out 
into the deep with God. Bear in mind that we had never preached an 
actual revival, however, we felt like we had a pretty good idea of how 
things would go. I figured, we would obey God, preach the Word, 
minister to the needs, and the people and church would minister to our 
financial needs by taking up nightly offerings or providing daily food.   
The first night, we had a wonderful move of God, and we ministered to 
many needs. After church, the Pastor locked  the door to the church, and 
said, "Good job Brother, enjoyed the service. We'll see you tomorrow 
night." I was glad everything went well, but we were somewhat 
concerned by the fact that we were working on a shoestring budget. We 
had used our last paycheck from the upholstery shop to pay bills and 
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drive to Dyersburg. We had eaten breakfast that day with Denise’s 
parents, but, now it was supper time, and we were literally down to 
change. What made things worse, the hotel that the church put us up in 
located on the south side of Dyersburg on highway 51, had a restaurant 
attached to it. Every time we went in or out of our room, we would smell 
the fragrance of food cooking.  There was a vending machine outside 
our room that had cracker sandwiches, candy bars and chips. We each 
got a little bag of potato chips and split a bottle of pop, wondering about 
tomorrow, since this was the end of our finances, yet, we were hungry to 
do the will of God.  
    The second day, once again we had a great move of God. Attendance 
was up, and we had people in the alter seeking the Holy Ghost, and 
many being healed or receiving miracles. Now let me make a statement 
here; the Colemans believe in fasting. We fast, not to get the attention of 
God, but to bring our flesh under subjection to the Spirit. Fasting is great 
when it is God ordained; but little did we know that we had stumbled 
into, a forced fast! Now we look back on it and laugh, and it was all a 
mis-communication, but at the time, as our dear friend Sister Teresa Kile 
says, 'It wasn't funny.' After the service, we were sure someone would 
want to go out for fellowship at the Dairy Queen right next to the 
church, or somewhere, and that the church would give us part of the 
offering to take care of any needs we might have. The Pastor, once again 
thanked us for obeying God, and said how much he had enjoyed the 
service, and locked the door and left. We drove back to the motel 
wondering what was on the menu for tonight.  
    By the third day, things were getting pretty serious. We were out of 
money, and had nothing all that day to eat. I began to envision having to 
bury my young 21 year old wife in some obscure little cemetery in 
Dyersburg, Tennessee with an epitaph on her tombstone which read: 
'Here lies Denise Coleman, death by starvation.' After service that night, 
the Pastor locked up as the previous two nights, but to our surprise, 
turned to us and said, "We have a Christian School on the other side of 
town with a cafeteria. Would you all like to come over tomorrow at 
lunch time and eat with us?" We tried not to look over eager, but the 
words spilled out of us, "Yes, you can count on us, we'll be there!"  
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    The next afternoon, we went to the church's school cafeteria, and got 
our compartment trays and got in line. When the Sister who was serving 
from window asked me if I wanted more meatloaf, I said, "Sure Sis., pile 
it on!" We must have been a sight! We tried not to make it obvious that 
this was the first meal we had all week, but we must have looked like a 
couple of sharks in a feeding frenzy, because I kept noticing the kitchen 
help watching us.  They told us they intended on serving lemon cake for 
dessert but it had burnt so we didn't serve it. My wife spoke up and said, 
“ Oh that's fine we like burnt cake.” So they served us the lemon cake, 
and my wife says to this day it was the best cake she has ever eaten!  
After lunch, the Pastor told us that they had intended for us to stay with 
his son, but they had developed plumbing problems, but that everything 
was now worked out, and we would move there tomorrow. The next 
day, we went to stay with these fine people, and they treated us like 
royalty. I believe, that all of this experience was an opportunity for the 
Lord to check our resolve and determination to stay the course. Jesus 
Christ will never let you down, if you will live by faith.  
 
Hebrews 10:38 
Now the just shall live by faith: but if any man draw back, my soul shall 
have no pleasure in him. 
 
 
    During that revival, the Lord had directed us to go help a newly 
opened church in Chandler, Indiana; Christ Apostolic Church. Bro. Gary 
Meredith was the Pastor, a man who we had come to know at the church 
in Boonville, Indiana. We had come to admire the Meredith family, and 
their stand for excellence and holiness.  We talked to Bro. Clement, and 
shared with him what we felt the Lord had put in our hearts, and he 
agreed, and gave us his blessings. He told us that he felt that we would 
be a help to Bro Meredith, while establishing his new work. Christ 
Apostolic Church had opened in February of 1997, and we came on 
board in March of that year. We were to remain members there for the 
next 15 years. The church was located at 636 East Washington street. It 
was a small white vinyl sided building with a young congregation.  In 
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our times home, we helped teach, preach, mowed the grass, did janitorial 
work, or anything that we could to be a help to the church.  Bro 
Meredith often joked saying Denise was the best ‘Trustee’ he had.   We 
have always believed that to be in the evangelistic ministry, if your 
going to do it right, you need accountability; therefore, you need a 
Pastor and a home church.  
    As I mentioned before, it was a time of transition. We were young in 
evangelism, therefore we had lag times, sometimes for weeks between 
revivals in those days. Furthermore, we had got out of our lease at the 
apartment in Newburgh, Indiana, so we were in need of places to stay in 
the off times. Bro. Gary, as he is known to us, asked us to come and 
move in with he and his family. How could we ever repay such a selfless 
act! We moved into the room that had been occupied by their daughters 
Christian and Mary, and they moved to the living room. What a 
combination! Bro. Gary, Sis. Marilyn, their four children; Christian, 
Mary, Gary and Jason, and the Colemans, all in the little Blue house on 
2 Short Street.  Knowing Bro Gary this is very humorous because he 
wasn't necessarily blessed with height.  They took us into their family, 
and we had many great times. Bro. Gary and his family always made us 
feel welcome. We stayed with them for nearly a year. The Meredith 
home is in Dale, Indiana, a town made famous for being the birthplace 
of Florence Henderson, the Brady Bunch mom. Dale is 30 miles from 
the church in Chandler, but the Meredith family faithfully made the 
drive for every service, even in harsh southern Indiana winters.  
    Transitioning from a house, to moving in with other people, can be 
difficult, but Bro. Gary and his family helped make it as smooth as 
possible. They understood the sacrifice that we had made. I remember 
having a huge yard sale in the Meredith's front yard and selling 
everything we had accumulated over the years except for the special 
little items Sis Marilyn snuck into a box and gave us later.  We are 
forever grateful for her.   We had burned our bridge going into the field, 
so it all had to go. It wasn't easy watching my wife give up dishes, and 
knick knacks that were special to her, but she willingly paid the price. I 
am forever thankful for this dear woman of God that He has put in my 
life, she has faithfully stood by my side no matter the circumstances.   
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    We continued to schedule revivals, and preached out as often as 
possible. When we were home, we continued to work at the church.  We 
had been given several numbers and names of Pastors from an 
Evangelist friend named Bro. Paul Green from Tennessee, some of 
which were Sister Hilda Antee, and Brother Rayford Beall. Through 
these early contacts, we forged relationships that last until this day. 
    It was around this time that I had a very interesting experience. We 
had decided to go to a camp-meeting that night being held at Santa 
Claus, Indiana. There must have been about 300 people under the 
outdoor tabernacle that night. I was seated right next to the isle, and had 
a great view of the platform. About half way through the service, an 
elderly preacher that had been seated on the platform, got up and left the 
platform, and came walking down the isle. As the man approached me, 
he stopped next to me, looked into my eyes, and shook my hand, and 
said, “Praise the Lord, Brother!” I will never forget the look he gave me, 
it was if he had received a word from the Holy Ghost about me. I looked 
at this man and gave him a cordial acknowledgement, and he smiled, 
and, and walked on down the isle, and exited the camp-meeting. As I sat 
wondering about the encounter, Bro. Robert Embry, who was seated 
next to me said, “Oh man, do you know who that was?” I replied, “An 
elderly man?” He said, “No, that was Bro. Jimmy Russell!” I looked at 
him curiously, having never heard of him, and he continued, “He’s the 
one they wrote the book about, ‘The Coal Miner Preacher’. I hadn’t read 
the book at the time, but now have read it many times. It’s one of my 
favorites! I was to encounter Bro. Russell our more time, at Haven 
Pentecostal Church at their anniversary service. He walked in the door, 
and I took my Thompson Chain Bible back to him, and had him sign it 
for me. He was very humble, and seemed honored to do it. I still have 
that Bible, and its very special to me. When service started, Bro Russell 
sat across the isle from me. I’m glad I got to meet this special man of 
God who has seen many mighty miracles through his ministry. 
    We met Sis. Hilda Antee in 1997, at a church camp in Forrest Hill, 
Louisiana. We had met the host Pastor Bro Gerald Holoway, which was 
the nephew of Bro Willard Holloway from Alabama, and had preached 
for him, and had been invited me to preach in the camp. Sis. Antee had 
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come with her daughter Wendy. We had a powerful camp, and the night 
I preached, The Lord ministered over many people. After church, we sat 
down in the fellowship hall with Sister Hilda. They asked us to come to 
Arcadia and hold a revival, which was the start of many revivals, 
conferences, seminars, and special engagements we were to hold in that 
area. One night, Sis KittyFaye Jeffers came up with swelling in her 
ankles. After we prayed for her, the Spirit of The Lord moved me to tell 
her that before she got back to her seat she would be healed. As she 
rounded the corner going back to her seat, the swelling in her feet 
immediately went down to normal! Many have testified of great healings 
in Louisiana; backs healed, limbs recovered from paralysis, cancers 
gone, financial miracles being but a few! 
    Bro. Rayford and Sister Ruth Beall Pastored Liberty Pentecostal 
Church, in the countryside outside of Henderson, Texas. It was located 
out on a farm to market road beside an old time oil well. It's steady 
clacking sound, with an occasional pop, greeted all who came to the 
little white-washed building. We met the Bealls the same year we met 
the Antees, in 1997. I still remember the first words I spoke on our first 
meeting with Bro. and Sis. Beall. Bro. Rayford is about 5'5" tall, and 
when I saw him I said, "Well Brother, I thought everything was 
supposed to be bigger in Texas!" We all had a good laugh, and this was 
the start of a close and enduring friendship that we enjoy still today.  
    We had many wonderful experiences at the little church over the 
years. There was a Sister Tanya Youngblood who had come to a revival 
we had held in Nacogdoches, Texas, who had fasted for 14 days, 
because she was trying to receive the Holy Ghost. One night she came to 
the Liberty Pentecostal, and after only about ten minutes of praying 
lifted her hands and was wonderfully filled, speaking in tongues. 
Another time, I was preaching, and really feeling good in the Spirit. Bro. 
Beall's pulpit was one of those that had a middle shelf under it. As the 
power of God moved, I jumped into the air, landing on the middle shelf, 
just as a visiting minister from a local Baptist church walked in the back 
door for his first visit to a Pentecostal church. His eyes were as big as 
saucers! He probably wondered exactly what he had just stumbled into, 
and after church, he didn’t stick around long for fellowship.  
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    One night, we were in a revival at Liberty, and I had preached a 
message on the reality of Hell. Now I have always heard the saying, 'He 
preached Hell so hot I could smell the smoke!' This particular night, the 
anointing was so thick, you could just feel something was going to 
happen. At the conclusion of the service, nearly everyone, including 
Bro. and Sis. Beall, my wife and I, were on our faces in the alter, crying 
out for the lost souls of men. As I lay there praying, Bro. Beall came and 
tapped me on the  shoulder, and said, "Do you smell that?" I leaned up, 
and detected a distinct aroma of something burning in the air. We both 
left praying, and tried to trace down where the smell was coming from. 
Our noses led us to the foyer, and into the men's bathroom. It was there 
that we discovered the source of the Lord's message illustration... some 
mischievous young lad, who later fessed up and identified himself, had 
set tissue paper on fire in the trash can! We never told the people about 
our revelation, but just let them chalk it up as a supernatural visitation! 
    As we continued to minister for Bro. and Sister Beall, we met many 
people, and made several church connections. Among these were Sister 
Velma Castle, who Pastored the church at Gary, Texas, and our dear 
friend Sister Teresa Kile, who Pastor's the Church of The Lord Jesus 
Christ in Shreveport, Louisiana; where we continue to hold revivals to 
this day. Sister Kile leads a prayerful, devoted life, and her example has 
made its impression on the church that she has led for many years. She 
has been a mentor to my wife for many years. She and her late husband 
Bro Billy Kile evangelized before pastoring.  Her example of faith, 
stories of their Evangelism have always been an inspiration for us to 
believe, trust,  and stay faithful to what God has called us to do.  We 
have seen many supernatural manifestations in the Shreveport church, 
and many miracles, some of which I will deal with in a later chapter. 
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CHAPTER THREE: Travel Experiences 
 
    Traveling across the United States for over 20 years, throughout many 
different parts of our country, we have had many interesting 
experiences. Our travels have taken us through out the east coast, as far 
north as Michigan, the mid-west, and all over the south.   The year we 
started out, in 1997, we named our ministry Holy Ghost Revivals, and 
adopted as our logo a map of the United States, with the American flag 
in the background. Our family still believes in this great country, and we 
are proud of our Godly heritage. We believe that this nation was founded 
upon Judeo-Christian principles, and that 'Righteousness exalteth a 
nation: but sin is a reproach to any people.' (Prov. 14:34)     
    The first vehicle that served as our means of revival transportation 
was our 1989 Ford Escort 2-door hatchback. It did not have luxuries 
such as air conditioning, or a CD player. In those days we never even 
had cell phones! Yet, we gladly embarked on trip after trip, plunging 
into the deep south of Louisiana and into Texas, and Florida. The heat 
was, of course, always a factor. We always thought, or at least hoped 
that the day would come that we would have AC, but it would be a few 
more years. We learned that keeping a cooler filled with ice, pop, and 
bottled water was a must for the Escort. When we would leave Indiana 
on a trip, we would stay gone as long as revivals kept going; so we 
always had to pack for the long term. Often, we would be gone for 3 or 4 
months at a time. We always had to take suits and dresses, shoes, 
assorted casual clothes to accommodate every situation, Bibles, study 
books, snacks, guitars, amplifiers, tools, flashlights, and still find room 
for the things people would give us. All of this in a two door, standard 
shift car! One time we went to a church in Delhi, LA. The church, while 
we were there, gave me a Fender guitar and an amplifier. Being a guitar 
nut, I couldn’t turn them down. This presented us with a problem, 
however. We had to decide what to leave behind. We opted to leave the 
cooler at the church and take the guitar and amp, until we could drop the 
equipment off back in Chandler, and buy a new cooler down the road. 
Such adjustments were to be common until we upgraded to a larger 



	 32	

vehicle. 
    Over the years, people have been so kind to the Colemans. They have 
frequently given us things like, food, clothing, home-made jellies, 
pickles, Bibles, tools, toys and clothing for our daughter in recent years, 
and supplies of every type. Many are the times that someone would walk 
up and hand us money, when we needed it the most, or hand us 
something that we had just talked about or been praying about. One 
morning we were parked in Arkansas, beside a church we were in 
revival at. My wife and I had just been talking about meeting the budget 
for the month, and that we would just have to trust The Lord as we 
always did. Suddenly, there was a knock at the door, and a Brother we 
knew from the church stood there with an envelope. He said that he was 
in a hurry, but wanted to obey God, and that He had spoken to him to 
bless us. I thanked him, and closed the door and turned to my wife. I 
said, "I think God has already met our need." I handed the envelope to 
Denise, and she opened it, and began pulling out one-hundred dollar 
bills. She counted them out, 18 of them! God had just given our monthly 
budget an $1,800 boost! This kind of blessing is rare, however God 
knew that is what we needed to make the budget for the next few 
months. Numerous times we have come home from a trip, and went to 
the mailbox and found what we like to call an M&M; a mailbox miracle! 
We have several times gone to the mailbox, and found an envelope or a 
card from one of our dear friends in the ministry that was just what we 
needed to finance a trip, or to meet a need. One morning I went out and 
found an envelope with $300 taped to our windshield!  
    I think that it needs to be said that I attribute God's faithfulness to us, 
to many things, but chief among these is stewardship. We are taught in 
the book of Malachi about giving. I believe it teaches so much more than 
giving out of obligation, it shows us that being a blessing in being a 
GIVER, unlocks the windows of God's supply towards us. 
 
 
 
Malachi 3:10 
Bring ye all the tithes into the storehouse, that there may be meat in 
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mine house, and prove me now herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I will 
not open you the windows of heaven, and pour you out a blessing, that 
there shall not be room enough to receive it. 
 
When God says, 'prove me now herewith', He is telling us that He 
desires to bless us as we give to others. We have always tried to give to 
others as much as possible, and in return, we are blessed. 
    One night, we were invited to go to a revival service being held at 
Shreveport, LA. at Sis. Kile's church. Brother Philip Holoway, Bro 
Willard Holloway’s son, was preaching, and he and his family were 
going to be heading out afterwards to go back to Alabama. There were 
only about 24 people in attendance that night, but Sister Kile asked the 
church if they would try to give the evangelists and their family a special 
blessing for their trip home. The Holoway family travelled in that day in 
a 30 foot Winnebago motor home with 5 children. I definitely wanted to 
give, but I also knew that we only had $30 in my wallet to our name at 
the moment, and was 700 miles away from home. I reached for my 
wallet, and pulled out a five dollar bill. A few minutes later, my wife 
said, "Let me see your wallet." I handed it to her, and she added to the 
five a ten, leaving us $15. You see, my flesh in all of this was thinking, 
'After service tonight, we'll have enough left for a cheeseburger.' A 
preacher friend of ours, Bro. David Mueller, has a saying, 'God isn't 
concerned with how much you give, but how much you've got left!' 
Again, as the offering basket continued its journey towards us, my wife 
asked for the wallet. I trusted her judgement, and handed it to her, and 
watched Denise take out our last $15 and drop the $30 in the offering 
basket. I breathed a sigh, and silently thanked The Lord for allowing us 
to help this good family. Not more than a minute later,  Sister Hilda 
Antee turned around and handed me a folded bill, it was $100! Dinner 
was on! But God was not through yet. After the service, I walked up to 
shake Brother Holoway's hand, and he shook my hand, and deposited 
another $100 bill in it. Still reeling from God's provision, as I walked out 
the back door, another preacher, Bro Davis Wiggins stopped me, and 
shook my hand. When I opened my hand, there was a third $100 bill! 
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God had given me back 10 times the $30 we had just given! That night, 
the church took up over $2,800 for the evangelists with only 24 people.  
    This brings us to a very important point; trust. For any ministry to be 
successful, there must be a mutual trust between a husband and wife 
partnership in any ministry. In early years, I made the mistake of letting 
pride get in the way. I had to learn a very important and often 
overlooked principle: God has called us a team! We each have certain 
strengths and weaknesses that have been designed to work harmoniously 
together. When a husband and wife work together in the preaching and 
ministry work, there is no more powerful force on earth! Demons cannot 
breach the weapon of a Godly holiness ministry couple, that are 
preaching, praying, studying, fasting, worshipping, and operating 
together in the Spirit. I now understand very clearly. This ministry is not 
about me! Denise and I work seamlessly together in our revivals. If one 
of us is preaching, and the Spirit moves on us to give the mic to the 
other, we do so without hesitation. Often times Denise will be 
ministering, and she’ll have me come up and begin laying hands on 
people and praying, or moving in the Spiritual gifts. Without she and I 
trusting the leadership and anointing on each other’s life, this would not 
be possible. I thank God for my Partner in the ministry that He has so 
wisely put in my life. Together we are a success! 
    There have been many things that we have been blessed with over the 
years. Obviously a major need with extensive travel is transportation. As 
we were gone longer and longer per trip we began looking for vehicles 
that were capable of pulling a camper. One day Bro Gary Meredith took 
me to meet  Brother Terry Hayes at Oakridge Pentecostal Church in 
Bristow, IN. Bro Hayes had a 1975 Ford 1 ton van with a 460 engine. 
The Brother asked me what I wanted it for, and I told him so we could 
travel in evangelism. The van was the ugliest color of two-tone pine 
green you had ever seen, but I told him to give us a price and let me 
know. The next day, Bro Terry called me back and asked us to come 
back by and see him. He met us by the van and said, "Preacher, I can't 
just give you this van, but how does one dollar sound?"  I was needless 
to say, impressed by the deal, and we shook hands, and drove away with 
our new miracle! 
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    The camper hunt had begun.  I will never forget driving past the 
landfill in Boonville, where across the street was an old salvage yard.  
There close to the drive was a very old Air Stream type camper.  I pulled 
in as quick as possible to check it out.  It was totally gutted. It had no 
plumbing, no electric, no furniture, no holding tanks.  It was nothing 
more than a aluminum shell with wheels,  holes where windows 
belonged, a leaky roof, and a rotten floor.  In my mind I could see this 
camper being pulled down the road to revival with just a ‘little work’.  I 
talked to the owner of the salvage yard and he made me a deal of 
$500.00. He said give him $50.00  down, and $100.00 a month. 
Excitedly I jumped back into the van and drove to Dale to tell my wife 
about our new ‘home’!  That afternoon I proudly drove my wife, and the 
Meredith's to see this ‘deal of a lifetime.’ We pulled up, and my wife's 
reaction was not what I had envisioned.  I had to coax her out of the van 
at the site of this hideous camper.  I convinced her to check out the 
inside.  Bro Gary walked in and his foot nearly went thru the floor.  He 
said “Bro you didn't  sign anything did you?” I shook my head No in 
disappointment.  He replied with “Well let's get back in the van and 
drive away as fast as we can!”   In retrospect I'm so thankful for the 
voices of reason God placed in my life.  Since that day when I find a 
‘deal of a lifetime,’ if I ask Bro Gary, he always says, “Let me talk to Sis 
Denise.”   
    One day, driving down a country road in Dale, IN my wife spied 
something in a field.  She asked me to pull over, and we stopped and 
looked out over the grassy pasture. Surround by cows and goats, there 
was a little pull behind camper sitting empty. Denise, launched a bold 
prophetic statement into the atmosphere; she said, "God is going to give 
us that camper!"    
    After a few days, we were able to get in contact with the man who 
owned the field, and the camper, and discuss the prospect. He was 
willing to sell, but we were on a time crunch, and had to leave town for a 
trip. He said he would think about a price, and get back to us when we 
got back into town.  We left out for Alabama, Florida, and ended the trip 
in West Virginia.  At every Church my wife stood up and testified that 
when we returned home, God was going to give her a camper.  I must be 
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honest, I told her I loved her ‘speaking out in faith’ but the owner wasn't 
a Christian and to be realistic he will want to make some money.  He 
will not give us that camper.  She replied with “Your right, he's not 
giving it to us, he's giving it to me.”  I wanted to believe her, but, I guess 
her faith was bigger than mine.  I managed to save $300.00 and was 
hoping he would accept this as down payment and allow us to pay the 
rest in payments.  After returning, we called the man, and he agreed to 
meet us at the field with the camper. He asked, "You say you want to 
use this thing for revivals, and to live in?" "Yes," I replied.  The man 
opened the gate and started to pull his truck into the field. Puzzled, I 
stopped him, and said, "Now wait a minute, we haven't discussed a price 
yet!" He turned and looked at me and said, "Price? No you don't 
understand, preacher, I'm giving it to your wife!" I just stood there with 
my mouth hanging open as he hooked to the little 17 foot camper, and 
pulled it out of the field to Bro Gary's back yard. My wife turned to me 
and said, "Told ya, didn't I!" This 1967 camper served as our first 
ministry headquarters. It wasn't much, a little one room single-axle with 
a tiny little bathroom, but we had a home. We were able to use the 
$300.00 to paint and decorate our new home.  
     The Lord had taught us both a big lesson with our first camper; to 
trust him for everything,  and to not be afraid to be specific for what you 
need.  One day the small confined space began to feel a bit too 
overwhelming for Denise, and she began crying saying, “I need a 
bedroom not a pull out couch,  I need a real bathroom with a tub, I need 
a double sink.” We went next door to the church in Chandler that we 
were parked at and began to pray.  Denise  looked at me and said  “The 
Lord said to her that He gave me exactly what I asked for.  He gave me 
what I asked and believed him for.  I believed little so he gave me little.” 
That day we began to compile a list of things we needed in our next 
camper.  We had visited a Terry Camper factory and liked how they 
were made.  That day we put the Terry brochure on the refrigerator and 
began trusting God for the items we laid before Him. Among these 
things were, we wanted it to be a Terry Camper with a private bedroom, 
a double sink, closet space, and a bathroom with a tub.  Two months 
later, we were in Chandler, IN standing on the front porch of the church, 
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about to go in for service, when our good friends Bro. Randy and Sis. 
Jackie Evans pulled up. They evangelized for many years, but at that 
time were pastoring a church in Missouri. Bro. Evans told me that he 
and Sis. Evans had  been praying about and felt impressed to trade us 
their 26 foot 1978 Terry camper for our 17 foot 1967 camper. I said, 
"Are you kidding?". After talking about it, we made arrangements to do 
the trade, and when we walked in and saw the inside we were amazed. 
Everything that my wife had asked for; the private bedroom, the double 
sink,  the big closet, the bathtub this camper had. We had it, our first 
'real' camper. The Terry was to travel many miles with the Colemans, 
through out the country.   
    Years later we were in Louisiana getting ready for church camp. We 
had, by this time, graduated to a 1982 30 foot Shasta pull behind 
camper. We had a dually truck now and wanted to upgrade to a 5th wheel 
camper.  We began praying specifically for what we needed and every 
time we saw one we in faith would  say “Thank you Jesus” for our 5th 
wheel that was on the way.   One afternoon, we heard something 
outside, and saw a large 5th wheel pulling into the campground. We 
were mesmerized by the sight, and I said, "Wow, wouldn't it be nice to 
have something like that to travel in?" We both said “Thank you Jesus” 
as we watched them unhook and set it up.   
    A few days later, we were talking to Bro. Odell and Sis. Barbara 
Price, friends of ours who we found out owned the big camper. We were 
pleased to find out, that the Prices were thinking about getting rid of the 
camper because they no longer used it. They had brought it to camp for 
people to stay in.  We told the Prices that we were definitely interested, 
and for them to discuss a price and let us know.  Sis. Price said they 
would, and that they would get back to us after camp.  
    After the conclusion of camp-meeting, we got a call from Sis. Price, 
who told us that she and her husband had discussed the matter. She said, 
"We want to make you a deal you can't refuse. We still want to keep a 
small camper in case we need it, but we don't need one as big as the one 
we have. We want to trade you even for your little camper!" We were 
amazed! Once again, God had come through, and given us a 38 foot 
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1987 Alpha 5th wheel camper for a 1982 30 foot Shasta pull behind, 
with no money involved!   
     Over the last 20 years the Lord has blessed us with 7 campers, from 
our first, being  the 1967 17 foot, to a 2012 Sierra 42 foot 5th wheel  with 
four slides, two bedrooms, and 1 and ½ baths. God is so good! 
 
                                TRAVEL PROTECTION 
 
    We have been blessed in our travels throughout the years to be 
protected by the hand of God, and by His protecting angels that travel 
with us. We have had some close calls from time to time, however.  
    Once, we had travelled to Birch Tree, Missouri, which was about a 
300 mile trip from Indiana. After we finished backing the camper into 
the church parking lot, the Pastor, Bro. Evans, noticed that we had 
neglected to fasten the hitch lock lever. This meant that we had travelled 
all the way, through the Ozark Mountains, held only by tow chains and 
hitch bars! 
    We often travel to Louisiana, and on one trip we were headed down I-
20 headed West. We were pulling a camper with our big Ford van, when 
suddenly we came up on traffic stopped on the interstate. We were able 
to safely stop on the highway, but looked up to see an 18 wheeler 
coming up fast. All we had time to do, was to say the name 'JESUS!' just 
as a man in a Lincoln Continental came flying around the semi, sliding 
between us and the braking semi. Miraculously, the Lincoln slid to a 
stop in the grassy median, and the semi stopped, both without colliding 
with us. There couldn't have been more than 15 feet between us and the 
semi, but a merciful God kept him from hitting either of us.  
    In 2010, we were preaching in Henning, Illinois. It is a tiny town 
surrounded by cornfields on every side in the farming country of central 
Illinois. It was a warm and windy spring day, and the weather service 
had been warning of severe storms. I always keep a weather monitor 
handy, living in a camper, and especially on days like this.  
    Suddenly, the weather alert sounded, and they issued a Tornado 
Warning for our county. They said the tornado was headed for Henning, 
and would be there in 10 minutes. If we were in a large city, I would not 
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have worried so much, but Henning is just a spot at the crossroads with a 
population of just a few hundred. If it was heading for Henning, we were 
in its path! We began to pray, as the dark wall of swirling clouds moved 
in. The storm looked as though it were coming right for us, but it 
suddenly veered to the south, and hit a house, tearing off the roof and 
flattening a barn. The next morning, my daughter and I drove down to 
survey the damage. We were surprised to see that the tornado had 
touched down less than half a mile from our camper, skipped and 
touched down right across the street from the church!  
    Another time, a tornado passed right over the top of our camper while 
we were parked next to a church near Derma, Mississippi. My wife was 
asleep upstairs in the 5th wheel, and I went outside to see the storm. As I 
watched, the clouds lowered into a funnel as it dropped behind the tree-
line in the distance, missing us by less than a mile. We have been 
through many seasons of tornados and severe weather, and God has 
protected us through the years.  
    On May 21, 2016, we were traveling across eastern Tennessee, 
heading south for revival. In was unusually warm, and the weather 
service had warned for a couple of days about a tornado outbreak. We 
have learned to always keep an eye on the sky, but had a tight schedule 
to keep. We normally try not to travel too much at night, preferring the 
daylight for safety, however, this was one time that we were forced to 
drive after dark. I remember very vividly, that as we approached the 
Mississippi river bridge, coming out of Dyersburg, we noticed an almost 
continuous barrage of lightning illuminating the sky to the west. Each 
time the sky would light up, we could see the jagged outlines of low 
hanging storm clouds rolling in. The wind had become horrible, blowing 
erratically from what seemed like every direction. As we crossed the 
bridge, the river lit up eerily with the flashes of continual lightning, and 
sheets of rain pounded our truck and camper mercilessly. We could feel 
something was just not right. I remember that my Mom had been 
following the developing system on TV, and had urged us to be careful, 
and we had reassured her that everything would be fine.  
     What we did not know, was that earlier in the day, on this date, the 
city of Joplin, Missouri had been leveled by one of the most deadly and 
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destructive tornadoes in U.S. history. The storm had killed 159 people, 
and left the city of Joplin in ruins. What we also did not know, was that 
we were headed directly into this same storm system! If we had 
continued on our present east to western track, we would have bore the 
brunt of this storm, but we turned south on I-55, headed in the direction 
of Blytheville, Arkansas. As we headed south, the radio announcer 
interrupted, and said that we were under a Tornado Warning, and to take 
cover. Driving conditions had deteriorated with the heavy rain and wind. 
Just up ahead, we saw a little hotel, and pulled over to get a room for the 
night to weather the  storm. The next morning we learned of the tragedy 
and loss of life in Missouri, and we were thankful for God’s hand of 
protection on us once again.  
 We have been through two hurricanes. The first one was in Defuniak 
Springs, Florida back around 1999 or 2000. We were in revival 
preaching for Bro. David King. The church was a sturdy brick structure, 
and was built in an L shape, and we were parked on the back side in the  
L. Unknown to us, a hurricane was striking the coast to our west near 
Pensacola. Our area was hit by what we found out were the eastern 
bands, one of the most violent areas of the storm. For two days and 
nights, the storm raged, coming in wave after wave of high winds, which 
slapped the palm trees back and forth violently, and blew the awnings 
off our small camper, with heavy bands of rain, rolling thunder and 
lightning.  Our little camper rocked violently in the wind, but we 
survived unharmed.  
    Another time, we were in revival, staying at a campground in North 
Carolina, about an hour inland. It was a clear sunny day, and at that time 
we were living in the big 38 foot Alpha 5th wheel. I had decided I 
wanted to go into town to go to get a sub sandwich for Denise and I, and 
she decided to stay behind. As I pulled onto the highway towards town, I 
noticed a broad bank of clouds coming up from the east. We had no clue 
there was any kind of bad weather brewing. The town was only about 7 
or 8 miles, but by the time I got there, the wind was blowing loose items 
across the road. When I got to the door of the sub shop, I could barely 
pull it closed due to the howling winds.  
    The drive back to the camper was rough. The winds must have been 
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blowing a steady 50-60 mph, and it was difficult to keep the truck on the 
road. It had also began raining in torrents, that blew sideways across the 
road. I managed to get inside, but soon after, the power went out, leaving 
us running on batteries until the next day. The wind howled, gusted, and 
shook out camper all night. We learned the next day that a hurricane had 
grazed the shore of North Carolina, and that just an hour and a half 
away, winds had gusted to near 100 mph! Had this storm hit a week 
earlier, we would have been on the coast, having just left revival there.  
    While preaching in Ellington, Missouri one time, heavy rains were 
being forecasted. Bro. Gale Beecher pastors the church there, and he told 
us that we needed to be watching because the creek that ran directly 
behind the church had a Tendency to flood on occasion. I wasn't overly 
concerned about it, even though we were parked beside the church, 
about 40 or 50 feet from the rocky creek bed. The creek, which ran 
through this little Ozark mountain community, rarely had more than a 
half foot of water in it at any given time. For water to be an issue for us, 
it would have to rise about ten feet to climb the grassy hill that led to our 
spot on the other side of the church.  
    That night, before church, the rains began to fall. At 6:45pm I walked 
to the creek to inspect the water level, before going into the church to 
preach. At that time, it couldn't have been more than a foot deep.   
    We had a great service, and I had almost forgotten about the rain until 
we stepped outside, it was pouring! We made it across the lot to the 
camper, but didn't venture down to check on the creek, due to the 
monsoon. Sometime around 1:00 am, I was awakened by a steady 
roaring sound outside. I went downstairs to the living room, and opened 
the front door of our 2001 Jayco  34 foot 5th  wheel camper. I was in for 
a shock! The little creek had risen to the point that the rushing torrent 
covered our bottom step on the camper! I awakened my wife, who 
seeing it said, "Oh my goodness!" She never gets scared by storms, 
wind, or anything, but that night scared her. I made her and Arawen 
sleep upstairs while I posted watch on the couch, praying. I set my 
alarm, and every 30 minutes I got up to look outside and observe the 
depth. At about 6:00 am I heard a knock on the door. It was Bro. 
Benjamin Beecher, one of the Pastor's sons. He said, "Ya'll might want 
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to watch because that creek has risen, and it could get bad down here." 
By that time, the water had gone down about 2 feet, and had receded 
from off our steps. He was on his way to work and had stopped by to 
check on us. I told him that we would be alright, and that the level had 
already gone down since I had last checked it, though it was still roaring 
by at a good rate.  
    At about 7:30 PM, there was another knock on the door. Sister 
Carolyn Colter  from the church was driving by, and wanted to check on 
our safety. "You might want to watch, the creek is coming up, " she told 
me. I looked down, and since it was now daylight, I could easily tell that 
the creek had receded to the point that it was only slightly out of its 
banks. I said, "Sister, you should have been here about 1 o'clock. I think 
we'll make it!" She had no idea of the wild night we had been through. 
    Many of the experiences we been through, though troublesome, are 
somewhat humorous. I remember one time we were about to embark one 
of our many journeys, when I noticed that one of our tires had a large 
knot on it. Our van had 16.5 " tires on it, and they were very costly. I felt 
impressed of the Holy Ghost to anoint a prayer cloth, and tape it to the 
bulge on the tire. We laid hands on it, and prayed, and went on to revival 
in Nacogdoches, TX.   During the revival the Lord provided the money 
for the tire and we headed to the tire store.  A few minutes later, we 
walked around to see the mechanic's progress, and noticed him curiously 
inspecting a mangled, mass of duct tape and cotton cloth. He held it up 
and asked us, "What's this?" We said, "Oh, it's a prayer cloth!" We told 
him about what we did and how we had gone in faith. He just shook his 
head and went back to work.  
    While coming back from a revival in Kansas City, Kansas, we began 
looking for a campground. We turned on a road that we thought was a 
campground, but it turned out that there was none. We made a turn 
around in front of a Baptist church, and headed back out onto the 
interstate. Eventually, we found a campground, and as we made the turn, 
I happened to look back, and noticed one of the axles on the 38 foot 
camper was flopping with no wheel on it! We pulled into the 
campground, and got out to survey the damage. We discovered that the 
donut type rim, which was the kind that was held on by wedges instead 
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of lugs, had come loose, and the entire wheel had come off somewhere! 
The wheel had bounced and hit the wheel well and did some minor 
damage, but it was fixable. What concerned us was that it was a hard to 
replace item, and we didn’t have a clue where we had lost it. We 
detached from the camper, and drove back to the Baptist church where 
we had made the turnaround to retrace our steps. We made the drive 
back along the route, but saw no sign of the elusive wheel. Disappointed, 
we made the turn back onto the exit ramp, to go back to the campground 
where our camper was stationed. Suddenly I looked over to my left, and 
there, in the weeds, was our wheel and tire, in perfect condition. It 
seemed to lie there beckoning, as if to say, “Where have you been? I’ve 
been waiting!” 
    I remember going down I-55 south through Mississippi, when as we 
crossed a bridge we heard a loud pop! We looked back, and saw pieces 
of rubber flying off one of the camper rims. We were approaching an 
exit to a Love’s Travel Center. The sun was setting as we pulled into the 
large truck parking lot, next to a tire changing station. The blown tire 
was causing the camper to sag low to the ground, and I knew we didn’t 
have a way to jack it up properly, so I walked back to the shop to see if I 
could find anyone to help us. After several minutes, a young black man 
about 20 years old came out to talk to us. He seemed friendly, and 
surveyed the situation. He asked where we were headed, and I told him 
we were headed to Louisiana to preach some revivals. He told us that the 
shop was supposed to be closed, but he would see what he could do. The 
young man disappeared for several minutes, and then re-emerged with a 
large air driven floor jack. I had never seen one like this, and I asked him 
jokingly, “Have you ever worked on a setup like this?” He replied, 
“Nope.” Sure, that made us feel a lot better, however, we proceeded, 
hoping for the best.  
    The young man, now joined by another even younger looking black 
fellow, worked like a Nascar pit crew. We were impressed by their 
efficiency, as they removed the blown tire, and replaced it with our 
spare. As he finished, I asked the  first man, “Ok, you guys did a great 
job, how much do I owe you?” He said, “No, man, you don’t owe me 
anything. Just be safe in your travels!” We thanked them, overjoyed, and 



	 44	

I asked him, “Son do you go to church?” He said, “Yea sometimes.” I 
said, well have you heard of the Holy Ghost and speaking in tongues?” 
He said that his Grandma had told him about it. I said, “Well its real, and 
you should check it out. It’s in the book of Acts.” I gave him a card, and 
told him we would be praying for God to bless them for their kindness.   
    Many years ago, we were traveling near Tupelo, Mississippi, when 
our engine light came on. Our temperature gauge showed that the truck 
was running hot, so we pulled over and shut the engine off. As we stood 
there with the hood raised, cars and semi trucks whooshed by us. Just 
then, I noticed a red Dodge dually slow down on the opposite side of the 
interstate. The truck went on by, and about a minute later, pulled up 
behind us on the side of the road. A man got out, and walked up to us 
and said, “Having a little trouble?” I said, “Yes we’re running hot, not 
sure what’s wrong.” I noticed that he was wearing a mechanic’s 
uniform. He said, “Hi, I’m Richard Blaylock. I own a garage over in 
Derma.” All 3 of us stared into the engine doghouse and surmised that 
the thermostat was the likely culprit. The man asked me, “Are ya’ll 
Pentecostal?” “Yes we are!” I replied. He said, “I thought so, when I 
saw your wife,” referring to her modest clothing and hair. He asked, 
“Are you oneness?” I was surprised by the questions of our newly 
acquired mechanic, but I happily responded, “Yessir!” “Me too!” He 
answered cheerily. He continued, “I usually don’t stop for people broke 
down, but as I passed you the Holy Ghost said, “Turn around and go 
help them!” He went on to tell us that his uncle, a man named C.W. 
Langford, had a farm about 3 or 4 miles from where we were at, and that 
if we would go there, he would help us. Now, one thing about traveling 
the road of faith, is that you don’t always know what you are getting 
yourself into. By taking this man, whom we had never met until this day, 
up on his offer, we could possibly be walking into danger. Nevertheless, 
we followed the directions Brother Blaylock gave us, and headed for the 
farm.  
    We found the wrought iron gate, with a sign which read, ‘Langford 
Farms and Meat Processing.’ We looked at each other and we both had 
the same reaction. As we made our way down the half mile long gravel 
road that lead to the house, we laughed as we were reminded of all the 
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scary stories we had heard of where people had been in a similar 
situation, and never been heard from again. We were still nervous when 
we pulled up to the house, right next to the slaughterhouse!  
    “Hello!” Said a welcoming voice from the front porch of the Langford 
home. It was Sister Langford, the wife of Brother C.W., who approached 
us from the barn. Bro. C.W. Langford, was a kind, jolly man with a big 
welcoming smile. Sister Langford had a laugh that resonated, and made 
you feel like you were one of the family. Bro. Langford said that he 
could fix the truck, but that we should wait until the next morning to 
start the work fresh. The Langfords even had a place to plug up our 
camper! It turned out, that they had a kind of ministry helping ministries. 
They attended the United Pentecostal Church, which was a little home 
missions church in Wyatt, Mississippi Pastored by Brother Wesley 
Newby, which was just down the road from their farm. Whenever there 
was a preacher traveling through the area that needed a place to stay, or 
that needed help in any way, they would reach out to them. 
    The next morning, we were greeted by hot fresh biscuits, fresh mason 
jars of homemade jellies, and the works. What hospitality they showed 
us! After breakfast, we went to the task of getting back on the road. 
After an hour or so, we were back up and running, and before we could 
leave the Langfords gave us a financial blessing, hugs, and loaded us 
down with fresh meat and jars of jelly. We had made some wonderful 
friends! We also came to know Bro. Blaylock, the one who had came to 
our rescue, and his family. I had many wonderful conversations about 
the Bible with Bro. Blaylock over the years. 
    We were on our way to Dyersburgh, Tennessee to preach for Brother 
Jimmy Ennis one time, and we were driving our big Ford van. As we 
approached Obion, Tennessee, we heard an awful sound coming from 
our front driver’s side wheel. I looked out the window, and saw wheel 
bearings flying apart, and smoke coming from the hub. We managed to 
get the van onto the exit ramp, and into the town of Obion, but the wheel 
was grinding and smoking terribly. There was a little garage right next 
door to an Autozone, so we pulled into it. The mechanic said that he 
could work on it, but that it would be about $100. This particular trip 
was one that we had taken on an extremely limited budget. We knew 
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that we did not have the funds in place for this little emergency. We 
explained to the mechanic that we were evangelists traveling to revival, 
and that we had no money to fix it. Surprisingly, the mechanic said, that 
if we promised to come back after revival and pay, he would go ahead 
and do the work. After revival closed we went back and paid the man. 
For this man to do this work, with no money in hand, was totally the 
handy work of God! 
    Once, we were coming back home from a long trip in the south, and 
were just outside Nashville, Tennessee. It was about 1:30 in the 
morning, and we were on the interstate, but there was virtually no traffic 
on the road and this is prior to the days of us having a cell phone.  We 
were driving our 1989 Ford Escort, and noticed that the engine was 
running hot. Suddenly, the car started sputtering and missing, and then 
died.  We pulled off to the shoulder of the road, and I popped open the 
hood. It was obvious that we had blown a head gasket, but we knew that 
we had to get to someplace for the night. I had Denise try to crank the 
ignition, but it would not do anything but sputter and belch out white 
smoke. We prayed, And I laid hands on the top of the engine and said, 
"Lord, we need to get safely off this road. In the name of Jesus, right 
now, we command this car to run!" Denise cranked it again, and the car 
fired off, and began running perfectly! I got in, and we drove the 3 miles 
or so to an exit. We pulled into a hotel parking lot, where the car 
promptly gave up the ghost. We stayed there the night, and the next day 
Denise’s dad came with a car hauler and took us to his house where he 
could work on our car and get us back on the road again.  
    I remember once we were in revival at the UPC church in Labelle, 
Florida. Florida has a very tropical environment, and therefore they have 
many species of tropical animals, and insects. Among all of these, are 
tarantulas. Now, coming from the cornfields of southern Indiana, we 
have no species of large spiders like the ones in Florida. We have the 
occasional garden spider, but that's about it. On this particular afternoon, 
I had gone to take a shower in the evangelist quarters, and Denise was 
looking for something in one of our bags. Suddenly, she yelled, 
"Wayne!" I was startled at the sound of urgency in her voice, and came 
running. "What's wrong?" I asked. "There's a spider in the bag, a big 
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one!," she replied.  
    If there's one thing I know about Denise, it's that she is not scared of 
spiders. She grew up in the country, and is used to such things, so I 
knew this must be something. "It's in there," she said, pointing to a black 
duffle. I hate spiders, so I very cautiously removed all the items from the 
bag, carefully inspecting each. There was nothing to be found. I breathed 
a sigh of relief, as one might do if they had just defused a bomb. 
Looking down, my attention was drawn to a little Velcro pouch that I 
kept my electric razor in. I carefully opened the sticky Velcro, when 
suddenly this thing about the size of a bird jumped out in my general 
direction, and hit the floor running! I let out a loud shriek, and jumped 
straight into the air, landing on the bed, as the hairy arachnid ran by! 
One of my Florsheim shoes was nearby, so I grabbed it and slammed the 
creature with a thud! To my surprise, the shoe didn’t even phase the 
spider! I stepped up my attack, launching several blows with increasing 
intensity. Finally the creature went belly up, and gave up the ghost! 
    Many years ago, we were traveling through Alabama. We stopped to 
get fuel, and when we went to fill it up, the gas began to pour out onto 
the ground from the rubber fill tube. A truck driver who was in the next 
lane, saw our calamity, and came over to see if he could help. We 
discovered that the line was dry rotted, and the man said, “Hey, I have 
some tubing just like that in my truck.” He put the tube on for us, and as 
we talked, the man asked us where we were from, and where we were 
traveling to, and we told him that we were Apostolic evangelists. We 
began to witness to the man about God’s love and restoration, and about 
the many miracles that we had seen. The man began to tear up, and 
broke down and told us that he was a backslidden Apostolic preacher. 
He told us that he had fallen into sin, and was cast aside and hurt in the 
church. The Holy Ghost had me say to him, “Brother, God is right where 
you left Him!” I told him, man may have cast you aside, but JESUS 
never did.” The man thanked us, and said, “God put you here for me. 
This is exactly what I needed to hear today!” 
     One other time in Georgia, we had just come from a fuel station, and 
had filled our tank with diesel. As we drove along, I looked down at the 
fuel gauge, and noticed that the needle was dropping down very quickly. 
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By the time that we got pulled over, we were below half a tank on the 
gauge! When we looked under the hood, there was fuel spewing from 
one of the fuel lines. We hurriedly got back in, and managed to make it 
into the nearest town, into the parking lot of a fuel station.  
    It was a very hot day that day, with temperatures in the upper 90s. 
Denise and I were up under the hood, and Arawen was in the truck 
playing. After some time, Denise said, “I’m really hot. Arawen and I are 
going to walk over to MacDonald’s and get something to drink. I said, 
“Okay,” and went back to trying to figure out what to do. As they 
walked across the lot, a pickup truck with two men pulled up, and they 
got out and and came over to where I was. They began to see if there 
was anything that they could do, and I gladly learned that one of them 
was a mechanic. The man told me that if we could drive the truck a few 
blocks, he had a garage that had enough room for the truck and camper. 
Thankful for this information, I told the men we would go with them.  
About this time, I noticed Arawen walking towards me from the 
direction of MacDonald’s, carrying Denise's purse.  As she came up to 
us, she said, “Mom passed out in the floor!” Shocked, I wondered if our 
new found mechanics would wonder what kind of crazy people they had 
got themselves mixed up with! I went over to the restaurant and found 
Denise looking very pale, and sitting at one of the tables. I said, “Are 
you okay?” She said, “No.” I asked, “What happened?” Denise told me 
that she had got too hot, and had just gotten a big glass of iced tea, when 
she blacked out and fell in the floor, spilling her tea. When she came to, 
the manager came out, more worried about a potential lawsuit than about 
his customer, and said, “There was nothing on that floor to make you 
fall!” She told him, “ I know, I passed out!” Arawen’s response was to 
go into ‘survival of the fittest ‘ mode. When Mom went down, she just 
grabbed her purse, and went to find her Dad!  
    In more recent times, there are a couple of stories that come to mind. 
One involved a testimony opportunity with a Muslim. We were in 
Arcadia, Louisiana and we had taken a tire to a little shop to get worked 
on. The manager, whom I could tell from his appearance and accent, was 
from the middle east. As a worker was breaking down the tire, The 
manager came out and began to talk to us. “Beautiful day,” I said, trying 
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to be cordial. “Yes,” he said, God is great!” I agreed. “God is very 
great!” His next response was an informative one, “Allah is God.” My 
wife was sitting in the truck, and she looked at me, wondering what my 
next response would be. “No, I said, Jesus is God.” My answer, changed 
the man’s demeanor, and generated a whole different response. He 
seemed frustrated, and began loudly explaining to me, “No, Jesus is just 
a teacher, or prophet; just like Moses or Abraham. Jesus is not God, 
Allah is God!”  
    I said to the man, “ The Bible says in Colossians chapter two, In Him 
dwelleth all the fulness of the Godhead bodily, and is says in verse 10, 
ye are complete in Him!” I told him, “The Bible says that without the 
shedding of blood, there is no remission of sins. Sir only one man has 
shed his blood, died, and rose again, for the sins of man, and that is Jesus 
Christ!” He mumbled some things in Arabic, and then I guess he 
remembered that I was a customer, because he brightened back up and 
became pleasant again. After we got done paying, I shook his hand and 
said, “God bless you!” 
    After preaching in Shreveport, one evening, we went to the Murphy 
gas station on Pines Rd across from Wal-Mart. I pre-paid at the little 
window and walked out to pump the fuel. Suddenly, I heard a 
commotion coming from the area of the pay window. A man was yelling 
loudly at the woman behind the glass about something, and she was 
screaming back at him. He headed out to his vehicle, and she came out 
of the booth yelling at him. They both were using obscenities, and as I 
pumped my fuel, I began to say, “Praise You Jesus, thank You Jesus!” 
The volume of the argument between the two increased, so I increased 
the volume of my praise. “Hallelujah!” I said, loud enough to be noticed 
by people in the cars around us. Denise said she was praying that I 
wouldn’t get shot. As the two continued quarreling, and hurling 
expletives, I lifted my hands and started speaking in tongues, which 
drew the attention of some of the people around us. I wasn’t trying to 
gain attention, but I made up my mind that if they were going to invade 
my space with their filth and vulgarity, I was going to take my liberty as 
well! I shouted, “Satan, silence!” 
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    Suddenly, the man jumped in his truck and sped away, and the woman 
went quickly back to her shack. I opened my eyes, and there was a lady 
that had been pushing a little cart of shelf stocking supplies. She stood 
staring at me with her eyes wide. I looked over in the direction of the 
payment booth, and there was a man standing there in a pair of khaki 
shorts and a tee shirt, that looked at me, and gave me a thumbs up sign 
and said, “All right!” 
    Not too long ago, we were in Monroe, Louisiana, once again at a fuel 
station late after closing a service, where we had filled in for Pastor 
Jimmy Sims, who was ailing. It was closing time at the station, and the 
lady was counting the money, and talking on her cell phone. She 
activated our pump, and I stayed at the window while Denise fueled up. 
Just then, a black car pulled up in the lane behind us. The man got out, 
and didn’t even look at the pump, but looked right up at the lady in the 
window. Denise said she immediately felt danger from the man. It was 
an unusually warm night, but the man had on a jacket that was zipped 
up, and a ball cap pulled down over his eyes. After surveying the 
situation, the man reached back into his car, and pulled out a pistol, and 
stuck it in his pocket. Denise said she felt to grab our pistol, so she 
grabbed the Smith & Wesson 380 caliber automatic, and had it in her 
hand as the man approached me. I, at this time, had no idea that the man 
was armed, or had any bad intentions. I felt in the Holy Ghost to turn 
around and address the man, so I said, “Can I help you?” The man was 
startled. The man stopped dead in his tracks, looked at me, and then at 
my wife, and took his hands out of his pockets. He then nervously said 
he was going to Talulah, and needed some gas. I asked him how much 
cash he had in his pocket, and he said, “I have two dollars.” I told him I 
could give him ten dollars, and even pulled my wallet out in front of 
him, which, looking back in retrospect, probably wasn’t the wisest thing 
to do. I asked the man,  “Do you go to church?” He replied, “Well, not 
like I should. I am a Catholic.” He went on to tell me that he had fought 
in the first Gulf War, and had had problems since he had come home. I 
thanked him for his service to our country and asked if I could pray for 
him. He said, “Yes,” and I laid hands on him, and prayed. The man took 
the ten dollars, and went to pay the lady, fueled up, and then drove off 
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into the hot Louisiana night. It was only then, that I felt the Holy Ghost 
nudge me to walk straight to the truck and to not look back.  
    When I got in, my wife said, “What is wrong with you, didn't you see 
the gun?” I said, “No,” now getting that feeling of nervous ice water 
pouring through my soul. “Yea,” she said, “Well it looked like he came 
here to rob her.” She said she was praying, “Please Jesus, don’t let me 
have to have to shoot him!” I am thankful, he saw her gun, and that big 
Angel standing behind her! I am glad for God’s travel protection!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR: Living A Life of Faith 
 
    Many times through the years, we have been moved of the Spirit to 
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give a word to somebody, that did not seem to make any sense at the 
time, but that God revealed the purpose of later. Other times, we have 
felt the nudge of the Holy Ghost to do something or go to someplace that 
didn’t seem to have any relevance at the time. The end result of moving 
at this kind of direction is the releasing of prophetic faith. Prophetic 
faith, will cause you to react spontaneously, and at times, and most 
often, in a way that is inconvenient to the flesh.  
 
Romans 8:27-28 
27 And he that searcheth the hearts knoweth what is the mind of the 
Spirit, because he maketh intercession for the saints according to the 
will of God. 
 
28 And we know that all things work together for good to them that love 
God, to them who are the called according to his purpose. 
 
    To live in prophetic faith takes discipline, sensitivity, and requires for 
us to often deny self; but the rewards of being led by the Spirit are 
immense and far-reaching. Many lives are impacted, and faith is 
increased by the personal experiences they encounter, which make them 
aware of the reality of the spiritual universe around us. Many people, 
even in the Pentecostal realm, have little experience or understanding of 
the depths of living, moving, and working in the realm of total faith, and 
dependence on God. Only through this, however, will we ever learn how 
to ascertain the mind of the Spirit, as mentioned above.  
    We were in revival in Bossier City at Grace Tabernacle with Sister 
Carson one night in 2012. I was ministering and I received a word of 
knowledge from The Lord that there was a family present that had been 
facing difficulty, and had come that night by faith. The Lord said to tell 
them that they had been going through a financial crisis and that they 
had driven in on fumes, and didn’t even know how they were going to 
get home. God said that it was a job loss situation, but that He was going 
to open up supply to them before the night was through. I gave this word 
and then proceeded with the service. About half-way through, a man 
stood up and said, "You know, I believe what this preacher has said is 
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true. I believe there is a need, and, if it's not out of order, I want to take 
up an offering right now, and I will give the first $100!" Suddenly, 
people began standing up and giving. Within minutes, we had taken up 
over $680 for this family! As it turned out, there was a family that had 
recently suffered a job loss and had come needing a miracle. God is so 
good and had come through for them in a mighty way. 
    Another time when we were at Sister Carson’s, I was impressed all 
day during the study, to preach on the Oneness of God. I love history, 
and specifically, church history. This being the case, preaching and 
teaching on the Oneness of God, is near and dear to me. I, however, had 
some concern, on this particular night, because I was pretty confident 
that everybody in this little church already had a firm grasp on the 
Godhead. I wrestled all afternoon about it, but in the end decided to go 
ahead with it.  
    During the service, as I was preaching, a couple of black sisters came 
in and sat towards the back. No one had ever seen these two ladies 
before, but we were glad to have them. As I ministered, the Holy Ghost 
brought out several key dates in history, along with names and places, 
and several facts about baptism. I couldn’t help but notice, that the two 
sisters had gotten out notepads, and were writing meticulous notes. (I’ve 
always considered it a great compliment when someone cares enough 
about something I said during a message to write it down.)  As the 
service progressed, I noticed the strange looks on the two women’s 
faces. They seemed to look as if they had made a great discovery.  
    After the service, Denise and I went back to talk to the sisters and 
thank them for coming. One of the two said, “You won’t believe the 
story we have to tell you!” She began, “I was born in Africa, and was 
raised in a little village. Many years ago, a missionary from the United 
States came to our village and preached to us about Jesus. During his 
service, I repented and gave my heart to Jesus. He also taught us about 
the Holy Ghost, and I have received it. After he left, I began studying 
and praying and the Lord revealed to me that there is only one God, not 
three like I had been taught. I have now been baptized in Jesus name. I 
began praying, and asking the Lord to make a way for me to come to the 
United States, so that I could share this wonderful truth with the 
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missionary that led me to Christ. The Lord did work it out and brought 
me here. I have been asking the Lord to show me some proof to give to 
the man when I see him. Tonight, I was at the United Pentecostal 
Church, in the prayer room, and the Lord said to me, “Go to Grace 
Tabernacle on Swan Lake Road. There you will find Bro. And Sister 
Coleman preaching. They will tell you what you need to know.” She 
continued, “ I told a sister in the church there what the Lord had told me, 
and she said, ‘Yes the Colemans are good people, you can trust them. So 
I left the prayer room, and came here.” She told us that what was 
preached that night, was exactly what she had been looking for, and she 
was now excited to be able to share it with the Missionary. 
    Sometimes, when living a life of faith, God will supply natural needs 
by unusual means. One story that stands out in my mind, was the time I 
was needing a new pair of tennis shoes. We weren't broke by any means, 
but money was tight. I was always taught by my parents to take care of 
and appreciate things, because, as I’ve often heard them say, “Money 
doesn’t grow on trees!” Well, I guess this is true. I had worn this pair of 
tennis shoes until they had become my ‘Holey shoes.’ Denise had been 
praying for the Lord to supply the funds so that she could buy me some, 
but it had not come in yet. She took a trip to Kentucky to see her mother, 
and I had some business to tend to in Indiana, so I stayed home.  
    As Denise approached her mother’s house, in the rolling countryside, 
she spotted something on the side of the road; it was a shoe! She said 
that she felt a strong urge to go back and look at it. When she got back to 
where the shoe laid, she spotted the second shoe, and, to her surprise, 
she had found a brand new pair of name brand tennis shoes, in my size! 
They looked so good, and the soles of them had no signs of ever having 
been worn! She called me excitedly, on her cell phone, and said, “You 
will never believe what I just found!” When she brought them to me, I 
tried them on; a perfect fit! 
    Once, we were in Texas, preaching a revival for Bro. Larry Flanary. 
Denise and I had been talking about buying a bass guitar but had told 
nobody else about it. One night, a brother who was a musician in the 
church walked up to me and said, “Brother Coleman, could you use a 
bass guitar?” “Sure,” I said, “We were just talking about that.” “Well,” 
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he said, “I have one I want to give you. I wasn’t sure when I got it why I 
was buying it, but now I know!” We still have it today. 
    We were needing tires on our truck, years ago, and was trying to get 
the maximum amount of miles out of our current set. A brother from the 
church, Brother Richard Enoch, came and knocked on our door, and 
said, “Have you looked at your front tires, they're almost slick?” I told 
him we were ‘in the process’ of getting it taken care of, which meant we 
were just waiting and trusting the Lord. He said, “Well tomorrow, I want 
you to meet me at the tire shop in Lebanon, Tennessee. We’re going to 
get you some new ones!” The next day we met him and left with two 
brand new tires. 
    There are also those times, where God rewards our faith. Back in the 
early 2000s, we were approached by the church in Chandler, Indiana. 
Brother Meredith said that in appreciation for all the work we had done 
as Evangelists, they wanted to send us on a vacation. In the years we had 
spent traveling preaching, we had never taken much time for ourselves.  
We were elated and humbled that they wanted to send us on a vacation, 
and we were definitely in need of one. They told us that it had been 
arranged for us to go away for a week to Eureka Springs, Arkansas.  
    Upon arriving we checked into our little cottage. It was a beautiful 
little cabin, surrounded by thick woods. The getaway had a big glass 
wall overlooking a deck which protruded from the back side of the 
cabin. It had a nice bedroom, large comfy living room, as well as a 
kitchen and even had a built-in jacuzzi. During our stay, we got to enjoy 
the many sights and activities of this beautiful area, such as canoeing 
down the White River, going to a play, and dining in the various 
restaurants. We also got to attend the Passion Play, and stroll through the 
recreation of the Tabernacle in the Wilderness, which was very 
interesting. We came back from this wonderful experience, rested, and 
restored. 
     Several years ago while we were in North Carolina, a man from the 
church we were preaching for in Southport, asked us if we had any free 
time after the revival where we could stay a couple of days. We did. The 
Brother told us that he did work on a private resort island about 20 miles 
off the coast known as Bald Head Island. He said that he wanted to send 
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us over to the island for a day and that he thought we would enjoy it. We 
accepted the man’s kind offer, and the next day, boarded the ferry, and 
sailed the 20 mile trip across the channel, to the island. There were no 
automobiles allowed on the island. Transportation was accomplished, by 
means of golf carts, which were there for rent. We obtained one, and set 
off to explore the island.  
    The island had many Palm tree laden passages, some with condos 
owned or rented by locals. We drove our little cart up and down the 
narrow roads and saw many beautiful sights. On one side of the island 
was a long beach, rumored to have been a place where Pirates used to 
land and bury their treasure. We saw many banana and coconut palms, 
as we ventured through the island, taking lots of pictures. Some of our 
favorite ones were the ones we took of the historic lighthouses on the 
shore. Later, we dined at a seaside restaurant named ‘Eb and Floes 
Steam Bucket.’ We had a delicious meal of steamed crab legs, shrimp, 
local clams, and oysters. Later that day, we boarded the ferry to go back 
to the mainland. We were treated to a gorgeous sunset on our ride 
back.These two experiences were very helpful in restoring us and 
helping us to keep our focus. 
    Several years ago we were holding a revival in Hot Springs, Arkansas. 
Hot Springs is a town nestled in the Ozark Mountains, known for the 
many natural springs that run through there. My family and I, have 
always enjoyed this mountain haven, and our annual pilgrimages to the 
little Mexican owned ice cream shop called Nom Noms, where we 
enjoyed the deliciously frozen fruit bars and fresh guacamole.  
    One afternoon, on the way home from the laundromat, we were 
coming down the main drag and were about to pass the Ford dealership. 
My wife was driving, and I told her,"Pull in there, I want to look at a 
truck." She said,"Honey, I'm tired, and the back seat is filled with 
laundry baskets. We have church tonight, and we don't really have time 
to stop." She had made a good case, but I really felt impressed that we 
needed to stop there. Reluctantly, she pulled the truck into the lot, and I 
got out and went to check out a nice newer truck they had on sale, all the 
while knowing that we couldn’t really afford to buy it.  
    After waiting for several minutes, a salesman came out and introduced 
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himself as we began to talk about the truck. During our conversation, the 
salesman asked if we were from the area, and I told him no, but that we 
were evangelists from Indiana, and then began to tell him about the 
revival. He came over and met my wife and daughter, and said, "Oh, are 
you Pentecostal?" I said, "Yes sir!" He asked, "Are you Apostolic?" I 
responded, "Why yes we are!" "I knew it!" he said. He told me, "Wait 
right here and I will run and get a plate. Now don’t go away, I'll be right 
back!" he said eagerly. I looked at Denise, and she looked at me, and we 
both knew that God was up to something. No, we really didn't have the 
time to test drive the truck, and even though it was very nice, we knew 
we were not really in the market, After  a few minutes, however, the 
salesman came back, and we all piled in the truck for a test run.  
    After going a few blocks, the salesman began to inquire about our 
revival services, and how God was moving. As we drove through the 
narrow streets, in the new truck, Arawen quoted scriptures that she had 
memorized, and sang songs that she had learned. She was quite the 
entertainer! After sharing a few stories of some of the things that we 
have seen happen, the man began to share with us that he was a 
backslidden Apostolic preacher. He had moved there from another state 
and had left a wife and children. He said, "I know that God has sent you 
in here today for me and that I need to get my life and ministry back." 
We told him about our revival, and gave him directions, and he 
promised to come that night. We get frequent promises of this sort, but 
after we left the dealership, our family prayed for this man, and that God 
would restore him.  
    That night, we kept looking for our visitor, every time the door would 
open. To our surprise, about 20 minutes into the service, in walked our 
salesman. I preached, that service, on the power of the Holy Ghost, and 
how it can transform our lives. After the preaching, I began to minister 
in the gift of prophecy. As I ministered to different ones, through the 
power of the Holy Ghost, the Spirit of The Lord had me to minister to 
the salesman, and God read his mail, so to speak, and told him several 
things that only he and God knew. We laid hands on him and prayed, 
and the man broke down and began fluently speaking in tongues. Oh the 
joy when a wayward child of God returns! The Brother's countenance 
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shone with the glory of God as he shouted and rejoiced, praising God. 
Not too long after that, we received a call from the man, and he told us 
that he had gotten back with his wife and family, and was back in 
church! 
    Back in the late 90s, we were in Nacogdoches, Texas for a lengthy 
revival. One afternoon, we went into town to get some fuel. There was a 
little convenience store on the edge of town that had cheap diesel, so we 
pulled in to fuel up. I went inside to pay, and there was a long line, so I 
went to the back. In front of me was a short black fellow, whom I 
noticed was holding a brown glass bottle of beer. I stood there waiting 
patiently, and then I noticed him looking over his shoulder at me. 
Finally, he turned around and said, "Excuse me, but I think I know you." 
I told him that I didn't think we had ever met, but he insisted, "Yeah, I 
have seen you somewhere!" I told him, "Well I am a Pentecostal 
evangelist holding revival in this town, and I have been in Nacogdoches 
several times, maybe I've seen you in church." His mouth dropped open 
and he got really nervous, and said, "You know preacher, I was about to 
go put this bottle back!" I thought of how ludicrous that scenario 
seemed, 'here he is standing in line all this time, with a bottle he has no 
intention to buy!' I looked at the man and said, "Sir, I didn't tell you to 
do anything, but God said that if you take that bottle home and drink it, 
it will make you deathly sick." He looked at me repentantly and said, 
"I'm putting it back." Then, the Holy Ghost moved on me, and I 
said,"Sir, you are running from God! God called you from an early age, 
and you once served Him, but you were offended. You were even used 
in ministry, but the Spirit of The Lord has sent you here this day, to tell 
you it's time to come back!" Tears began to emerge from his eyes as he 
said, "You're right, it's all true! I'm sorry, thank you!" And with those 
words, he put the bottle back and left. 
    It should be of no surprise, that God calls us to live by faith. The 
Word of God is full of scripture pertaining to walking by faith. It tells 
us: 
 
Galatians 3:11-14 
11 But that no man is justified by the law in the sight of God, it is 
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evident:for, The just shall live by faith.  
 
12 And the law is not of faith:but, The man that doeth them shall live in 
them. 
 
13 Christ hath redeemed us from the curse of the law, being made a 
curse for us:for it is written, Cursed is every one that hangeth on a tree: 
 
14 That the blessing of Abraham might come on the Gentiles through 
Jesus Christ; that we might receive the promise of the Spirit through 
faith. 
 
    The law mentioned in these verses is the natural law. This could also 
be defined as the natural man or the will of the natural man. These forces 
are like gravity, which have the effect of trying to hold you down to a 
natural level. The word in the Greek for law is nomos, which means 'the 
rule of action prescribed by reason.' When we walk in faith, we operate 
above the reasoning of natural man. The carnal mind cannot comprehend 
the actions of the Spiritual mind, however, through the discipline of the 
Holy Ghost, the natural man partakes in the activity of the Spirit, or faith 
in action. This life of moving, growing, comprehending and working in 
faith, is a vital part of the Christian walk, and of the Apostolic ministry.  
    One time we were about to go on a trip to Missouri for revival. 
Budgeting is always a factor in full-time travel, but this particular time, 
we had barely enough money to get out of town, much less to go to 
Missouri. We had to stop by and see a friend before leaving town, but 
we certainly were keenly aware of the fact that God had to move, 
somehow, for us to make this trip. We had done as we always did, taken 
off in faith, trusting in the need to be met. We visited for a while, then 
went out to get in the Escort. Before we could pull out of the drive, a 
man related to our friends, a man that was known to be an atheist, a man 
named Jack, walked up and tapped on the window and motioned for us 
to roll it down. He was smoking a cigar, and gruffly handed us a 
crumpled wad of money. I said, "Thank you, Jack, you've just met our 
need for our trip, God bless you!" He got choked up and said, 
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"Whatever," and walked back inside. We unfolded the money, and it 
was $50, which was more than enough to fill the escort up and have 
money in our pocket when we arrived.  
   Living by faith requires sacrifice and spontaneity. I have known many 
over the years who have started out into the field of Evangelism, 
encountered challenges, and folded up their tents and went home. I 
wonder if this could be likened to the story of Peter, when Jesus came to 
him, and told him to launch out into the deep, after they had just come 
back from a fruitless fishing trip, and washed their nets. Peter had a 
choice to make. Should he follow what he knew in the natural realm 
about his trade, and the laws of supply and demand, or go by an impulse, 
a gut feeling, the request of a Jewish teacher he barely knew, and launch  
out again. His simple act of faith would take him deeper than he could 
know, for the Bible says; 
 
Luke 5:6 
And when they had this done, they inclosed a great multitude of fishes: 
and their net brake. 
 
Herein is the problem. We have become accustomed to tidy, neatly 
folded nets, which bear no semblance to the rugged, bedraggled weave 
of a well used fishers net. It will cost you everything, maybe even your 
life to obey the call of the Spirit on you, but to those that want to make a 
difference; to those that are willing to be deeply challenged, the call 
rings ever louder, Win the Lost! Pay the price! Take up your cross and 
follow Him!! 
    I remember the first time The Lord ever used us in the prophetic 
giftings. We were preaching in the town of Elkton, Ky. That night there 
was about 50-60 people there. It was back in the 90s, and it was a 
dynamic service. The anointing to preach was very powerful in that 
place that night, and at the conclusion, we had a prayer line as we 
always did, and many people responded. All I can tell you, is that 
something happened! When I laid my hand on the first person, to pray 
for them, it was like I went someplace, in the Heavenly realm, and didn't 
come back until about 45 minutes later. That night, through the Spirit, I 
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had ministered prophetic word to about 40 people and had no clue what 
had happened, but after church, people kept coming up to me and 
shaking my hand, and thanking me for being sensitive and speaking to 
them.  
    I’ll never forget one time we were in the vicinity of Texarkana, TX. 
We were hungry and had decided to go to the Golden Corral buffet 
restaurant for lunch. Our family had adopted a very interesting custom, 
which usually went something like this: 
“Hey, we are getting ready to pray over our food. Is there any need that 
you want us to pray about?” You would be amazed at how many times 
we have had responses from this, and how many ‘thank you’ responses 
we have received. 
    When we walked in, a manager came up to us, and said, “I think we’ll 
have Brandon wait on you today.” We nodded approvingly, and a young 
black man in his early to mid-20s took us to our table. Taking our drink 
order, he said, “Hi, I’m Brandon, and I’ll be serving you today.” He was 
very cordial, and I looked at him asked him our customary ‘Is there 
anything you want us to pray about’ and his response was surprising! He 
got tears in his eyes, and said, “I can’t believe that you just asked me 
that!” He went on, “Just this morning, I said, God, if you are real, send 
somebody to me today to talk to me about you, and now here you are!” 
He went on to tell us that he had been going through a lot, and that he 
had thought about suicide. He also told us that he had a brother that had 
been killed in a gang shooting, and that his older brother had been in a 
lot of trouble. Brandon had been praying that his brother would find a 
job, which he felt would really help him.  
    We bowed our heads to pray, and Brandon, surprisingly, stayed, and 
prayed with us. We prayed for our food, and Brandon’s needs, and he 
said, “Thank you, very much!”  Before we left that day, along with our 
tip, we gave Brandon our ministry card, which contained some 
scriptures, our telephone number, and website address.   
    Almost exactly a year later, we were again in Texarkana. Denise said, 
“I want something good, let’s go eat at Golden Corral.” Arawen said, 
“Hey maybe we’ll see Brandon there!” I said, thinking that the chances 
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were pretty small, given the number of people that filter through this 
area, “Well maybe.”  
    When we got inside, the place was packed. A server lead us back to a 
table in the middle of the restaurant, and we sat down. As we looked 
across the busy room, we spied a familiar face, and about the same time, 
the man with the familiar face, spied us. It was Brandon! As soon as he 
got free, Brandon came over to us and happily said, “I know you, you’re 
the Colemans!” We exchanged greetings, and he, pulling a well-worn 
business card from his pocket, said, “Look, I still have your card!” He 
excitedly testified to us about what Jesus had done for him since he had 
seen us last. He said, “God has turned my life around. I’m now going to 
a United Pentecostal Church; where I’ve been baptized in Jesus name, 
and He has filled me with the Holy Ghost!” He told us that his brother 
was doing good, and now had a good, steady, job. A life, though once 
broken and destitute, was now full of joy!  
    One day, we were visiting a mall in Lufkin, Texas. It was a rare day 
off, and we were enjoying the afternoon together. We spotted a little 
clothing boutique, and decided to stop in to check it out. We noticed that 
they were playing Gospel music. There was nobody in the store but the 
manager, who was a little black lady. We told her that we liked her 
music. She smiled a big, bright smile and thanked us. She asked us if we 
were just visiting, and we told her that we were evangelists from 
Indiana. She immediately said, “I wish you would pray for me. I’ve been 
having terrible sugar problems, and I need a touch.” We asked her, 
“Well do you have any problem with us praying right now?” She said, 
“No, go ahead, I need it!” With that, Denise and I laid hands on her, and, 
as we prayed, the Holy Ghost fell on us and on the woman, and, she 
lifted her hands, and began to speak in tongues! After several minutes, 
she began to come back to herself, saying, “Thank you Jesus, thank you 
Jesus!” I asked the lady, “Have you ever done that before?” She said, 
“No, never!” The power of God had come down, and filled this woman 
with the Holy Ghost, right there in the middle of Lufkin mall! NEVER, 
underestimate the impact of your witness! 
    I wish that we had started writing down many years ago, the many 
things people have told us. These prophetic confirmations serve to 
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encourage the one who gives them, by reaffirming that God was specific 
in their case, and that He answered them on a personal level; while 
encouraging the Prophet that he is indeed hearing clearly the voice of 
God, and being used in a successful way that brings hope, healing, and 
faith, to his generation.  
    People have came up to us and told us many times that things they 
have discussed things in their cars on the way to church, and then God 
has used us to speak the very words they used, or the very concepts they 
talked about. Obviously, we do not have their vehicles bugged, nor do 
we have any knowledge of what they talked about or need, but the Holy 
Ghost knows all things! One ministering in the gift of prophecy merely 
becomes a conduit through which flows the mind and purpose of the 
Spirit. God actively seeks vessels that are yielded to minister through, 
every day! Often, someone will come up and say, "You nailed it!" Or, 
"How did you know?" It is very humbling, to be used in any gift. I 
usually respond, "I didn’t. He did!"  
    Some have asked me, "How do you know what to say, or how to 
speak?" Or, how do you know what and when to move?"  
    First, in response, I will tell you that you MUST empty yourself of all 
man-made agendas! There is no room for ego, no time for 
miscalculation, no license for opinion, no season for self; just obedience. 
Speak. But only when, if, and as, He speaks!  
    As I feel the Spirit winding up the preaching each night, I will begin 
to try to open myself to what the Spirit is wanting to say or do next. 
Sometimes I will scan the crowd to see if The Lord leads me to go and 
pray for someone, and other times, I will have everybody close their 
eyes and praise Him while I walk through the crowd and let the Holy 
Ghost lead me to an individual. I always ask the person, "Can I pray for 
you?" I try to never to forcibly invade anyone's space. Nearly always 
they say yes, but occasionally someone will tell me ""No!" One night, I 
walked up to a man and said, "Sir, can I pray for you?" He quickly 
responded, "No!" I started to walk away, and The Lord stopped me and 
said, "Point at him and tell him what I put in your mouth." I had no 
choice but to obey. The Lord gave him a word of wisdom about what He 
would do if he would just surrender, and then we moved on, The Bible 
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says, 
 
John 1:12 
12 But as many as received him, to them gave he power to become the 
sons of God, even to them that believe on his name: 
 
Of course the key here is the word receive. No matter what is offered, 
we must be ready to receive, or nothing changes! ALL POWER is at our 
disposal, if we will but receive it. Gifts of God, RECEIVE. The Holy 
Ghost, RECEIVE! Prophetic direction, RECEIVE!! Deliverance, 
RECEIVE!!! God gives it, but we MUST receive. Many have grappled 
with the crippling effects of doubt, only to find themselves depressed 
and defeated. Your miracle is waiting, reach out and RECEIVE IT!  
    The faith life is often paved with uncertainty, but it is an exciting life! 
While contemplating the title for this book, I had at first thought of 
calling it, 'Living Without A Safety Net! I later opted for the more 
personal title 'Our Journey of Faith', but the aforementioned title would 
have worked nicely, because that is what true faith is, living with total 
dependence on nothing but your trust in The Lord to catch you. It's not 
arrogance. Bold faith will cause you to face the Lions and laugh, the 
demons and command, the storm and speak, and infirmity,  sickness and 
death, and say enough: Loose him and let him go!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE: The Trial of Our Faith 
 
    If I were to tell you that living by faith is an easy life, I would be 
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guilty of severely misrepresenting the truth! It is, in fact, quite the 
opposite, which is true, however, the rewards of living by faith are 
beyond measure! Challenges are commonplace to us, yet, these 
challenges serve to make us stronger. With each trial, we are advanced 
to higher levels of faith, and inspired to grow to deeper, stronger, higher, 
and greater for God. Having said this, I boldly proclaim that I would not 
trade this faith walk for any other; regardless how exciting, stable, 
accepted or promoted! This walk of faith is forged in the flames, tried in 
the fire, advanced in the altar, and proven by time, and every infallible 
act of God! Go ahead and live for God; you CAN do it! 
    We had always considered our trial of faith as being things like, 
mechanical breakdowns, financial troubles, and the usual day to day 
tribulations we all encounter. We never realized that they would 
manifest in the form of infertility, sickness, and the heartache of 
personal loss. 
    Like any other young couple, we had dreams in our new found faith. 
We were newly married in 1993 and desired to build a family. I 
remember a time when an evangelist and his wife came to stay in our 
home for a week during the revival, at our church in Kentucky. During 
that revival the evangelist called us out and told us that we had a desire 
for a child, and he told us, "You might as well go ahead and buy 
Pampers because you are going to need them!" We were so excited, like 
anyone would have been. We waited and trusted God, and believed as 
days turned into weeks, months and years. There were many other times 
that well-meaning people did pretty much the same thing, but nothing in 
our situation changed. One night, I had a vision of 2 children, a little girl 
which was the oldest, and a little boy. Both were blonde headed with 
blue eyes. We hoped, prayed and believed that it was an indicator that 
our time was about to come, however, still time went on, and nothing 
happened. I cannot express in words the heartache that infertility brings. 
Yes, even Holy Ghost filled believers full of the Truth, face depression, 
emotional breakdown, and hurt. Many are the days and nights you cry, 
and the times you battle with the giants of genuine emotion. These times 
will strip away every layer of self and flesh till nothing is left but raw 
faith, leaving nothing to hold on to but faith!  
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    After several unsuccessful years of trying, we went to a doctor who 
diagnosed Denise as having PCOS, otherwise known as Polycystic 
Ovarian Syndrome. It is a disease that affects many young women, 
resulting in infertility and many failed attempts. The news was hard to 
accept, but at least we knew what we were up against. We tried for about 
2 years, several different treatments for infertility, but to no avail. We 
even had opportunities to adopt a child, but never felt peace about any of 
them. We finally decided that we would simply keep praying and 
trusting in God for a miracle. Although we had our own personal 
struggle, we continued to pray for others in the same condition. The 
Lord honored us, giving us compassion for them, and we saw many 
healed, and many miracles, in which many resulted in the blessing of 
children. 
    I want to, at this point, add that, God held us up through all of this 
period in our lives. If it had not been for the hand of God, leading, 
guiding, and gently nurturing us, in big and little ways, we would never 
had made it to where we are today. Although we could not see it at the 
time, there was a divinely ordered plan in place for our lives. Over the 
next few years God would bring many people into our lives that He 
would use bring to pass his amazing plan. Among these, were Bro Shane 
and Sis Angel Chessor. Back in the 90s the Lord had caused our paths to 
cross in Illinois, while they were Evangelizing. We were preaching for 
Pastor Larry Hart, in Sheldon, Il, and had a break between the morning 
and evening services; a time that I had purposed to enjoy a little bit of 
rest. Bro Hart, after the morning service said, “Hey, if y'all feel like it, 
the church in Hoopeston is having Bro Shane Chessor preach this 
afternoon.  We could go support them, and be back for service here 
tonight.” I must admit, I really did not want to go. I was very tired, and 
really wanted to just relax. Denise said, “Honey, I really think we should 
go,” so, I agreed to go. The result; we met the Chessors for the first time, 
and became immediate friends. We had no idea, that day, the major role 
that this meeting would play in our future! This young ministry couple 
were so much like Denise and myself. They also were facing infertility, 
and had a desire for a child, yet remained faithful to the call of God on 
their lives. This would forge a bond between us, that would cause us to 
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strengthen and lift each other up during these difficult times. Still, to this 
day, we stay in constant contact with Chessor family, and indeed, we 
have become family! 
      In 2000, we were in Arcadia, La., staying there while passing 
through. There were a couple of brothers from southern Louisiana that 
had come to preach for Sis. Antee. One of the men was named Bro. 
Lupe. Bro. Lupe approached me after the service one night, and asked if 
he could minister to my wife. I thought about all the hurt we had been 
through, and how painful is was for her every time somebody pulled her 
aside with a word, that didn't come to pass. I bit my tongue and told him 
to go ahead. He said, " Sister, I see you desiring a child, something about 
a girl. "Well, I see something about you travailing for a girl, and 
something about the month of December." We said, "Thank you," in the 
kindest way we knew possible, and he left.  
    At the beginning of 2004, Sister Chessor called us and told us that she 
was going to adopt her cousin’s baby. From the moment Denise had 
heard about this, she was struck with an overwhelming burden to pray 
for this baby, and her biological mother.  
    Not long after this, we got a call from from our Pastor that greatly 
troubled us. He told us that he was thinking about closing the church in 
Chandler. We travelled so much with evangelism, that we were seldom 
ever home, which gave us a somewhat limited view of how things were 
going at the home church. The truth of the matter was that attendance 
was way down, money was scarce, and expenses were mounting, putting 
a great deal of pressure on the little church to stay open. We asked Bro. 
Meredith to please give us time to pray, and that we would call him back 
the next day. He agreed, and we hung up. That night, and into the next 
morning, my wife and I petitioned Heaven as to what His will was, and 
what He would have us to do. Denise and I felt like The Lord directed us 
to cancel the rest of our preaching engagements for the rest of the year, 
and return home on a temporary basis to help in whatever way we could 
with the home church. We have always believed strongly that to be 
successful evangelists, you must have a good home church. This 
partnership between home base and evangelism helps ensure stable 
ministries. We soon, after making the necessary calls, headed back home 
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to Chandler, Indiana. We continued to preach out on weekends, but as 
we said before, devoted much of our energy to helping the home church. 
    Nearly four years had passed since we had received the word of 
prophecy from the man in Louisiana. We had been back in Chandler 
approximately 2 weeks. Then, one day Denise, needing some 
encouragement, called her good friend Sis. Angel Chessor in Florida. 
She said, “I need to hear your excitement. Tell me about how your 
adoption is going.” Sister Angel said, “I have praying about when to 
have this conversation with you. Please, before you say anything, tell me 
that you will hear me through and pray about this, just don’t say no 
today.” Sister Angel knew that we had had opportunities to adopt, but 
that we had always said no, not because we were against adoption, but 
that because we knew that getting out of step with God could jeopardize 
not just our future, but also the child's future. She said that after much 
prayer, they felt that they could not adopt her cousin’s baby. Sister 
Angel said that she had already talked to her cousin, and that the young 
lady had talked favorably about us, and that she had agreed to talk to us. 
Sister Chessor again reaffirmed, “Please don’t tell me no, and promise 
that you will pray about this!” Denise told her, “I don’t have to pray 
about this. I now understand the burden and the love I have been 
carrying for this woman whom I have never, and her unborn child. Sis 
Angel gave Denise the girl’s phone number, and told her she would be 
contacting her soon.  
     We were helping a friend at that time, doing some landscaping 
around his house, and Denise had gone to town for some supplies. She 
pulled up, got out, and sat down on the tailgate beside me. It was a hot 
day, and I was glad for a moment to sit down in the shade. She began, "I 
talked to Sister Angel while ago, and you better sit down, there is 
something I have to tell you.” She told me about what they had 
discussed, and about what Sis Chessor had told her. I was shocked to say 
the least, because we had always felt like we would never consider 
adoption. She looked at me and said, "Wayne, I feel like The Lord gave 
me peace about this; I think we should pursue this!" I remember the rush 
of emotions that swept over me; excitement, fear, joy, but here we were; 
about to embark on a whole new leg of the journey, our journey of faith! 
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    We made contact with the young lady. She had been through a lot of 
very difficult circumstances, and felt that she was not in a position to 
raise another child. Although she had made a lot of bad choices in her 
life, she had been exposed to the Truth, and wanted to do the right thing 
by this child. We talked to her on the phone about our feelings, wanting 
to be sure that we all felt good about our decisions. We immediately felt 
such a peace about everything, and that God had His hand in all of this. 
The next thing was to wait. We had several conversations with her and 
had a general idea of how far along she was, and when the baby would 
be born. I remember we met with the young woman one time and before 
we left my wife said, "I know this May sound odd, but would you mind 
if I touched your belly to see if I can feel the baby?" She said, "You sure 
can honey, I don't think that's strange at all!" It was our first contact, the 
closest we had ever been; we were going to be parents!! God does 
things, and answers prayers in many different ways. We are forever 
grateful to this young lady who had a sensitive heart, and a special kind 
of love to give this child a home, loving parents, a stable environment, a 
future, and most of all, an opportunity to grow up in the Truth and hear 
about the love of Jesus Christ!  
    Throughout the term of the pregnancy, we stayed in touch. God had 
given us a real burden for this woman, that somehow we would be able 
to transmit the love of God to her, and show the compassion of Christ.  
Then one cold day in December the phone rang on at our house. Denise 
was at home, and I was working at the office finishing up on some 
computer work for the day. Denise answered, and it was the young girl  
that was having our baby. She was in labor at OSF hospital in Peoria, 
Illinois, and we needed to get there! Excited, my wife called me, and 
said, “We are having a baby!” Hurriedly, I grabbed a sticky note, and 
posted it on my computer screen, which read: ‘Gotta go, having a baby; 
now!’  
    I left work, and drove as fast as I could to pick up my wife from 
Boonville. We called our Pastor’s wife, Sis. Marilyn Meredith, and she 
and her daughter Christian, said they would follow us up to Peoria. Our 
caravan embarked on our six hour journey to central Illinois. Little did 
we know, there was a major winter storm bearing down on us from the 
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west. God must have moved the storm around us, for, even though it was 
cold with a few flurries, we saw no real hazards. South Indiana, where 
we had just come from, however, got slammed with 24 inches of snow 
and near blizzard conditions! In fact, the interstate that we travelled on 
was shut down for two days behind us! We couldn't wait to get to the 
hospital and see our Baby! 
    All through the pregnancy we had prayed for the baby to be healthy.  
We had many concerns because the biological mother had been involved 
with a rough environment which involved alcohol and drugs. I say this 
not to degrade her, but simply to tell what God did. There was some 
concern that there could be retardation or fetal alcohol syndrome.  We 
had people all over the country that were praying for the safety of both 
the baby, and the biological mother. Because of all of this, we really 
were not sure what to expect. Throughout the pregnancy we had been 
resolute, that no matter what the outcome was, we were going to love 
this child, and raise it with all the comfort and stability we could give!  
    About two hours into our trip, the phone rang. It was a family member 
of the young girl’s calling from the hospital. She said, “ Well, she just 
had the baby, congratulations, you’re parents, you have a baby girl!” 
Needless to say, we were elated! God had been so good to us, and 
honored our heart’s desire with a child. We were still four hours from 
the hospital, and, as you can imagine, the journey seemed to go on for 
days, however, neither the dark of the night, cold temperatures, or length 
of the trip could dampen the exhilaration we were feeling! Yes, God had 
smiled on us, and we were finally parents!  
    Finally, we arrived at OSF St. Francis Hospital in Peoria. Hurriedly, 
Sis. Marilyn, Sis. Christian, Denise and I entered the hospital, making 
our way down the long corridor to the nursery. We were told our baby 
was being cared for in the special needs section of the nursery. I 
remember how nervous I felt, and my legs feeling like jello. As we 
proceeded, we passed several babies hooked up to tubes, IVs, and all 
kinds of medical equipment. One little baby boy due to drug exposure, 
was born without the ability to feel. His mother walked out of the 
hospital and left him. Others, were underweight, or being watched 
closely for various reasons. In the middle of the room, was a little crib, 
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with the most beautiful, perfect, pink, blue eyed baby girl you have ever 
seen! There were no tubes or machines hooked to this one! People never 
believe us when we tell them this, but when she heard us, she turned her 
head towards us and looked at us! The nurse said, “ It's as though she 
knows your voices and who you are!” She continued, “We have been 
calling her our little round headed baby, because her head is so perfect 
and round.”  
    Through the window, looking in from the hall, were Sis. Marilyn and 
Sis. Christian. They watched, took pictures, and filmed, as we held our 
precious little miracle for the first time. Everyone, including the nurses, 
cried. The medical staff was aware of the situation that we were 
adopting her, and that we would be taking her home from the hospital. 
They were the most kind, understanding people you could imagine 
throughout the whole process. When we got ready to leave the hospital 
with the baby, the staff insisted that Denise be pushed to the front door, 
holding the Baby in a wheelchair, like any birth mother! It meant a lot to 
us. The doctor who delivered her, asked us what the name would be. We 
had been praying, and I felt that God had given me a name. I said, 
“Arawen, her name will be Arawen!”  
    We had decided on Elisabeth for her middle name. My wife picked 
that name, and we later looked both names up. Arawen meant; ‘A 
Spiritual Leader.’ Elisabeth meant; ‘ God’s promise.’ Arawen spelled 
backwards is New Ara. Indeed we entered a new era that day. Our lives 
were changed forever!  
    Looking back, it is amazing to think of how God fulfilled His 
prophecies that He had made to us while we were in Louisiana through 
that Cajun preacher! He said he saw my wife in travail. She did travail in 
the Spirit, through prayer during the entire pregnancy; not just for 
Arawen, but also for the young lady who carried her. We both prayed for 
their safety, and for God’s hand in it all. He said he saw a girl. 
Obviously, we did get a girl, and for those of you who have met her, 
Arawen is very much a little princess! God knew what we needed! The 
Prophet said he saw December, and our daughter was born on December 
21, 2004! No one but the great God we serve could have known four 
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years in advance that a phone call, all the way from Florida would 
change our lives like that! What a Mighty God we serve!! 
    Part of the process of adoption, is that the adoptive parents must 
supply a stable home environment, meaning that we were required to 
have a home with a bedroom for Arawen. For the first several months 
after bringing her home, we lived in an upstairs apartment in Chandler, 
Indiana. We soon found out, that my grandmother, Mary Russell, had a 
mobile home that she wanted to sell in Boonville not far from my 
parents. The place needed a lot of work, but we made arrangements and 
bought it so that we would have something that was ours, and would be 
considerately cheaper to live in, while providing the necessary living 
accommodations for our adoption process. After a few months of hard 
work, we were ready to move in.  It was an interesting move, because, 
this was the same mobile home park that I had grown up in, just one 
street over. We eventually  fenced in the back yard, which made a little 
playground for Arawen and our little dog to play in. It had a nice patio to 
park under, and it afforded us a safe environment for our daughter to 
play. It was here that we were to spend our next three years.  
    During 2004-2008, we had a pretty normal life. I worked, through an 
outside vending company, for a major bank in our area, in downtown 
Evansville, Indiana. My responsibilities were to photograph bank 
documents, process them, and upload them to the computer. I learned a 
lot about computers during this time, which has been very helpful 
throughout the last several years of my life.  
    One day while using the mouse to move a file, my hand suddenly 
jerked, and I dropped the file into an unknown folder, which meant that 
in the world of banking and top security, I had dropped some 
unsuspecting client’s personal information into who knows where! I 
reluctantly, called headquarters, and notified them of the situation. In 
about ten minutes they sent a guy down to figure it all out, and all was 
well. But was it? Obviously, I wondered what could have caused the 
problem. It had never happened before. I have been a musician my 
whole life, and was used to using my fingers and hands for intricate 
movements. As time went by, I began to notice some tightness and pain 
in my right shoulder. I was sent by my employer on several occasions, to 
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an orthopedic doctor, who, after several rounds of therapy, dismissed it 
all as a restricted nerve or tendon. Nothing that they did really seemed to 
make much of a difference, so I just endured it. Over time, I began to 
notice that my right arm was drawing, and that it did not swing on its 
own when I walked. Others began to ask me what was going on, so I, 
just like the doctors told me, said it was just muscle or nerve damage.  
    By 2008, the economy had taken a downturn, and the mortgage 
industry was in shambles. This directly affected my job, and there was 
very little work for me to do. I was still putting in an eight hour day, but 
having to try to find things to keep my busy. My wife and I had talked 
many times about our years of full time travel, and were waiting for 
God’s release to go back out again. We were continuing to schedule 
weekend revivals, and although we were somewhat limited, our ministry 
was still very much alive.  Then, one afternoon I got a rather unusual 
call from my main supervisor, Ed. He said, “We will be over in just a 
few minutes, go ahead and wrap things up for the day.” It was a little 
early in the day, but I knew work was light. But what did he want to talk 
to me about? I was just finishing things up when Ed and the other 
manager, Steve, along with our computer tech guy from the main office, 
came walking in together. They never did this, so I knew something was 
up. Ed began, “ Wayne, you know that things have been slow around 
here lately.” I nodded in agreement. “ He continued, “ This has forced us 
to have to make some changes. We are cutting this account, as of today. 
This will be your last day here, we are terminating your job.” I sat there 
stunned. I guess I really wasn’t that surprised, but it caught me off 
guard. As they were speaking, I noticed the tech guy had slipped in 
behind me and was changing all the passwords on my computers. They 
were locking me out!  
    I stood there at that moment and took it all in. You know, I have 
always heard that there are moments that define you. I feel like this was 
one of those times. I guess the upper management represented before I 
had the impression that I would go postal or something! Then it hit me. I 
looked at them and began. Pointing to some photos I had hanging around 
my office, I said, “ Do you see these pictures? Here’s one of me 
baptizing a girl in Texas! Look at this one. That’s a photo of a girl we 
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prayed for receiving the Baptism of the Holy Ghost!” They looked at 
each other somewhat puzzled. I continued. “ You see guys, when I 
started this job, I was a traveling Evangelist. God called me to do that. It 
was God that put me in this job, and it is God’s will that I leave it now. 
This is my release! I’m going to go back to what I love best, I’m going 
to go win some more souls for Jesus!  
    I suppose the response that I gave these gentlemen, was not what they 
had contemplated. I really do not know to this day, what went through 
their minds. All I know, is that the two bosses followed me, with my box 
of personal effects in hand, all the way down the elevator, and to the 
front door! I walked to my car, got in and sat there for a few minutes, 
and then it happened. I started laughing! I can’t explain it, other than an 
unbelievable sense of joy just suddenly overtook my heart! My soul was 
awash with peace! There I was. A wife, and three year old child to feed, 
a rent payment due, bills to pay, and now, no job, and here I am with this 
big dumb smile on my face; but I felt liberated! 
    I called my wife, before I started back for Boonville. Denise 
answered, and I said, “ Your never going to believe what just happened.” 
She said, “You just got fired.” “Yes,” I answered, probably a little more 
enthused than what she would have expected. She responded with, 
“We’re going back on the road!”. 
    In the next few weeks, we began to make plans. Calls were made to 
many of our good friends across the country that Pastored churches. 
They were very excited that we were again available for scheduling. 
There were some people that tried to discourage us form going back on 
the road, especially now that we had a child, however, we felt our faith 
soaring as the schedule began to fill up. You see, when God instills a 
calling in your life, it stays with you. If you are truly called, the passion 
for that office is undying. It defines your very existence.  
 
 
Romans 11:29 
29 For the gifts and calling of God are without repentance. 
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    When we went back out on the field full time, we no longer had a 
camper. We had long since sold our Alpha 5th wheel and truck. We had 
since purchased a big gold colored 1992 Chevrolet Suburban. It had a 
tow package, and was capable of pulling campers, but mainly we got it 
because it had a huge cargo area in the back end for hauling suitcases, 
clothes and gear. We had used it during the last year or so for our 
weekend Revival engagements. We began by taking revival 
engagements in Missouri, Arkansas, Mississippi and Louisiana. Soon, 
we were busy in Tennessee, Georgia, Alabama and Indiana. God began 
immediately showing up in power, and many were set free, baptized, 
and filled with the Holy Ghost.  
    At first we stayed in Evangelist quarters, or in motels, but it soon 
became apparent that we needed to get back into a camper and truck. We 
began praying for God’s will for us. One day while we were at Arcadia, 
Louisiana, Arawen said out of the blue, “I’m going to go next door and 
pray.” I said, “Well okay baby, go right ahead!” I thought it was cute 
because, she was only 4 years old, and had never done that before! I was 
used to going next door and praying, and she had gone over with me on 
occasion, but never by herself. After she was gone about five minutes, I 
went over to check on her. I walked in and saw her kneeling down with 
her face buried in the altar just in time to hear her pray, “…and Jesus, 
give us a truck; a big green truck, amen!” She got up serenely, and 
walked past me back into the evangelist quarters like it was her daily 
routine. I thought to myself, “Okay, that was different.”  
    Not long after, we were back in Indiana, and we got a call from a 
dealership in a town called Daylight, that we had contacted some time 
back and told them to be looking for us a truck. They told me they had 
just got one in but it had not been gone through yet and cleaned up. I 
told them we would come and look at it the next day. I had a standing 
offer from a sister in Louisiana, that if I got ready to sell the Suburban, 
she would buy it, and to just let her know. I also knew our tax money 
was coming in a week or so. Before I hung up with the lady from the car 
lot, I said, “One more thing, what color is the truck?” She said, “Oh, is 
that important?” I said, well, not really; I was just curious.” She 
responded, “Okay, I haven’t seen it myself, but I will check.” Just a few 
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minutes later, she said, “All right, here it is, it is green.” Our mouths fell 
open as we looked at each other! The next day, we went to look at the 
truck. It was a big green 1995 Ford F-350 Crew cab Power Stroke 
Dually. Just like Arawen had said in Louisiana, it had come to pass by 
her simple child like faith!  
    Another miracle came when we went to talk to the owner of the lot 
about the price. With the money I knew I could get from the sale of the 
Suburban, and the tax check, we  knew we had $6,400. The dually was 
very nice, and had low miles. We climbed in, and took it down the road 
for a test drive. It was very nice. We had never owned a Power-stroke, 
so it was a little different for us, but very powerful, and drove great! We 
went back to talk to the salesman about the price. He told us he still 
wasn’t sure what they needed for the truck, since it wasn’t on the books 
yet, but probably in the $7,000-$8,000 range. We handed him the keys, 
and told him we were interested, and to let us know. He said it would be 
soon.  
    The next day, the salesman called, and said “Preacher, do you want 
this truck?” I told him that all depended on the price. He said, “What do 
you want to spend?” I stood there thinking for a moment about the 
amount I knew we had to spend in our truck budget, and about the fact 
that it was a miracle that we even had a budget, and said, “Well, I was 
thinking about $5,800. Of course, he gave me that textbook salesman 
response that they always give you, regardless of what price you quote 
to them, and said, “Well, I cant let it go for $5,800.” I felt a little 
deflation in my expectation, but he then added, “But I’ll tell you what I 
will do.” I listened intently. “I’ll let you have that truck, since it’s being 
used for the ministry, for $6,000.” My faith re-inflated. He continued, 
“With tax and all, that comes to $6,300.” “Yes, I think that will work,” I 
said eagerly. In a couple of days we had the money in hand, and drove 
our new truck home. God had done it again! 
    We have been blessed by God with many great and abundant 
blessings. Mixed in with these great blessings, there have also been 
many trials. One of the verses I quote often is: 
 
Psalms 34:19 
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19 Many are the afflictions of the righteous: but the Lord delivereth him 
out of them all.  
 
In 2009, we were able to get health insurance through the state of 
Indiana. It was a co-pay plan, and was offered at a much cheaper rate. 
What a blessing! For the first time in our lives, we were able to have an 
insurance plan, which meant that we could afford a family doctor! We 
were very glad to get it, and were able for the first time to get regular 
physicals. On one visit I told my doctor about the problems I was having 
with my right arm. By now I was experiencing twitching in my hand, 
and stiffness in my right arm. My doctor, Doctor Erdy, seemed 
concerned, and ordered a battery of tests. His first opinion was that I 
might have a tumor on my brain, however CAT scans showed nothing 
unusual. In March  2010, Dr. Erdy decided to send me to a neurologist, 
named Dr. Fadheel, who after conducting a few tests, diagnosed me to 
have what’s called Idiopathic Parkinson’s Disease. Idiopathic means, 
‘No known cause.’ Dr. Fadheel sat down and faced my wife and me, and 
very soberly told us there was no known cure, and let us know what to 
expect. We felt devastated as he went through the gradual progression of 
the disease, which included weakness, debilitation, and dementia. He 
told my wife that she should start thinking about her plans for the future. 
He asked her if she had graduated from college, and told us that I would 
probably be in a wheel chair within five years. 
    We left the neurologist’s office in shock that day. We felt violated. 
Our lives had been devoted to faith, revivals, and miracles, preaching  to 
others to trust God and believe. You never know exactly what you will 
do, and which direction you will go, until you are facing a life changing 
reality. I do not preach against medicine. I believe that choice is up to 
each individual and their walk with God.  When you come to a place in 
your faith where you feel you  are directed to take a stand for something, 
you are the one that has to live with that commitment, and God will 
certainly bless your efforts. I have learned, through experience, not to be 
too judgmental of others in their walk. We are all growing in the faith, 
and the Lord will help us through it all.  
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    The doctor gave me some medications to take, and told me they 
would have to be periodically reviewed and adjusted.  At the time of the 
writing of this book, (now 2017), I am still battling with this thorn in the 
flesh daily, but God is sustaining me. I am still able to walk, run, shout 
and preach the gospel! One thing that is very apparent to me, is that I 
have gained a keen understanding and a compassion for people with 
physical disabilities, that I did not possess before. When we pray for 
these folks at our revivals, we are seeing more miracles than ever before, 
because of this valuable insight.  
    We knew that with this prognosis, we had some decisions to make. 
People immediately  began giving us advice. Although we know that 
most of these were well meaning, the decision, we knew, had to be 
based upon prayer and the will of God. Some told us that it was time to 
stop traveling and come off the field. Others told us that we had been out 
on the field longer than most, and that it would not be wrong if we 
would simply get a house, and settle into a church somewhere. 
Certainly, it would not have been wrong to take the ‘sensible’ route, 
except for one very important thing; we don’t walk by sensibility, or 
common sense, we walk by faith! We were obviously concerned, and 
evangelistic ministry and travel does take a tremendous toll on the body, 
however the Holy Ghost directed us to continue. We, therefore, 
continued to schedule meetings, as they came in, but allowed a little 
more time for rest between revivals, which helped tremendously.  
    During this time, my wife, who had suffered for many years with 
polycistic ovarian syndrome received a miracle. Her body had never 
produced regular cycles, but Jesus touched her, and totally healed her of 
that condition! 
    As I mentioned before, we had received prophecies about children. 
We had never given up on this hope, but were so thankful for how had 
so richly blessed us with our beautiful little daughter, Arawen. She has 
so blessed our lives, and we couldn’t love her more!   
   On November 23, 2010, Denise went to our family doctor for her 
yearly physical. During the examination, he stopped and asked her if she 
had just experienced a very hard monthly cycle. She told him, “Yes,” 
and that she had been in the bed sick for three days, and had never 
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experienced anything like it. The doctor said that he would like to do 
some blood work, and an ultrasound, because he believed that she had 
experienced a miscarriage. Denise immediately told the doctor, that this 
was not possible. She told him, “Doctor we have been married for 17 
years. After 12 years we adopted, and now have a daughter. We have not 
even thought about the concept of having another child. The doctor 
responded with, “I want to do these tests.” 
    We agreed to the tests the doctor recommended, and the next day he 
called us and informed us of the results; she had indeed had a 
miscarriage. We were both in shock! How can you possibly prepare 
yourself for news like that, especially when you don’t even know you 
are expecting? This all happened the week of thanksgiving which added 
to the emotional trauma, but we opted to not tell the family anything 
things around the holiday. We were scheduled to preach in campmeeting 
in Louisiana, and we kept our commitment, and preached on Saturday 
night. The Lord honored our efforts, and moved mightily in the service. 
During the next few months, we began to contemplate the possibility 
that we could have another child, but we wanted His will above all. 
    One day, while we were parked next to the church in Lake Station, 
Indiana, Arawen and I decided to go for a bike ride around the big lake, 
a block away from the church. It was a beautiful day in July, and the sun 
was warm on our backs as we rode the half mile circuit around the lake. 
Denise decided to stay back at the camper and rest. She had been feeling 
tired, and just wanted to relax for a while. I remember Arawen and I 
picking a mess of sweet, juicy, mulberries from the trees surrounding the 
lake. When we got back, about 25 minutes later, I found Denise still 
resting on the couch. As we sampled the plump berries, my wife said she 
had something to tell me. She said, “Honey, I’m afraid to get too 
excited, but I believe that I am pregnant!” I nearly fell in the floor! “Are 
you sure?” I asked excitedly.  
    “Should we buy a test?” I asked.  
    “Yes,” she said, “but I am scared!”  
    “I know, but we need to know for sure,” I said. And with that, we 
went down to the Walgreens, to buy the tests.    
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When we got back, we did 3 tests, which all confirmed the same thing; 
Positive! We were ecstatic! We sat Arawen down, and told her the news. 
She was going to be a big sister!  
    We basked in the moment, and in that moment there was joy. My wife 
and I called everybody we could think of, and of course, our church 
folks were very happy for us. We scheduled an appointment to see our 
family doctor, who referred us to a gynecologist. The appointment was 
made for July 26. For 3 weeks we were in a whirlwind. We began to 
make plans, and began buying various baby items. But while in revival 
in Michigan, the Holy Ghost spoke to Denise while on the platform, and 
said, “Trust me.” When He spoke this, Denise said she immediately 
knew exactly what He was talking about. After church, she told me that 
the Lord told her to look up the word trust, and that it meant it was ‘an 
assured reliance on the character, ability, strength, and truth.’ She told 
me God had told her to trust Him, and that we would not give birth. I 
told Denise not to fear and give in to doubt, and we would have this 
baby that God had blessed us with. I know now that I was just trying to 
avoid the heartache, for myself, and for my wife. The concept of facing 
another miscarriage was just too painful. 
    The day of the appointment, we could hardly wait to hear what the 
doctor had to say. We had left our camper back at Lake Station, and 
made the 6 hour trip for the visit, talking all the way back about our 
plans.  
    The nurse that did my wife’s ultrasound was very kind, and seemed 
excited for us. A few minutes into the test, she got a very concerned look 
on her face. We noticed a small oblong black image in the center of the 
ultrasound image. The nurse wasn’t talking much at this point. She left 
the room, then came back and told us that she thought something had 
gone wrong, and the baby had not formed, but that they wanted to check 
the HCG level in my blood to be sure. They checked it that day, and 
levels were where they needed to be at nine weeks. They wanted us to 
come back in three days and get tested again.  
    After the three days, we returned to the doctors office. The doctor told 
us that we could retest in a week or so, but that the levels would 
continue to drop, because the baby was no longer alive. He told us that it 
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was very rare for the levels to be this high, considering that the baby had 
quit forming at such an early stage. We were devastated!  
    We made arrangements, at the direction of the doctor, to have a D&C. 
The procedure was done on August 2, 2012. It was a dismal day in every 
way. What made the pain worse, was that nobody was able to come and 
sit with us at the hospital. As I sat there in that lonely hospital waiting 
room, asking the Lord, ‘Why?’ I heard a familiar voice. It was Denise’s 
dear friend Shelly Embry. Her presence lifted the oppressiveness of the 
room. She stayed with me until the nurse said we could go back and see 
Denise. We went back, and found her very groggy, but aware of what 
was going on. We will never forget Sister Shelly’s selflessness and 
genuine Christianity for being there for us. She and her family have been 
and are to this day, true friends to the Colemans.  
    We made it through this sad time in our lives by the grace of our God. 
You know, there are some well meaning people, that will tell you things 
like, “Well, at least it wasn’t a real pregnancy,” or, “Well, you’re 
probably better off anyway.” These people may mean well, but without 
realizing it, their emotional detachment, and shallow responses, only 
deepen the pain that you are going through. Volumes could be written 
about it, but let me just say that, what has kept us through these times 
has been our confidence in Jesus, and our awareness for His unfailing 
love for us. We are thankful for family, and friends that care, but mostly 
for the prayers of the many church folks out there. NEVER stop praying! 
 
James 5:16 
16 Confess your faults one to another, and pray one for another, that ye 
may be healed. The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth 
much. 
 
    In 2013, I went to my family doctor for a regular visit. He did  a 
routine blood test, and with it took a PSA test, which measures and looks 
for the possibility of problems in the prostate gland. This is a normal test 
for men above 40 years old. The normal level should be 0-0.1. One day I 
got a call my family doctor’s nurse. She said  that my PSA was elevated, 
and that I needed an appointment to see a Urologist. We made the 
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appointment, and went in for consultation with him. Dr. Vincent, told 
me that my level showed to be 11. He said this was very high, and that 
he wanted to do a biopsy to determine if there was any cancer. I was 
shocked. Cancer? Me? That word was one that I never thought that I 
would hear, especially at my age!  
    Denise and I felt that our world was being ripped apart. The biopsy 
was done. I had told my wife and everyone else not to worry, and that 
they would not find anything. I told the doctor this as well. In a few 
days, the test results were in. 5 cultures were taken. Of the 5, 1 showed 
the clear signs of cancer. Again, we were shell shocked! It felt like time 
stopped!  
    Our next step was to determine what to do. The Doctor said our 
options were radiation, chemotherapy, waiting and watching, or surgery, 
but he recommended surgery. I asked him what would happen if we did 
nothing. He told me soberly, “You will have between 1 to 5 years to 
live.” We knew we had to think about our options. We needed to pray. 
We had to go on another trip to honor some revival commitments, which 
gave us time to hear from the Lord. I felt like the Holy Ghost directed 
me to ask for another PSA test before doing anything. We told the 
Urologist, and he said It was an unusual thing to ask, but he would see if 
he could get it approved through our insurance.  
    When we got back from our trip, we consulted with Dr. Vincent 
again. During this time, we, through prayer and council, had decided that 
if the PSA had not gone down, we would proceed with the surgery. 
When the new test results came back, they re-affirmed what the first test 
had shown. The surgery was scheduled for March, 2013.  
    The day of the surgery was very cloudy  and cold. When we walked 
into the hospital,  we were greeted by my parents, my sister Rhonda, 
Denise’s mother Bernice Wiseman, Denise’s sister Rhonda and her 
husband Rocky, and her sister Mary Dwyer. Later, a Pastor friend, Bro 
David Mueller and his wife, Sister Christine came, and our friends 
Robert and Michelle Embry.  
    I’ve often heard that all things work together for our good. There are 
those moments in times of trouble, that God’s glory shines, like a ray of 
light on a stormy day. A few days before the surgery, Bro Mueller had 
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told Denise he had to talk to her. He told her that the Lord had said to 
tell her to ‘drink this cup.’ But she knew that this would mean an end to 
the possibility of ever having any more children. It was a very difficult 
decision for both of us. 
  As my wife sat in the waiting room of Deaconess, the lady at the little 
information desk in the corner of the room, called for her. I had been in 
surgery for a while, and Denise was concerned about what she had to 
say. As Denise approached the desk, the look on the face of the lady at 
the desk surprised her. Her expression was wide eyed, like she had seen 
a ghost! She said, “Honey, I could get in a lot of trouble for this, but, 
when you walked up here I saw an angel on each side of you! One, had a 
banner over his body that said ‘Strength’, and the other, had a banner 
that said, ‘Peace!’She said that one of them was holding a cup, and he 
said, “Drink the cup.” Little did anybody know, that in the weeks 
leading up to the surgery, I had prayed that God would send two strong 
angels to comfort my wife! Denise was amazed and strengthened by the 
visitation of God, and how He reminds us of His  great love! 
    Before they wheeled me back to surgery, I was visited by some dear 
ministry friends; Bro. Robert and Sis. Shelly Embry, along with my 
wife. Dr. Vincent came in and said, “We’re ready for you.” I said, “Just 
a minute doctor. Before we go in, I’d like to have prayer. Would you 
join us?” The doctor reached around and closed the curtain, and we all 
began to pray. As we prayed, the power of the Holy Ghost filled the 
room. I, with the other ministers, found myself speaking in tongues, as 
we prayed. I remember thinking, what a great honor it is to have so 
many great Saints of God in my life. I am thankful for every man or 
woman of God, so many I could not possibly number, that have had an 
influence on our lives throughout the years! We are so blessed to have 
come in contact with their wisdom, and Godly influence. I would be 
nothing without people like these that I can call upon for counsel in 
times of need! 
    Everything went perfect with the surgery, and God’s hand guided the 
skills of the expert medical staff that performed the surgery. After I 
came back from the anesthesia, I awoke to a room full of people. Many 
friends and family members came to see me, some were family like my 



	 84	

Aunts Jean and Joyce, Aunt Judy Phillips, and others. Some were church 
family, such as Pastor David Hayes from Bristow, Indiana, Pastor Gary 
Meredith and Sister Marilyn Meredith from Chandler, Indiana, as well 
as Bro. Willard Clement, who Pastored Haven Pentecostal Church in 
Henderson, Kentucky; as well as many others. One day during my stay, 
a nurse began to talk to my wife about Pentecost, and what we believed. 
She talked at length with her, until the nurse  had to tend to other 
matters, but she said she would come back. Denise told her to check out 
our website, and she said we would. The next day, the nurse came back 
to talk to us, and she said she had stayed up late reading our tracts, Bible 
studies, and articles from the website, and said she was very moved by 
them. This opened up a wonderful opportunity to witness to her, and we 
had a thoughtful and tearful time of prayer with her by our bedside. God 
has a purpose in everything, no matter what! If I hadn’t gone through 
this time, we would have never had these opportunities to touch these 
lives with the truth. 
     At our follow up visit, Dr. Vincent told us that tests showed that it 
was a much more aggressive and fast growing cancer than thought at the 
first. He told me that, had they not done the surgery when they did, the 
cancer would have spread throughout my entire body within 3 to 6 
months. God was timely in His working, as well as His purpose. Could 
He have simply delivered me? Certainly. But even though He chose to 
take me down that road, He wisdom is greater! Bro. Willard Clement 
once said, “Sometimes God takes you out of the Fire, and sometimes He 
takes you through the Fire!” 
 
Isaiah 61:3 says: 
3 To appoint unto them that mourn in Zion, 
to give unto them beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for mourning, 
the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness; 
that they might be called trees of righteousness, 
the planting of the Lord, that he might be glorified. 
 
    Through the sometimes bitter experiences that Denise and I have gone 
through, God has taught us to trust more, and have faith in a deeper 
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dimension than ever possible before. Through these life experiences, we 
have been given a heightened understanding and appreciation for the 
many people that fight sickness, disease, or spirits of infirmity. This 
gained insight gives us a deeper compassion, which serves us well in 
serving God and ministering in the gifts of the Holy Ghost. We were to 
see just how valuable this was to be in the years to come, in the many 
revivals across the U.S.A.! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX: Angels And Heavenly Visitations 
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    The definition of a miracle is a suspension of natural laws. In the 
same way, an experience where we get a glimpse into the supernatural 
realm, whether by revelation, or by a divine visitation, suspends the laws 
of human limitation, and broadens our understanding, while increasing 
our perspective of things spiritual.  
    I find, all too often, that many in the body of Christ, do not possess an 
awareness of the Spirit Realm that runs parallel to the natural world we 
live in. I do not mean this to sound condescending; for this is merely an 
observation. While we have a wealth of information available to us on 
the subject of angels, there seems to be little perception as to the reality 
and operation of them from day to day. The Bible tells us: 
 
Hebrews 13:2 
2 Be not forgetful to entertain strangers: for thereby some have 
entertained angels unawares.  
 
We have to wonder, ‘How many times in our daily routines and 
experiences, have we crossed paths with these great warriors, who have 
a God-given charge to fight for, oversee, and protect us?’ 
    With all this being said, we are all guilty from time to time, of not 
comprehending the presence of angels, and their interventions. Maybe it 
was a near accident that we were miraculously spared from. Perhaps it 
was an urging you felt, which prompted you not to go someplace, that 
kept you from harm or a voice that told you to do something to help 
someone in need. At times, you might have sensed a presence  with you 
that emboldened you at a critical time in your life. These are all 
examples of how angels lead us, and direct us, reaching from the Spirit 
into the natural.  
    There are those times, however, when God sends an angel into our 
lives to speak to us directly, or to appear to us in a faith building 
fashion! We sometimes see only a glimpse, and at other times a more 
lengthy visitation. The are those times when we, only after some 
consideration, realize their hand in our lives. In the Bible, there are many 
examples of visitations of God, or His angels in times of need. In the 
story of Hagar, we read: 
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Genesis 16:7-11 
7 And the angel of the Lord found her by a fountain of water in the 
wilderness, by the fountain in the way to Shur. 8 And he said, Hagar, 
Sarai's maid, whence camest thou? and whither wilt thou go? And she 
said, I flee from the face of my mistress Sarai. 9 And the angel of the 
Lord said unto her, Return to thy mistress, and submit thyself under her 
hands. 10 And the angel of the Lord said unto her, I will multiply thy 
seed exceedingly, that it shall not be numbered for multitude. 11 And the 
angel of the Lord said unto her, Behold, thou art with child, and shalt 
bear a son, and shalt call his name Ishmael; because the Lord hath 
heard thy affliction. 
 
God in His mercy, comforted Hagar, and assured her with a promise. 
    In the book of Judges, God sent an angel to encourage Gideon. 
 
Judges 6:11-12 
11 And there came an angel of the Lord, and sat under an oak which 
was in Ophrah, that pertained unto Joash the Abiezrite: and his son 
Gideon threshed wheat by the winepress, to hide it from the Midianites. 
12 And the angel of the Lord appeared unto him, and said unto him, The 
Lord is with thee, thou mighty man of valour. 
 
In the book of Matthew, the angel of the Lord spoke to Joseph four 
times, giving him direction.  
 
 Psalms 34:7 tells us: 
7 The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear him, and 
delivereth them. 
 
 
    Visitations of God, I believe, happen in our lives more often than we 
know. I would like, in this chapter, to share with you, some examples of 
Heavenly visitations that have happened in our lives and ministry over 
the last several years. 
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    One of my earliest remembrances of a heavenly visitation, occurred 
back in 1993. Denise and I had just moved from Kentucky to a small 
upstairs apartment in Boonville, IN. The building in which we lived, was 
a  very old two-story apartment building. It was very cheap, but very 
drafty and confined. The building was built in the 1800s, and was 
constructed in such a way that the entire top floor, where we lived was 
one apartment. It was on a corner lot, and had large windows, which 
went from the ceiling to the floor on three sides facing the street and 
sidewalk below.  
    Leading up to the front door of the apartment, was a set of old, creaky 
wooden stairs, which loudly announced the arrival of any visitors to our 
home. There was no way for anyone to approach our front door, without 
being noticed by the noise from the stairs.  
    One afternoon, we had decided to go to Dairy Queen for supper in 
town, and when we left, Denise had laid her pocketbook on top of the 
car before getting back in. We were talking, and she got sidetracked, and 
forgot to grab it; and so, we took off with it riding on top. After we got 
home, it was some time before she realized that she had left it on the car. 
We anxiously retraced our steps, but had no success in finding the 
pocketbook, which contained my wife’s driver’s license, cards, and our 
bill money, which amounted to about $40. All we knew to do, was to 
pray about it, and hope for a miracle.  
    A week or so later, Denise was in Kentucky visiting her family, and I 
was alone at the apartment. Suddenly, I heard a knock on the door. This 
startled me, because I had not heard the usual squeaky footsteps of a 
visitor approaching, in fact; I heard nothing at all! I opened the door to 
find a man standing there. He was about 5’ 6” or so with whitish skin 
and jet black hair. The man said, “ Wayne Coleman? “ “Yes,” I replied. 
He continued, “I found this laying in my front yard.” I took it from him 
and thanked him, he turned, and I shut the door. I opened the wallet, and 
to my delight, noticed that all the money was still inside. I thought to 
myself, ‘You know, I really ought to give this man a reward before he 
gets away.’ I immediately opened the door, and to my surprise, the man 
was gone! I knew it had only been a second, but there was no one there. 
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I ran to the window to get a view down the sidewalk, but there was 
nobody there, in any direction, the man had simply vanished!  
    The amazing thing about this story, is the fact that the man knew my 
name. You see, Denise and I had just got married, so her wallet 
contained nothing with my name on it. She had not had a chance to get 
any of her cards, driver’s license or other information changed from her 
maiden name, to Coleman, her married name. Her driver’s license was a  
Kentucky license, so it had her maiden name on it, and her Kentucky 
address, so there was no way for this man to know where to take it to. 
Furthermore, there was nothing that had my name on it, so how did this 
man know who I was, unless he knew me by the Lord? 
    Before I continue writing about angelic visitations, I want to touch on 
a few experiences with the adversary. Yes, the devil occasionally shows 
up. I do not say this to give him any glory; but merely to illustrate the 
power we have over him through Christ. 
    Many years ago, we had a revival in the town of Rayville, Louisiana, 
at a little church in the delta. It was a very small church, with just a few 
members. We immediately sensed the turmoil and spiritual struggle that 
was going on, as there sometimes is, but this one was different. As the 
services progressed, we had began praying that the Lord would help us 
to be sensitive to what was going on, and to what spirits they were 
fighting. One night, as I was preaching, Denise looked up and saw a 
demonic presence crouching behind one of the speakers. She said it 
looked like a small dark figure, that seemed to be watching everything 
that was happening, waiting for an opportunity to disrupt. She began 
praying against this spirit, and church went on as normal. After the last 
service on Sunday night, as we were walking out to the truck, I told the 
Pastor that I felt that the church was fighting witchcraft, and that there 
was a practicing witch within a mile or so from the church. To my 
surprise, the Pastor laughed at me, and said, “Oh now Brother, I hardly 
think so!” In less than a few months later, the Pastor had an affair, and 
the church closed. 
 
    I do not tell you stories such as this to scare you, or to give the devil 
any glory, but simply to show you what can sometimes happen.  
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    Another time, we were in a small town in Missouri. We were in a 
lengthy revival, and people were being delivered, and were having some 
powerful services, however, the spiritually dominant demon of that town 
was homosexuality. You could feel it when you drove through the town, 
went to the store, and it wanted tear down the church. We had even had 
an experience one night with a lady falling in the floor, foaming at the 
mouth, and speaking in a man’s voice. Some of the sisters were in the 
floor with her laying hands on her trying to cast the spirit out, and the 
foul Spirit turned to the Pastors wife and said, “You can’t cast me out!” 
After this went on, the woman turned to my wife and said,”You can’t…” 
But Denise stopped the demon mid-sentence! She looked at her and said, 
“Oh yes I will!” She abruptly laid hands on the woman and told the 
spirit, “I command you to come out of her in the name of Jesus Christ, 
devil I bind you back to the pit you came out of!” With that, the spirit 
came out, and the woman returned back to normal, set free, and 
delivered! 
    One night during that revival, I told the church I felt like we needed to 
all go outside and march around the building, and establish a perimeter 
around the church. Nearly everybody agreed and went outside, with the 
exception of one elderly couple, who told somebody under their breath, 
“I’m not doing that, it’s ridiculous!” 
    We went around the circumference of the church, and as we did, I 
noticed a small black figure huddled up in the fork of a tree, sitting there 
like a little monkey. He seemed to be observing us, and looked almost 
mournful, as if pained by our very presence. Nevertheless, we continued, 
and eventually had breakthrough in the services. Before the revival 
concluded, the couple that had withstood us, left the church. 
    One of the strangest things I guess we ever encountered, was in the 
little mountain town of Ellington, Missouri. We have preached often 
there for many years for our good friends Bro. Gale and Sis. Laura 
Beecher. They and their family are faithful stewards of the faith, and 
they have been an inspiration to us over the years.  
 
    Some years ago, we were having a really powerful revival there, and 
we were at the threshold of a breakthrough. As is often the case, the 
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adversary was trying to fight against it. We had really felt he was trying 
to fight people with intimidation. The devil is very subtile, and usually 
doesn’t just appear with flaming fury. More often, he will work more 
covertly, against feelings, emotions or the mind.  
    One evening, after everything was over and we had gone to bed, we 
were awakened by a howling sound. Being somewhat unnerved by this 
unusual event, I went and opened the front door. As I suspected, there 
was a dog. Nothing unusual about that. I told him to scram, and that was 
that; or so I thought. A little bit later, we were again awakened by the 
sound of howling. This time, there were 3 of them, all walking around 
our camper with this terrible noise! The devil had sent them to torment 
us; and they tried! We laid in bed and rebuked them and took authority 
over the Spirit that tried to torment us.This event did not deter us, but 
rather encouraged us, because  we realized that we were gaining ground 
in the revival. We realized that we had upset the enemy, and that he was 
the one who was getting worried about our progress. The last thing the 
devil wants is a breakthrough revival! We dug in, pressed on, and saw 
many healings, miracles, and much restoration! The Bible says in 2 
Timothy 1:7 
 
7 For God hath not given us the spirit of fear; but of power, and of love, 
and of a sound mind. 
 
    I could tell you many other stories about spiritual battles we have 
fought, but I believe you get the point. Instead, I would like to focus on 
the awesome, powerful, presence of Almighty God! He has made 
Himself so real to us over the years. He has proven to us over and over, 
His faithfulness, and that He is God with us! 
    One night, we were in revival, preaching at Bossier City, Louisiana 
for Sister Aline Carson. We have preached in hundreds of revivals over 
the years, and there have been so many great things that have happened, 
but certain things stand out. This particular revival was just one of those 
special moves of God. There were miraculous deliverances from 
debilitating diseases, people receiving the Holy Ghost with tongues, and 
great outpourings of joy! The freedom of ministry in the gifts of the 
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spirit was amazing! One night during the end of the altar service, the 
power of God hung thickly in the air. People were weeping, laughing, 
dancing, and shouting. Some were standing, others were in the floor. 
Some had hands raised, others were laying on hands in prayer. I 
remember, I was in the front of the church, looking towards the back of 
the church.  Suddenly, I saw an Angel of the Lord standing in the midst 
of people! People always want to know what he looked like, and I 
always tell them he was big! Grace Tabernacle is about 30 feet across 
from one side to the other. The wingtips of the Angel I saw covered the 
entire front from side to side, nearly touching on each side. He looked to 
be about 7-8 feet tall, wearing a simple white tunic, with what looked 
like a leather belt across his midsection, which held a sword on one side. 
He was just standing there, as if He were a Divine sentry sent to show 
God’s approval, showing us that He was in the midst of what was 
happening. I remember being physically exhausted, but feeling 
energized and encouraged by seeing the Angel of the Lord that night. He 
appeared for about 10 seconds, then vanished just like He had appeared. 
To my knowledge, nobody else saw the Angel that night, but others told 
me that they had sensed a visitation of the Lord. 
    Another time I was privileged to see the Angel of the Lord, was in 
revival at Arcadia, Louisiana. Once again, it was one of those special 
revivals we were privileged to be preaching in.  
    During the preaching I had felt such a strong unction to preach the 
word that night. There were many in attendance, and several had come 
from Pastor T.W. Barnes Church in Minden, Louisiana, along with other 
visiting  churches. As I was nearing the end of the message, something 
caught my eye. I looked up, and for about 3 or 4 seconds, I saw an Angel 
appear, standing  in the middle of the isle. This time, He was standing 
with His wings spread, nearly as big as the first one I had seen. Although 
I only saw Him for a few seconds, I could tell this was a different one 
than I had seen the first time. This Angel wore the same kind of white 
tunic, but had a quiver of arrows on His back, and a drawn sword! I was 
again encouraged when I saw Him. I felt as if He was making a 
statement: “I am the Angel of the Lord, and I am with you!”  
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    Another strange visitation that happened to us occurred back in 2011. 
A good friend of ours named Bro. Steve Kile had passed away tragically 
in a freak accident. We had known him for several years, and were 
friends with his family and had been in church with him many times. For 
anyone who ever met Steve Kile, you knew that he had a unique 
personality. He was very funny, and had a unique smile that made you 
wonder what mischief he was up to. Steve had been through a lot, and 
had his struggles with the world, but had overcome them and was 
growing in God at the time he passed. I was unable to attend the 
viewing, due to a preaching engagement, but my wife and Sister Wendy 
Antee drove up to represent our family and and pay our respects. My 
wife said that the room was packed with people. At one point during the 
evening, Denise noticed a sandy headed young man making his way 
through the room. As he drew closer, she was struck with the realization 
that he looked surprisingly like Bro. Steve! As she watched, he came by 
and nodded at her and gave her that unmistakable Steve Kile grin. She 
even made the observation that he seemed to be wearing the same type 
clothing that Steve was wearing! Denise was not the only one to witness 
this. Sister Wendy also saw this Steve Kile look-a-like.  He looked at 
them both, stood there without saying a word, and then just walked out 
the door. Neither of them spoke to each other about it at the time, but 
later my wife asked if their was anybody in the family that looked like 
Steve, but there was not. Several other people also witnessed the young 
man. We believe to this day that this was an angelic visitation, sent to 
encourage his mother. 
    About one year after Steve’s funeral my wife was awakened in the 
early morning hours, one morning, by a Heavenly presence of God that 
filled the room. She looked up at the foot of the bed, and there appeared 
a hazy image with the face of Steve Kile. The visitor told her, “Pray for 
mother.” She has seen this same angelic visitor on two other occasions, 
and each time he has urged her to pray for someone in need. Denise 
immediately went into prayer and travail for Sister Kile, and then laid 
back down and went back to sleep. She had a prophetic dream about 
Sister Kile, and the next morning called and told her about, and God 
confirmed it down to the smallest detail. 
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   Once, we were traveling somewhere in the south, and, as we often do, 
we needed a few things and  decided to stop at Walmart. We were 
walking down the isle, passing the home health isle when suddenly we 
heard a voice say, “You are blessed and highly favored of the Lord!” 
Well, obviously, we were startled. We turned and made eye contact, 
with a little black lady that couldn’t have been over four feet tall. The 
lady, spoke again, “You are blessed and highly favored of the Lord!”  
We were curious, given the fact that we were obviously from out of 
town. There seemed to be such joy about her. All of this happened in 
just an instant in the crowded store, and just as quickly as she spoke it 
she turned, and disappeared into the crowd! 
        Another way in which we have witnessed a miraculous visitation, is 
the appearance of the Glory Cloud of God. This phenomena was 
mentioned in the book of 2 Chronicles 5:11-14. 
 
11 And it came to pass, when the priests were come out of the holy 
place: (for all the priests that were present were sanctified, and did not 
then wait by course: 12 Also the Levites which were the singers, all of 
them of Asaph, of Heman, of Jeduthun, with their sons and their 
brethren, being arrayed in white linen, having cymbals and psalteries 
and harps, stood at the east end of the altar, and with them an hundred 
and twenty priests sounding with trumpets:) 13 It came even to pass, as 
the trumpeters and singers were as one, to make one sound to be heard 
in praising and thanking the Lord; and when they lifted up their voice 
with the trumpets and cymbals and instruments of musick, and praised 
the Lord, saying, For he is good; for his mercy endureth for ever: that 
then the house was filled with a cloud, even the house of the Lord; 14 
So that the priests could not stand to minister by reason of the cloud: 
for the glory of the Lord had filled the house of God. 
 
    This demonstration of God's power and presence took place at the 
dedication of the temple of Solomon. It was the sign to Israel of God’s 
habitation and acknowledgement of their work, but most importantly, it 
demonstrated God’s desire to inhabit the activity of praise and worship.  
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    The first time we were witness to the Glory Cloud was in Shreveport, 
Louisiana. During a wonderful revival there, we had ministered for 
about 45 minutes beyond the preaching service, and the Spirit of God 
was still hanging mightily in the place. As I looked towards the back of 
the Church, I saw what looked like an incandescent mist that seemed to 
be concentrated over the upstairs Pastor’s office and across the back of 
the church. This Godly essence seemed to sparkle, and appeared to just 
hover there for several seconds. As I beheld it I felt such a sense of 
peace, power, and joy, all at the same time. It faded very quickly, and 
vanished. It was a very real, and very personal experience that gave me a 
deeper appreciation for the anointing, and how it works in our meetings.  
    We know that the highest aspiration we should have for a Holy Ghost 
meeting, is that we have an assurance that God has visited us, and that 
we have reached a place where we have crossed the threshold of the 
ordinary and the mundane, and walked in the Holy Place with God. The 
longer that we keep preaching the Word, and holding revivals across the 
country, the more I understand the necessity of the presence of God, the 
anointing, and the free moving of the gifts of the Holy Ghost. We are in 
the age of big churches, self-proclaimed empire builders, self seekers, 
and the like; but what we need are the hungry and the thirsty; the broken 
and the contrite; who desire to seek the mind of God, and to entertain 
His glory! Supernatural interventions of God should not intimidate us, 
but rather inspire us. They are God’s witness to us, and they should 
ignite in us a more intimate desire to live holy and consecrated in this 
age. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN: These signs shall follow… 
 
    This part of our story is dedicated to the many things we have 
experienced over the years through the ministry of faith. These are some 
of the many personal accounts of God’s healing, restorative, and 
miraculous powers. We are so thankful for all He has done, and 
privileged to be used in the gifts of God.  
 
Mark 16:16-18 
16 He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; but he that believeth 
not shall be damned. 17 And these signs shall follow them that believe; 
In my name shall they cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues; 
18 They shall take up serpents; and if they drink any deadly thing, it 
shall not hurt them; they shall lay hands on the sick, and they shall 
recover.  
 
    Did you notice that Mark said that these signs SHALL FOLLOW 
them that believe? The Bible seems to make these signs automatic. The 
Holy Ghost initializes these signs through us, and they are a divine 
prerogative of the overcoming church, and the believer. 
    Remembering that first revival in Tennessee, we were blessed with 
miracles, signs, and many healings! During that two week revival, it 
seemed as if God gave us a crash course in the miraculous. Every night 
it seemed as if someone was either receiving the Holy Ghost, getting 
baptized, getting delivered or healed. That first revival was a 
springboard to many other great things.  
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                FOUR RAISED FROM THE DEAD 
 
    One of the first, and more notable miracles happened back around the 
year 2000, in the community of Trussville, Alabama, just outside of 
Birmingham. We were scheduled for a week there, and had gotten there 
a little late. We hurriedly got ready and went to the church. 
    That evening, there was a young lady there that had convinced her 
father, a Catholic man, to come to the service with her. He had come, 
basically to get her off his back. He had never been to a Pentecostal 
Church.  
    Services began, and we had finished the worship service. They had 
just turned it over to me, and I had just finished reading the opening 
scripture, when suddenly the Catholic man stood up, and grabbed his 
heart, and fell in the floor; dead!  
    Needless to say, the order of the service was completely altered! We 
gathered around the man, and began praying, calling on the name of 
Jesus, as his daughter ran hysterically out the front door to call an 
ambulance. This man had no pulse. His lips had already turned blue, and 
his eyes were rolled back in his head. I would say he was in this 
condition for approximately 20 minutes. Suddenly, the man gasped, and 
resumed breathing, saying repeatedly; “Thank you Jesus, Thank you 
Jesus!”  
    After a few minutes, we got him up out of the floor. The man began 
telling us that while he was down there, he was floating above his body, 
and could see and hear us praying for him below. He said that when we 
began to call on the name of Jesus, he felt himself returning to his body! 
He took a seat and the preaching began. What a tough act to follow! 
    A few minutes later, the medical team arrived and rushed in! What a 
sight it was! The man’s daughter was so distraught, that she pointed to 
the formerly deceased father and shouted, “There he is!” The paramedics 
opened their boxes and began hooking up gadgets to this poor man, as 
he looked at us puzzledly. I looked at the Pastor, Sister Mary Herring, 
for her take on what to do, and she told me, “Go ahead, preach!” I said, 
“We are so glad to have representatives here tonight in service with us 
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from the local Police department, and Paramedics.” They began 
shushing me, but we continued preaching. As they were leaving, having 
determined that the dead was indeed living, one of the deacons from the 
church followed them out, and one of the Police officers said, “ At my 
church, we would have stopped the service for something like this!” The 
deacon replied, “Sir, this aint your church, this is a Pentecostal Church!” 
    Most of us consider someone being raised from the dead as a  sort of 
supreme miracle. In reality, one miracle is as great as another in the 
mind of God. We serve the one true God who delivers, cures cancer, 
opens blinded eyes. We read of Jesus raising Lazarus: 
 
John 11:43-45 
43 And when he thus had spoken, he cried with a loud voice, Lazarus, 
come forth. 44 And he that was dead came forth, bound hand and foot 
with grave clothes: and his face was bound about with a napkin. Jesus 
saith unto them, Loose him, and let him go. 45 Then many of the Jews 
which came to Mary, and had seen the things which Jesus did, believed 
on him. 
 
Jesus told  Martha in John 11:25 
25 Jesus said unto her, I am the resurrection, and the life: he that 
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live: 
 
This glorious God, who spoke the world into existence with His word, 
possesses the creative force to roll back the tide of hell, death and 
destruction that we are facing. His word has power, and when we 
recognize the power that WE have through His name, we can do mighty 
things!  
    In 2008, we were in Louisiana, just finishing out a revival at 
Shreveport. At that time, we were driving a Chevy Suburban, and we 
had it packed, with the intention of heading out for the long 680 mile trip 
back to Indiana, immediately after service. Traveling with us on this trip 
was a young minister,  Bro. Dee Breeden. After loading up the guitar 
and gear, and rounding up Arawen, we proceeded down the street, 
headed for the interstate. Just then, Denise said, “ Honey, we can’t drive 
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tonight, I think we need to drive back to Arcadia.” I said, “ Are you 
serious, why?” Arcadia was 50 miles back the opposite direction. “ I 
don’t know, she continued, but I just feel like we need to go back to Sis. 
Hilda’s and spend the night.” I didn’t argue. I was tired from a long 
service, and I trusted the Holy Ghost in her that we were doing the right 
thing.  
    After making the one hour drive down I-20 to Arcadia, we pulled up 
to 226 Rich Road. When we knocked on the front door, we were greeted 
by Sister Wendy Antee. She was surprised to see us, knowing that we 
had planned to leave. After talking with her for just a few minutes, she 
said, “ I’ll be back in just a few minutes, I’m going to go back and check 
on Mom.” Sister Hilda was back in her bedroom, and had been for 
several minutes, which worried Sister Wendy, because she figured she 
would have come out to see us.  
    Suddenly, Sister Wendy came running out, panicked! “ Something’s 
wrong with Mom!” she said. We could tell by the look on her face that it 
was serious. We ran back into the room, and found Sister Hilda laying 
crumpled in the floor. Immediately, Denise, myself, Bro. Dee, and Bro. 
Roy Antee, Sister Hilda’s husband, got in the floor and began laying 
hands on her, calling on the name of Jesus. My wife cradled Sister 
Hilda’s head in her hands and we all continued praying. My wife was 
trained in CPR, and she took Sister Hilda’s vitals. She was not breathing, 
and there was no pulse! We do not know how long she had been dead, 
but doctors tell us that you have about 6 minutes until your brain cells 
begin to die. Brain cells, unlike some, do not rejuvenate. Once brain 
cells die, they are gone. We estimate that Sis. Hilda had been gone about 
15 minutes before we found her and began to pray. Sister Hilda is a 
woman of faith, and has a covenant with God never to take medicine, or 
be put in a hospital. After praying for about 45 minutes, Denise said she 
felt like a wind came by, and brushed her to the point that it blew her 
hair, giving her the biggest chill bumps she had ever seen! It was at this 
point that her life returned to her body, and she began speaking in 
tongues! Oh the mighty power of this Jesus Christ! After a few minutes, 
she spoke. “It’s gonna be alright now, I’m ok!” she said. A few minutes 
later, she was setting up, and breathing normal, with no brain damage! 
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Sister Wendy, who had been fervently praying in the next room on the 
phone with Sister Teresa Kile, came and embraced her mother.  
    This event took place many years ago, and to date, in 2019, Sister 
Hilda Antee is still singing, preaching, and praising her Lord! She has 
been to many places, giving her testimony of her great miracle. 
    Many years ago, we were holding a revival for Pastor R.L. Coudrain 
in Joaquin, Texas. There was always such a special presence of God in 
this  little church along side the highway in Joaquin. Since that time 
Brother Coudrain has gone on to be with the Lord, and the little church 
has been torn down and replaced by a big, beautiful new sanctuary, and 
family life building by another Pastor. We spend many wonderful 
moments in the home of Brother and Sister Coudrain in fellowship, and 
we dearly miss this great Brother. During the revival, Pastor Coudrain 
had asked the church to pray for the backsliders from their church. One 
such, was a Brother that went by the nickname of ‘Boo’. He and his 
wife, were a young couple in their early 30s, and had been used in the 
ministry of the church, but had gotten discouraged, as people 
unfortunately, sometimes do.  
    One morning about 5:00, Brother Coudrain was awakened by the 
Holy Ghost to go to the factory where Bro. Boo was working and talk to 
him about coming to the revival. Boo was somewhat embarrassed when 
he was told that there was a Pentecostal preacher standing outside 
waiting to talk to him at 5 in the morning, but he went out to meet him. 
Bro. Coudrain told him that God had told him that he was giving him a 
chance, but that he didn’t need to waste it, because judgement was 
coming. Boo promised that he would be in church Thursday night. 
    Thursday night came and went, and the young couple never showed. 
Then, Friday morning, the young lady woke up and couldn’t get her 
breath. The frantic husband called the ambulance, and when they 
arrived, she was unconscious. They quickly rushed her to the hospital, 
and on the way she coded on them 14 times! After entering the hospital, 
she was placed on life support, and soon came the terrible news the 
young man dreaded; his wife had no signs of brain activity! 
    The family gathered at the hospital, and held their vigil for most of the 
week. The young man was told by the doctor that he would need to 
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make a decision as to when to turn off the respirator. All during this 
trying time, the church was in fervent prayer for a miracle. We were kept 
up to date as to the girl’s condition each day, and the church kept 
interceding for her. The lady’s poor husband was a sorry sight. He was 
afraid to leave her side, and kept a vigil next to her.  Bro Coudrain and I 
visited the hospital, and laid hands on the woman, and called for her 
healing in Jesus name, and then went home. 
    The next morning, Pastor Coudrain got a phone call. the woman’s 
brain activity had come back on, like someone just turned on a switch. 
The doctors had no explanation for it. They said it was truly a miracle, 
and by all rights she should be dead. Before the weekend was out, the 
lady was talking, in her right mind, and walked out of the hospital. News 
of her miracle swept through the community, and had a major impact on 
the revival. 
    In 2014, we were in the community of Jonesville, near Fouke, 
Arkansas. We had began the Sunday morning service preaching for 
Pastor Carrie Huff. Suddenly, a Sister stood up and announced that she 
had just got word that Sister Betty Brown had just been taken to the 
hospital in Texarkana, and that she was thought to have had a heart 
attack or stroke. Sister Betty was a pillar in the church. She was more 
than that. She was a prayer intercessor, and a right hand to Sister Huff.  
     What a way to kick off a revival! Ten minutes in, and we're already 
fighting the kingdom of hell for the life of this dear, precious Saint! But, 
did Jesus ever promise us an easy road?  
 
Psalms 34:19 
19 Many are the afflictions of the righteous: but the Lord delivereth him 
out of them all. 
 
    The only thing I knew to do, was to direct the church to bombard 
Heaven for God to have mercy on her, and to deliver her. After the 
service, several of us went up to the hospital to see Sister Betty. It wasn't 
good. The doctor told us she indeed had a stroke, and that she was 
unresponsive. Days passed, and several times we visited and prayed with 
Sister Betty. Then we got the call that they were going to have to cut 
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into her skull to relieve pressure, because her brain was swelling. By this 
time, Sister Betty was in a coma. The doctors told us that there was 
nothing that they could do. They said for all practical purposes she was 
brain dead. They said that even if she was to live, she would never be 
right. They counseled with the family that they should consider taking 
her off of the respirator. Several of us went to the hospital once again to 
pray for her. By this time the medical staff didn’t ask any questions 
when they saw us coming in to pray. That morning, the Lord had given 
me a scripture to tell Sis. Betty. It was found in Psalms 118:14-17: 
 
14 The Lord is my strength and song, and is become my salvation.  
15 The voice of rejoicing and salvation is in the tabernacles of the 
righteous: the right hand of the Lord doeth valiantly.  
16 The right hand of the Lord is exalted: the right hand of the Lord 
doeth valiantly.  
17 I shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the Lord. 
 
    We gathered around Sister Betty’s bedside to pray with her and I read 
her these scriptures. I fully believe they were prophetic for her, and that 
God was speaking to her that she was going to raise up, even if others 
gave up on her. Some came into her room to encourage and bring  faith. 
Others came to doubt, and voiced their feelings in her room, with her 
being in a comatose condition, not realizing that she could hear them.  
     As we read these verses Sister Huff said that she felt Sister Betty 
squeeze her hand. She went and told the nurse, who just dismissed it as 
as a random muscle twitch. However, as days went by, the doctors were 
proven wrong. Sis. Betty began to show signs of response. Then one 
day, Sister Huff got the call that Sister Betty was awake; she had opened 
her eyes!  
    The prayers of God’s people went on unceasingly during this process. 
There would be many hours of therapy in the months to come, but today, 
Sis. Betty Brown is alive and well, talking, living, and thankful for all 
God has done for her.  
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PEOPLE RAISED FROM WHEELCHAIRS AND CRUTCHES 
 
    There are no limitations for our great God! When Jesus told the man 
that had been let down through the roof, “ Take up thy bed and walk!” 
he immediately got up! The same applies today. We have been 
privileged to see many experiences of miraculous encounters over the 
years. Some of the greatest of these are when people rise up out of a 
wheelchair, leave a walker behind, or throw down crutches.  
    One of the most notable miracles took place many years ago in 
Shreveport, Louisiana. One night during our revival, there was a lady 
sitting on the front row of the church near the isle on the left side. The 
Holy Ghost directed me to go and pray for her, so I walked down and 
asked her if she wanted to be healed.( I know it seems strange to ask the 
obvious, but I have found that unless the person has a made up mind 
exactly what they want, and they are resolute that they will receive, they 
often are disappointed.) I later found out that this woman was 84 years 
old, and had a broken hip.  
    The woman said to me, “ Yes, I want to be healed!” I laid hands on 
her and said, “ In the name of Jesus, be healed, be loosed!” Immediately, 
the woman jumped out of the wheelchair, and began leaping, and 
dancing, shouting and praising God! She was completely healed! Her 
prognosis coming into the service was that she would probably die with 
her condition at her age, but that night the power of God liberated her. 
The wheelchair that she had been pushed into the service with, she now 
happily pushed out the door herself!   
    Another wheelchair miracle took place in Texas, in the town of Tatum 
at the little United Pentecostal Church there, Pastored by Brother Wayne 
Dickerson. One night, a Sister who had been bound to a chair for 2 years 
due to I the name of Jesus Christ, be healed!” When I said this, the 
power of the Holy Ghost hit me, and I took off dancing, and speaking in 
tongues. 
     When I came back to myself, I looked to where the woman had been 
sitting, but she was gone! There sat the empty wheelchair, but where 
was she? I turned, and she was on the other side of the church, shouting, 
and dancing, and praising God! She testified that she had been on 13 
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medications. When she went back to her doctor, he asked her what had 
happened to her. She told him that she had gone down to the Pentecostal 
Church, and had got prayer, and that she felt so much better. The doctor 
told her, “Well whatever you’re doing, keep it up.” He took her off of 10 
of the medications, and told her she didn’t need them anymore! 
    Once, we were preaching a revival at a church in Elkton, Kentucky. 
On Sunday evening, In came a man with a leg brace and crutches. The 
spirit of the Lord told me to have him step out in the isle for healing. He 
did and I told him, “In the name of Jesus Christ, be healed!” The man 
reached down, took off the leg brace, and threw down the crutches! He 
then threw up his hands, spoke in tongues, and shouted, “I’m healed!” 
After this, he asked if he could have the microphone to testify. The 
Pastor nodded yes, so I gave it to him. (Its always best to consult the 
Pastor first on such things!) The man began, “ Now I know this preacher 
doesn’t know me, but you know me. This morning I had decided to end 
it all, so I took a half a bottle of pills, but, nothing happened; I wouldn’t 
die!” He continued, “I made up my mind, that I had to be in this service. 
Tonight, God has not only healed my body, but he has freed my soul, 
and filled me with the Holy Ghost!” 
    In 2014 we were in Revival at Counce, Tennessee, a beautiful UPC 
church Pastored by Brother G.R. Miller. There was a man there that was 
a College Professor, that had been in a four-wheeler accident, and had 
crushed his knee, severely crushing it and tearing the cartilage. During 
the ministry service, he came up with his walker, and told us that the 
doctors had said that he would never walk more than a hundred feet at a 
time again, because of the extent of the damage to his knee. I asked if he 
believed that God would heal him. He said, “Yes,” so several of the 
brothers and I laid hands on him. He began to lift his hands and praise 
the Lord, and then reached down and took off the leg brace. Suddenly, 
he stood up, and began walking around the church. This was an amazing 
feet, because the church was a very large, modern, sanctuary, much 
larger than a hundred feet! He made at least 3 laps around the building 
before returning to the front of the church, standing and praising the God 
who had healed him! The next night, when he came in, he was aided 
only by a cane, walking well,  with no leg brace. He stood later and 
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testified about what God had done, and when he did, a little black Sister 
that had come in with a cane, threw it down and ran around the church. 
When she got back, she picked the cane up and handed it to my wife, 
and said, “Here you go, I don’t need that no mo!”  
        One miracle that really touched me took place during a revival at 
Henning, Illinois. One evening, there was a young girl there 
approximately 19 or 20 years old that had been born with MS. She 
obviously loved God, and would stand by the front pew with her walker 
crying and worshipping God. During the service, as she stood there with 
hands raised, the Lord had me to go back and take her by the hand. I told 
her, “Sister, take a step!” She then left the walker behind, and took that 
first step. II encouraged her to take another step, which she did, and 
soon; she was out in the middle of the church. I said, “Well Sister, look 
where you are!” She opened her eyes, and there she was, several feet 
from the walker she had been bound to. She said that although she wore 
leg braces, she had never been able to stand or walk without the aid of 
her walker. This was a first, and it greatly increased her faith and 
testimony. 
    Some years ago, we were preaching a revival at the United 
Pentecostal Church in Fayette, Alabama, Pastored by Kenneth and Linda 
Humbers. There’s a somewhat humorous story about us preaching for 
Bro Humbers at Fayette.  
    I first got in contact with Bro Humbers back around 1998 or 1999. We 
had set some preliminary dates for a revival, but before we got to go 
there, Bro Humbers  called back and said he had overbooked, and 
regrettably, had to cancel. What transpired later I cant explain. It was 
simply a matter of neglect on my part. I never called Bro Humbers back. 
In fact, I lost his number! 11 years later, we were in North Carolina, and 
the phone rang. The man on the phone said, “You will never believe 
who this is!” I said, “No, I have no idea.” He said, “Does the name 
Humbers mean anything to you?” I said, “ Brother Kenneth Humbers in 
Fayette, Alabama?” He said, “The one and the same.” He continued, 
“Brother, I have to apologize to you, It’s taken me eleven years to get 
back to you, but would you come to Fayette for revival?” 
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    As I mentioned, we did go to Fayette, Alabama, and had some great 
revivals there. On one particular night, a woman was there who had been 
severely injured in an automobile accident. The result of her injuries, 
had left her unable to stand, or to walk. This did not stop her, however, 
from wheeling up to the front and singing for the Lord, which she did 
during the worship service. During the ministry part of the service, the 
Holy Ghost instructed me to pray for her. Sister Coleman and I went 
back to where she was, and I asked her if we could pray for her. She 
agreed, and we laid hands on her. It was obvious she was getting a 
blessing, but, we felt there was more God wanted to do for her. I told her 
if she believed that Jesus wanted to heal her, then for her to take me by 
the hand. This Sister grabbed onto my hand, and Denise and another 
Sister helped her, and she stood up! Then the Lord said to tell her, “Take 
a step.” With some effort, she dragged her foot forward. “Take another 
step, Sister,” I told her, and she did! I fact, she kept on, until, before she 
knew it, she had walked all the way down the isle! I said, “Look where 
you are Sis!” She raised her hands and praised the Lord. This was the 
first time she had walked since the accident. There was much weeping, 
and rejoicing that service! I love the miracles of God! To live in the zone 
of the miraculous, is the most addictive drug there is; it’s an emotional 
and Spiritual place you don’t ever want to come down from! 
    One strange healing took place in Kentucky, at the church in Elkton, 
that I mentioned before. There was a powerful healing anointing in the 
service that night. During the ministry service, I asked if anyone needed 
a miracle in their body. There was a woman about 35 years old who 
came down the isle for prayer. Although she was a young woman, it 
took her some time to hobble down the isle because she was so impaired 
in her back. She said, “I need a miracle in my back,” so we laid hands on 
her and prayed. As we prayed for her, she began falling  to the floor. It 
was one of those moments that seemed to go in slow motion. On the way 
to the floor, the power of God hit her, and she began to speak in tongues! 
She hit the floor hard, and I’m sure there were people there that were 
concerned, but she laid there for several long minutes, speaking in 
tongues. After she came back to herself,  Something amazing happened. 
The Pastor, Bro. Dukes, went to grab her hand to help her up out of the 
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floor, when she suddenly, jumped to her feet and began to jump up and 
down and praise the Lord! She had been instantly healed! Not only this, 
but we found out that she had never spoke in tongues, therefore, she had 
received the Baptism of the Holy Ghost before she hit the floor! 
    Let me take a moment to say, that obviously, every person that 
receives the Holy Ghost baptism reacts different in some ways, yet they 
are all glorious! That moment, when the Spirit of God, yea God Himself 
takes up residence in you, is an amazing moment that will forever 
change your life! I cannot overemphasize the absolute necessity to all 
that want to make Heaven their eternal home, of receiving the Baptism 
of the Holy Ghost, with the evidence of speaking in other tongues. Some 
have argued and debated, saying, “Why are the tongues so important?” I 
believe it can be addressed by what the Bible said about the tongue of 
man.  
 
James 3:7-8 
7 For every kind of beasts, and of birds, and of serpents, and of things in 
the sea, is tamed, and hath been tamed of mankind:  
 
8 But the tongue can no man tame; it is an unruly evil, full of deadly 
poison. 
 
Because the tongue is the last thing that man is willing to give up, and 
that it represents the true will of man, it must come under submission to 
the will of God. Often, you notice the struggle when you are praying for 
someone to receive the Holy Ghost, is that they have a hard time letting 
their tongues move and speak. A fear seems to grip them, or they tense 
up. This is just a trick the devil uses to distract and stifle the progress of 
God. But when we forget about ourselves, and just focus on seeking 
after God, it unleashes the miraculous breakthrough into the Spirit 
realm, the threshold of the Holy Ghost. The yielded tongue speaks as the 
Spirit of God moves it, and this must happen to be totally possessed by 
God! 
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Isaiah 28:11 
11 For with stammering lips and another tongue will he speak to this 
people. 
 
    I remember a similar healed back miracle that took place many years 
ago, back in 1997, in Lindale, Texas. We were preaching for Brother 
D.R. Vestal, who is a Brother that has a fine Bible College that offers  
many courses online. During the service an elder Brother came up for 
prayer. When we laid hands on him, he spun around and fell on his back 
on the platform. What was amazing was that this platform was about 2-3 
feet off the ground, so that the man straddled it, and became stiff like a 
two by four under the influence of the Spirit. This was pretty amazing, 
but I had seen God do some pretty awesome things, so I was not quite 
sure why the place was going crazy. The Pastor pulled me aside, and 
said, “You don’t know why they’re acting this way do you?” “No,” I 
answered. He continued, “You see, this man has a severe back condition, 
it’s not medically possible for him to do what he is doing!” “Oh!” I said. 
What a wonderful testament to God’s abilities! 
 
Luke 1:37 
37 For with God nothing shall be impossible. 
 
    One evening at Nacogdoches, Texas, during the prayer service I had 
mentioned that there were 2 ladies in the church that God wanted to heal 
of debilitating back conditions. The ministry service went on, and there 
was a great move, but no response to this offer from the Lord. After 
service had dismissed people were still fellowshipping, and 2 elderly 
sisters  came up to me, and told me that they were the ones God was 
dealing with. One of them said, “I guessed we missed our chance.” I 
said, “Its never too late, do you still want a healing?” They both nodded, 
and we prayed. The power of God touched them both, and they were 
both instantly healed!  
    Several years ago, we were preaching in Bossier City, Louisiana for 
Sis. Aline Carson. Again, it was another powerful service, and Sister 
Carson’s daughter in law, Sister Teri Carson, was sitting on the front 
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row. She had injured her knee, and had to be helped into the service 
because she could not put any weight on her injured knee. Now, I have 
to tell you that Sister Teri is a worshipper. She is one of those positive, 
upbeat people that loves to worship and praise her God! While the Spirit 
of Healing was working through the church, God gave me a prophetic 
word to give her, and we prayed, and Sister Teri leaped off the pew, and 
took off dancing down the isle! As the power of God healed her, she was 
overcome with joy, and became drunk in the Spirit, and leaped, and 
danced, and laughed as the joy overflowed! 
    I know that some people reading this book will think some of these 
stories are strange. These are probably the same people that doubt things 
like, speaking in tongues, miracles,  or the necessity of receiving the 
Holy Ghost; but they are real, however crazy they may seem to the 
world! 
    Another time, when we at Sister Carson’s church, I was walking down 
the isle, praying for people, and the Holy Ghost urged me to say, 
“Somebody is about to get a miracle in their feet.” About mid-way 
though the church, I stopped, and turned to a Sister, named Linda 
Montalbano. This Sister had been in many of our services, but I had no 
clue there was anything wrong with her. Through the Spirit, I told her, 
“Sister, I see a miracle happening in your feet!” She immediately came 
out of her pew, and shuffled a little dance. We were excited that God 
had given her a touch.  
    The next night, she gave her amazing testimony: 
 
	 My Testimony-In the night service at Grace Tabernacle in Bossier City, LA. 
On Tuesday December 7th, 2010, Bro. Coleman prayed for my leg. He did not 
know I had polio, or that I wore a leg brace. The Lord touched me right there. 
Brother Coleman told me to go home and walk around my home and praise 
God the next day. I did, all day long and my leg kept feeling hot. I would 
reach down and feel it, but it didn’t have fever. After about two hours I 
realized God had put circulation back in my left foot and leg!!! Now I am 
walking good without a leg brace. Thank You Jesus!!! I had polio when I was 
2 ½ years old. In 2010 I was 63 years old. All that time my leg and foot was 
cold, and in the winter time it was like ice. I could never ever thank my Lord 
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Jesus Christ enough for all He has done for me. My Jesus is still the 
MIRACLE WORKING GOD!!! I thank Him for His great love and 
mercy.                   
Sis. Linda Montalbano 
 
    We were back at the Bossier church in 2016, and Sister Montalbano 
came up to us smiling, saying, “Look, still no leg braces!” 
    Once, we  were preaching in Boonville, Indiana at the United 
Pentecostal Church Pastored by Bro. Jerry Arman. One thing that I 
remember about Brother Arman, is that he is a worshipper. When I say 
that he is a worshipper, I mean that he really loved worship, and showed 
it by outward expression; dancing, leaping, shouting; and he lived to 
motivate people! Never did I see a service where he did not demonstrate 
these traits. That particular evening, Denise, Arawen and I, were 
walking into the church, when we saw Brother Arman walking rather 
slowly across the parking lot, with his right arm kind of dangling by his 
side. I asked him, “What happened Brother?” He told me that he had 
been mowing a lawn, and as he was loading one of the mowers, he 
tripped, and fell backwards off the mower trailer, and landed on his side 
and arm. He said that when he did, his arm and shoulder immediately 
went numb. Nevertheless, here he was, without missing a  beat, on his 
way to church, to lead in worship! (Its amazing how little it takes to keep 
some people out of church!)  
    The service started, and there was expectation in the atmosphere. It 
was one of those services, where it was easy to worship. Brother Arman 
had been leading service, and worshipping with his one good hand, to 
the best of his ability. I was standing near him on the platform, and I 
noticed that he had a strange look on his face. Suddenly, he took off, and 
did a one handed somersault, and when he came back up on his feet, 
both hands went up in the air, and he was completely healed! 
    We preached in Dadeville, Alabama for our good friends Brother 
Andy and Sister Tammy Salinas a few years go. During this revival 
several were baptized, and many filled with the Holy Ghost. While 
ministering in healing, the Lord told me there was a man there with a 
severe neck condition, and that if he would step out in the isle, and trust 
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God, He would heal him. Into the isle, stepped a man named Shan 
Walls. Brother Walls was a young man in his early to mid thirties, and 
was amazed that someone had described his condition to the tee! Jesus 
knew his situation, and had provoked this man to act on his faith. He 
stepped out, and said, “Yes, that’s me.” Here is his testimony:  
 

Hello, my name is Shan Walls, and I have a powerful testimony I’d like 
to share with you. God blessed me in many ways. Here’s one I’d like to 
tell you about. I’m in my late 30s and have suffered an operation that 
involved a tumor on my neck, and caused a temporary paralysis. 
Through the grace of God, I can walk again. 
    Years later, through situations and circumstances in my life, I had 
another situation involving my lower spine where a knot had developed 
due to a disc. At the time I was blessed to be a part of a Pentecostal 
church. This congregation has become very close and dear to me. 
Through revival at this church, an evangelist, Wayne Coleman was 
beginning to pray and call out different needs for people. I’ve never 
experienced this before. 
    You never really pay attention to this kind of power until it happens to 
you. Pastor Salinas foretold he knew nothing in here, and he called my 
exact symptoms out. I was so surprised I came up and he simply said, “ 
Take two steps back and raise your hands.” And I did. He said, “Shout I 
am healed,” and when  I did… it was indescribable!! It was more than 
pain just going away…I felt NORMAL again! We come to church and 
praise God, but we never really begin to appreciate and understand the 
power of God until it happens to you. Thank you Jesus and amen!! May 
this testimony give power to all that read this.  Shan Walls 
 
    While at the Church of Jesus Christ, in Lake Station, Indiana, we were 
preaching revival, and several people had come up for prayer. A fellow 
minister named Brother Joe Pridemore, came up while the music was 
going on, and whispered to Bro. Mueller and I, that he had a tumor on 
his side. He said it was blackish in color, and was an open sore.He said 
that he had put Vaseline on it to keep it from sticking to his shirt.  Here 
is what transpired next:  
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In the spring of 2009, I developed a small mole on my right side. I have other 
moles, so I didn’t give it much thought.  

The mole started growing, and by Jan. 2011, the mole had grown to the size of 
a fried egg and become painful. By the time July had come, it had turned from 
pink to dark brown, and certain parts of the mole were a deep black and it 
had a terrible odor. I had to wash the area several times a day because of the 
odor. 

On July 13, 2011, in Revival with Bro. Wayne Coleman and his family, my 
wife kept telling me I needed to have that mole prayed for. I went up for 
prayer and Bro. Coleman encouraged me with several testimonies of similar 
healings and when he prayed for me I was blessed, but I felt no great 
‘deliverance’, but soon after God asked me, ‘what did I expect to feel’, so on 
that word, I went to the restroom and examined my right side, and there 
wasn’t so much as a bump, and the skin was smooth and the same color as the 
other area skin. I thank God that He is still not only a loving, but a miracle 
working God! 

Bro. Joe Pridemore Lakestation, IN. Church of Jesus Christ 

He later told us, the Vaseline that he had put on it, was completely gone!  
    Back in the 90s, there was a Sister in a church in Huxley, Texas  that 
battled sugar diabetes. She said her sugar would go up to 600 at times. 
She came up for prayer, and told us about what she wanted the Lord to 
do for her, “I want to be healed from my diabetes!”she said.  We laid 
hands on her and prayed, and she shouted, and leaped, and obviously 
received a mighty touch. The next evening she  came back to service and 
testified. I noticed immediately, that her complexion, instead of being 
the reddish tint it had been previously, was now a normal hue. She  said, 
“After last night, I felt so much better. I went home, and all day today, I 
have eaten sweets and candy, and drank soda pop. I  took my  sugar, and 
it is normal!” She then began praising the Lord, and after she had 
calmed down a little bit, I asked her, “Is there anything else that you 
wanted the Lord to do?” She said, “I want you all to pray, because I 
want the Lord to teach me to play piano.” The Lord told me to tell her, “ 
Sister, go sit down and play!” She then, very timidly, went to the piano, 
and began to play. To everyone’s surprise, the Sister began to play as if 
she had been playing for years! She began crying and playing, and 
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everyone was truly amazed! God does incredible, wonderful works for 
those that dare to believe! 
    Back in the early years of our travels, we used to preach in Humble, 
Texas, a city just north of Houston. The Pastor and his wife, Brother 
Henry and Sister Elinore Liles, were dear friends of ours. We miss them 
very both very much, but we know that are rejoicing in Heaven!   
    One night, as we were preaching about faith and healing, there was a 
man on the front row who had come in with a condition in his leg that 
was aggravated by diabetes. He had wrecked a four wheeler, which 
caused a wound on his leg that would not heal. The wound  had 
developed infection, and had to be tended to daily, which involved a 
visiting nurse that tended to him. As we were praying for people we laid 
hands on him and spoke the word of faith. The man, suddenly overcome 
by the power of the Holy Ghost, fell off his seat into the floor, laughing 
uncontrollably.  
    The next day, the man came back to the revival, and wanted to testify. 
He said, “Last night after God touched me I felt so good! I went home, 
and the nurse came by to check my bandages, and re-dress my wound. 
She took the bandages off, and to her surprise, what was normally a 
running sore that would not heal, now was a perfectly normal leg with 
no wound at all!” He said it looked like brand new baby skin had 
replaced the wound! Everyone rejoiced, and God increased the faith of 
many. 
    In 2010, we were in Pinecoupee, Louisiana, preaching for Pastor 
Roland George. While ministering, I walked down the center isle, and 
the Lord stopped me to pray for a young man that had played the piano, 
and led the worship service. I asked him to stand up, and when I laid 
hands on him to pray the Lord said to tell him that he had been fought by 
the devil who had been telling him that he was going to be paralyzed in 
his right arm, and lose his ability to play, and that it had been causing 
him a great deal of concern. He acknowledged, “Yes, that’s exactly 
right!” We prayed, and the man he felt, what he described as like a cold 
sensation, that went from his fingers through his elbow, and then turned 
hot! He said then the numbness he had been feeling left his fingers. He 
was healed! 
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    One night in Bossier City, Louisiana, I was walking through the 
crowd ministering, and the Lord had me pause beside a Sister sitting 
near the center isle. I told her, “The Lord is giving you a healing in your 
feet!” I had no knowledge of her situation, but by the Spirit. What I 
didn’t know was that she was wearing leg braces, which were hidden by 
her long modest dress. She was born with polio!  When we ministered to 
her, she shouted and praised the Lord, as people often do. But something 
amazing had happened to her! Here is her testimony in her own words: 
   “In the night service at Grace Tabernacle in Bossier City, LA. On 
Tuesday December 7th, 2010, Bro. Coleman prayed for my leg. He did 
not know I had polio, or that I wore a leg brace. The Lord touched me 
right there. Brother Coleman told me to go home and walk around my 
home and praise God the next day. I did, all day long and my leg kept 
feeling hot. I would reach down and feel it, but it didn’t have fever. 
After about two hours I realized God had put circulation back in my left 
foot and leg!!! Now I am walking good without a leg brace. Thank You 
Jesus!!! 
    I had polio when I was 2 ½ years old. In 2010 I was 63 years old. All 
that time my leg and foot was cold, and in the winter time it was like ice. 
I could never ever thank my Lord Jesus Christ enough for all He has 
done for me. My Jesus is still the MIRACLE WORKING GOD!!! I 
thank Him for His great love and mercy.” 
                 Sis. Linda Montalbano 
 
        While preaching in Jackson, Missouri many years ago, a sister 
came pulling an oxygen tank with her to church. She did her best to 
worship, but she was so weak from her poor condition, that she could 
barely manage to raise a hand. The favor of the Lord was with her that 
night, however. During the healing move, we prayed for her breathing to 
return to normal, and she lifted her hands,  and thanked God for her 
touch. (Reader take note: NEVER discount the value of small things!)  
    The next night, the Sister came back, and brought her oxygen tank, 
but, as we noticed, she was not wearing her oxygen mask! When the 
worship service was going on, she stood and lifted her hands, and even 
walked around the church without it.  
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    The following evening, the Sister came back again, but this time, she 
left the oxygen tank at home, and when it came time to praise, she not 
only walked around the church; she ran! She testified that night, that 
God had strengthened and healed her, and that she wouldn’t need the 
oxygen machine any more! 
    At a revival in Joaquin, Texas, in January of 2009,  2 notable miracles 
stand out in my memory. The first of  these, was a young mother who 
was desperate for her son to be healed from Asthma. She brought her 
son up, and we prayed, and I told him to breathe in and out 3 times very 
deeply. He did, and before the service was over, he was clear of all 
symptoms. Before the week was through, he was totally off his 
medications! 
    The second notable thing the Lord did in this revival, involved a boy 
with scoliosis of the spine.  A young man about 10 years old, came up 
for prayer, and told us to pray for his back, but he didn’t elaborate much 
about his condition. We laid hands on his back, and prayed and believed 
with him for a miracle. The young boy went back to the restroom, and 
lifted up his shirt to inspect what had happened, and then screamed for 
his mother! When she went in to see what all the commotion was about, 
he said, “Look!” The curvature was gone and his back was completely 
normal! 
    I mentioned earlier Joaquin, TX. As I said, there were many great 
things the Lord did in that revival. There was a woman there that had 
been diagnosed with cancer, and was scheduled to have surgery. This 
Sister came up for prayer that night, and the power of the Holy Ghost hit 
her, and filled her in such a way that she was overcome with joy, to the 
point, that she fell backwards into the seats,  drunken under the influence 
of the Spirit, and filled with a Holy laughter.  
    A couple of weeks after the revival, we received a phone call with an 
amazing testimony. The Pastor of the church told us that the woman 
went in for her surgery, and that after being back for a short while, the 
doctor came in to the family in the waiting room with with a strange 
account. He held up an x-ray, and said, “As you know, this is the x-ray 
that we took a few weeks ago, which shows the cancer in her body.” The 
doctor then held up a new x-ray in the other hand. “Now this is one that 
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we took a few minutes ago. There is no sign of cancer on this x-ray!” It 
was gone! 
    In Boonville, Indiana, once while preaching, the Spirit directed me 
that there was a man in the congregation with a knot on his side, but if 
he would step out, God would heal it. A young Brother stepped out and 
confirmed that the Lord was talking about him. We laid hands on him 
and prayed for him in the name of Jesus, and He moved for the man 
mightily! Now this man was a roofer by trade, and later testified that 
each day as he would climb the ladder, he would frequently bump the 
knot on his side, which would cause him much pain. But the very next 
day after we prayed for him, as he was going up the ladder, he said he 
bumped his side where the knot was and then realized that there was no 
pain! He then, put his hand on the spot and realized, the growth was 
gone! 
    Another night,  a woman came with her fingers curled and bent. She 
was not strongly rooted in church, but God increased her faith during 
that service so that she believed that she could be healed. She asked for 
prayer, and suddenly, her fingers straitened! 
    A similar miracle took place one night in Red Boiling Springs, 
Tennessee. We had preached, and had a powerful service. Everyone was 
up in the front of the little church, worshipping. As I was standing there, 
a lady tapped me on the shoulder, and asked, “Can you pray for me?” 
She held up her hand, and showed me that she had a finger that was bent 
and locked in place. I asked her, “ Do you believe that Jesus will heal 
you?” She said, “Yes!” I said, “In the name of Jesus, fingers be healed!” 
I told her to move her fingers, and as she did, her locked finger popped, 
and she shouted, “I'm healed!” 
    In Shreveport, Louisiana, there was a Sister who came into the service 
with a broken foot. What was amazing was that earlier that day, the Lord 
had spoken to my wife, and told her that there would be a woman with a 
foot injury, and that she would lay hands on her, and that she would be 
healed! This Sister had come in on crutches that night, and had to be 
helped in.  
    As we ministered, the Holy Ghost directed me to have the Sister stand 
up. Denise was on the drums, and she came down to pray with her. She 
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and another Sister helped the lady up, and as we prayed, the Lord said to 
tell the Sister, “Walk!” She took a step, and God strengthened her legs! 
When this happened, it increased her faith, and she started out walking, 
and then took off running around the church! Jesus had so marvelously 
healed her that night. When she left that night, she carried the crutches 
out! 
    Sometimes, it is quite humorous the way God moves. Once, when we 
were preaching in Big Sandy, Tennessee, there was a Sister who had 
been a janitor in the church, but because she was battling crippling 
Arthritis, was unable to perform her duties. She also was one of the 
church piano players. One night during revival, she came up for prayer, 
and the Holy Ghost touched her, and she shouted her way across the 
front of the sanctuary, and out the side sanctuary door. A few minutes 
later, she came running back through the doorway pushing a vacuum 
cleaner! The Sister was so overcome with joy, that she lost herself in 
vacuum cleaner praise! Everyone was amazed, as she ran back and forth 
across the church, showing the devil that he had lost! That night, God 
delivered her from her affliction, and she left changed. 
    Many years ago, we were preaching in Jackson, Missouri. The 
Assistant Pastor’s name was Brother Albert Sadler. He had experienced 
hearing loss in one ear, and was partially deaf. On Sunday morning, Bro. 
Albert received prayer for his ears. That afternoon, he arrived early for 
church, and walked into the sanctuary where there were people 
practicing on the music. Bro. Albert said, “ Why is it so loud in here? 
You guys need to turn it down! His son, Bro. Aaron, who was playing 
the piano, said, “ Dad, it’s not any louder than usual.” The realization 
then hit Bro. Albert; in that morning service, God had restored his 
hearing!  
    In Texas, there was a woman who came up for prayer to be delivered 
from cigarettes. When she came up, I asked the lady, “ Do you have any 
cigarettes?” She replied, “No.” I said to her, “How many years have you 
smoked?” The woman said, “About 35 years.” I said, “So let me get this 
right, you have smoked for over 30 years, but you don’t have any 
cigarettes on you?” She then said, “Well, they are in my car.” “I asked 
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her, “Do you want to be set free?” She thought for a moment, and said, 
“Yes  I do.” I said, “Then go get them.”  
    After  a few minutes, the lady returned, with her cigarettes. I 
instructed her to put them under her feet, and stomp them. She 
reluctantly put her toe on them and began to lightly mash them. I said to 
her, “Now do you really want to be set free?” She said, “Yes!” I 
answered, “Then stomp them!” Immediately, the lady began to jump up 
and down, pulverizing the cigarettes into the carpet! The power of the 
great God we serve loosed her as she shouted and danced and praised 
her God!  
    Several years ago, in Sheldon, Illinois, the Lord instructed me to do 
something odd. At the end of the service, He told me to tell the people to 
bring anything that they felt was causing them problems or hindering 
their walk with God, to the evening service and we would lay them on 
the altar. That night, people brought all kinds of things from their homes, 
such as romance novels, tapes, and CDs. Others brought lighters, 
cigarettes, and other items; some in paper sacks. After they had finished 
bringing them in, we had the regular preaching service. At the end of the 
service, the power of God moved mightily. I told the people to come up 
and put the items they had brought on the floor and put them under their 
feet. People began stomping CDs, cassettes, cigarettes and other items, 
and many got mightily delivered; dancing, leaping, and shouting as 
chains were broken!  
    As I looked back at the congregation, I noticed a young man about 17 
or 18 years old getting up to leave. I was afraid that He was somehow 
offended by something that was said or done. After about 15 minutes, 
the young man came walking back in, with a large stack of Rap and Hip 
Hop CDs. He ran to the altar, and threw the stack on the floor, and began 
to stomp them, and as he did, he received a mighty deliverance as he 
shouted and wept before the Lord!  
    Jesus never ceases to amaze me! He desires to touch our lives with 
miracles, and often go to great lengths to do so.  
    I  remember one night while we were preaching in Southport, North 
Carolina, that we saw our first example of pew running. There was a 
young man playing the drums, who really got into the  worship. 
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Suddenly, he threw down the drumsticks and took off running across the 
backs of the pews! He ran all the way to the back of the church, and then 
somehow spun around, and ran back to the front of the church! The man 
never opened his eyes during the whole time, and was later unaware of 
what he had done.  
    Many years ago, at the church we went to in Boonville, In., we were 
having some awesome Holy Ghost services. The power of God had 
moved, and many were shouting, and dancing, and some had fallen out 
in the floor. As the spirit of God was moving, I, and my friend Robert 
Embry were up on the platform playing guitar, so we had a good view of 
what was going on. Sister Shelly Embry, and Denise were caught up in 
the praise and worship, and they took each other by the hand, and began 
to run around the church. In the front left corner of the church, there 
were two people laying in the floor who had fallen out in the Spirit. Bro. 
Robert and I were thinking the same thing; ‘What's going to happen 
when they get to turn 4? To make it all the more interesting, they were 
both running with their eyes closed! As they came around the last turn, 
immediately both of them jumped simultaneously in the air, hurtling 
ever so gracefully over the fallen worshippers!  
    Another night, at the same church, while I was up on the platform 
playing guitar, the Holy Ghost told me to put the guitar down and walk 
off the platform and grab Bro. Mark Embry by the hand. Now Bro. Mark 
was Brother Robert’s Brother. He was a roofer, like his Brother, and 
played drums for the church. He was also more than twice my size. Bro. 
Mark loved to worship, and when the Spirit would move upon him, he 
would often dance in the Spirit, something of which I had never 
experienced. I remember telling myself, “That wasn't God, that was just 
my flesh talking.”  
    The Spirit nudged me again, and once again I tried to reason my way 
out of it, but the Holy Ghost was persistent. Finally yielding, I 
sheepishly walked down off the platform, and into the crowd of 
worshippers who were gathered around the front of the church. Brother 
Mark had come down off the drums and was praising the Lord, so I 
walked over to him, and took him by the hand. When I did this, suddenly 
the power of God hit me like I had got hold of a 220 volt feed! My feet 
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came alive, and I shouted and danced all over the front of that church, 
pulling Bro Mark around with me, as though he were a rag doll! People 
said afterwards that I yanked him all over the church. What a wonderful 
experience I felt! Some folks would say this is foolish, but there is a lot 
of truth in the statement, ‘Don't knock it till you tried it!’  
    There is such a blessing in letting go, and not putting restrictions on 
God’s touch. I was in a conference on a cold snowy night in Evansville, 
Indiana one night, which featured Bro. Sylvester Narlock as the guest 
speaker. I remember he preached an awesome message that night, 
“There’s Truth Amongst the Treasures.” As an illustration, he told 
several of the ministers to take off their ties, and throw them in a pile in 
the front of the church. He looked at me, and said, “Bro. Coleman, that’s 
a nice tie!” I got up, and threw my tie into the mix.  At one point in the 
service, Brother Narlock told all the preachers to go and find their tie in 
the pile, representing finding truth. All I can say, is that  the Holy Ghost 
broke out all through the house, and people went to shouting, and 
praising. All I remember is that I began with my hands in the air 
praising, and the next thing I know, I was up on top of the folding chairs, 
dancing and speaking in tongues!  
    I've often heard the term Holy Rollers used by those who do not 
understand Pentecostals and our ways of worship. In reality, Holy 
rolling is seldom seen these days. However, it is still alive, if we will 
permit this kind of move to happen. 
    We were preaching in Shreveport, Louisiana one night, and had a 
pretty good crowd. We also had several visitors, and among them, were 
people from other denominations. It is no surprise that folks from other 
backgrounds, tend sometimes to think that Pentecostals are strange. 
They think we look strange, act strange, and we worship strange. The 
Bible tells us we are different. In fact, the Word compels us to be 
different, because of the transformation that we have undergone: 
 
Romans 12:2 
2 And be not conformed to this world: but be ye transformed by the 
renewing of your mind, that ye may prove what is that good, and 
acceptable, and perfect, will of God. 
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At the end of this service, while I was ministering, I felt the Spirit nudge 
me to roll in the floor, something I had heard of, but had never done 
before. After a few minutes, I finally surrendered my will, and dropped 
in the floor and began rolling back and forth, which I’m sure looked to 
some like I had lost my mind! The result, however, was amazing! While 
some startled people looked on, the house exploded with praise! People 
began leaping for joy, dancing in the aisles, shouting and rejoicing! The 
Lord had used me as a key to unlocking the breakthrough that was 
needed. It was amazing how quickly any concern I had about what I 
would look like disappeared when I just let go and obeyed God.  
    Another time, we were holding a tent revival in Carthage, Tennessee 
for Pastor Brian Armstrong. We have had some wonderful meetings 
under the Wind of Pentecost revival tent over the years, and it is now our 
home church! Towards the end of the tent meeting one night, we were 
having a Holy Ghost blowout service! Suddenly the drummer jumped 
off the drums, and threw himself into the damp grass, and began rolling 
in the Spirit. People all over the tent were praising, and I was walking 
back and forth across the platform exhorting and praising, when the 
Holy Ghost spoke to me and said, “What about you?” I thought to 
myself, ‘I wonder if that was God or my flesh?’ Again the Spirit spoke 
to me, “What about you?” Finally, after the third time I obeyed, and fell 
in the grass, rolling in the Holy Ghost. What a blessing; and what a 
blessing I would have missed, had I not obeyed! How many blessings do 
we reason ourselves out of, simply because we give in to fear! 
     Back in the late 90s, we were preaching for our friend, Bro Rayford 
Beall, in Henderson, Texas. It was one of those nights where I kind of 
got caught up in the fire and passion of preaching under the unction of 
the Holy Ghost. At one point, as a point of emphasis, I jumped up on the 
shelf in the middle of the pulpit; just as a Baptist Pastor who had come 
to visit, walked in the door of the church! Well, suffice it to say, the man 
was stunned to see this crazy Indiana preacher standing on the pulpit, 
like he has lost his mind! Surprisingly, he stayed, at least until the 
service was over, but quickly exited just as soon as the service was over. 
We never saw or heard from him again! 
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    Once we were preaching in Cave City, Arkansas for Bro. Sam 
Manuel. I have always been one who likes using illustrations, and this 
night, I used a swimming pool. No, not a full sized pool, but a small 
kiddie pool. I titled the message that night, “It's Time to Get Out of the 
Kiddie Pool.” The thought centered around our need to get out of the 
shallow things, and go deeper with God. The message went well, and as 
we preached, we had people step in and out of the pool. As they stepped 
in, and people got prayed for, they began to shout and dance their way 
out of the pool, and the glory fell in that place! We were probably a 
pitiful sight to the world, but what a great blessing of the Holy Ghost! 
    In 2016, at Revival Campground church in West Monroe, Louisiana 
we had an unusual service. The Holy Ghost was moving in healing in a 
special way. As people came up for prayer, a woman came up for 
healing for her eyes, which were afflicted with glaucoma. After we 
prayed, I picked up a songbook and turned to Amazing Grace, which 
was at the bottom of the page, with another, lesser known song at the top 
of the page. I asked her if she could read the song, and she said she 
could not. I told her it was Amazing Grace, and she said, “Well I know 
the words to that song.” I said, “Okay, now then, can you read the words 
to this song,” pointing to the unfamiliar song at the top of the page. 
“No,” she said, “I can't see it.” We prayed for her, and then asked her to 
try again. She said disappointedly, “No, I still can't read it.” We Prayed 
again, and this time, she said, “Wait, I can see it!” She, through tears of 
joy, read the words to the song, though unfamiliar to her, God had 
proved His point! 
    Moving on to the next person, another Sister came up, with an eye 
affliction. She wore glasses, but had been declared legally blind. Now 
there was a banner up in the front of the church which read: 
 
‘Awake thou that sleepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall give 
thee light. Ephesians 5:14’ 
 
I asked her if she could read it, and she said, “No, I can see the bottom 
line says Ephesians, but I can't make out the rest.” I told her, “Okay 
Sister, back up, you're too close.” She looked at me puzzledly, and 
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several people laughed at my statement. I had her back up 4 steps, and 
said, “Okay Sis., can you read it now?” “Nope,” she said, I still can't 
read it.” I said, “Okay, let's pray again.” We repeated this process 
several times, until she was at the back of the church. By this time, 
several people had got up and headed for the door. I’m not sure why 
they left, but I can safely say, they missed it. Feeling a bold unction of 
the Holy Ghost, I said, “ You know folks, I know some of you think I've 
lost my mind, but even if she has to back up into the parking lot, God is 
going to heal her.” The Spirit then directed me to have her come back to 
where she started, and then I asked her can you see it now?” She looked 
up, and then began screaming wildly, “Arise from the dead, and 
CHRIST shall give thee light, Ephesians 5:14!” This episode caused an 
outburst of spontaneous praise! She then picked up a Bible lying nearby 
and began reading it excitedly, while dancing and praising the great 
healer, JESUS!!  
    In 2016, we were at Bolivia, North Carolina preaching for Pastor 
Charles Drew. There was a man there who was confined to a wheelchair 
due to a leg amputation and a stroke, which left his right arm paralyzed. 
This man was also blind. During the prayer service, he wheeled up for 
prayer, and when he prayed, the Holy Ghost fell on him! I said to him, 
“In the name of Jesus Christ, be whole!” The man suddenly lifted what 
had been a paralyzed and crooked arm, praising God! He was so excited, 
he began to spin around and round in the wheelchair, as everyone 
rejoice. The next service was Sunday morning. Again, the anointing for 
healing was powerful in that place. This same man, having his faith 
increased, came up for prayer for his blindness. Several of us laid hands 
on him, and I asked him, “Do you believe that Jesus can heal you?” He 
said, “Yes I do!” We prayed for him, laying hands on his eyes, and said, 
“Now brother, open your eyes. What do you see?” He responded, 
“Nothing.” There is a similar story of something like this in the New 
Testament.  
 
Mark 8:22-25 
22 And he cometh to Bethsaida; and they bring a blind man unto him, 
and besought him to touch him.  
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23 And he took the blind man by the hand, and led him out of the town; 
and when he had spit on his eyes, and put his hands upon him, he asked 
him if he saw ought.  
 
24 And he looked up, and said, I see men as trees, walking.  
 
25 After that he put his hands again upon his eyes, and made him look 
up: and he was restored, and saw every man clearly. 
 
I said to him, “Let’s pray again.” We prayed the second time, and I 
repeated, “What do you see?” He said, “Well, I see something, but it’s 
kinda blurry.” People chuckled, and I said, “Well, that’s progress, but 
can we pray again?” He said, “Sure.” We prayed the third time, and I 
said, “What do you see?” The man said, “I can see!” I looked at a man 
standing next to him, and said, “Who is this?” He said, “That’s my 
uncle!” People began to praise the Lord, as I pointed to another brother 
and said, “What color shirt does that man have on?” He said, “Gold!” I 
said, “Good! What kind of tie is he wearing?” He answered, “Blue, with 
designs on it.” I asked him, “What does he have in his pocket?” He 
replied excitedly, “A pair of glasses, and an ink pen!” It was amazing, 
because these items were hard for even me to see! Some people say that 
miracles died out with the Apostles, but the Bible, which is the final 
authority, says: 
 
Hebrews 13:8 
8 Jesus Christ the same yesterday, and to day, and for ever. 
 
               
             BAPTIZING IN THE NAME OF JESUS CHRIST 
 
    I love Baptizing people into the wonderful name of Jesus Christ, and 
we have privileged to to have baptized hundreds over the years. These 
times are always very special, and sometimes very eventful. Here are 
some precious memories of some baptisms that stand out. 
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    Many years ago, we were preaching in the tiny town of Gary, Texas. 
This was a small church Pastored by Sister Velma Castle. The church 
was built many years ago by my longtime friend, Rayford Beall. One 
night during the revival, the Lord had burned a message into my Spirit 
on Baptism in Jesus name. That was all fine and good, but on this 
particular night, nobody showed up, except for Denise and myself, and 
Sister Castle and her Assistant Pastor and the piano player. I’m sure you 
can imagine how the devil was riding my case about how I had missed 
it, and he was surely mocking me saying, “What are you going to do 
now, preach Baptism to the leadership?” I was very nervous, but felt the 
go ahead nudge of the Spirit, therefore I pressed on with the message.  
    About halfway through the service, the front door of the church 
opened up, and a group of about ten people and one baby came walking 
in. These people were not members of the church, in fact, nobody there 
had ever seen these folks before! We later found out. That this family 
had been recently shaken by a tragedy,  in which they had suddenly lost 
a young man due to an unfortunate accident. As I later finished the 
message, I asked if anybody in the church wanted to be baptized, and if 
so, to raise their hands. To my surprise, 10 hands went up! This caught 
me off guard. I asked the Pastor if she had the baptismal tank ready. She 
replied, “No.” I said, “Well, let's get it filled up, we’re having a 
Baptizing service!” Their baptismal ended up being a galvanized metal 
horse trough out behind the church.  One by one we baptized every one 
of them. What a glorious time we had that night, under the Texas stars! 
    Back in the 90s, were in Indiana preaching at a predominantly black 
church. After the service, we went back into the little room where their 
baptismal tank was, and I rolled up my sleeves to baptize. The baptizee, 
was a little black boy, about 5 years old. The tank was just kind of sitting 
in the middle of the floor, so everybody gathered around it, and some of 
the kids, including a little black girl with pigtails, were leaning on the 
edges of the oval-shaped tank to get a better view.  
    We said the prayer, and took the boy down. Now I must at this point 
mention, that the boy was wearing a pair of what looked to be, swim 
trunks. He went down, and when he came up, well; how do I explain it? 
I guess the look on the little girl’s face said it all. Her mouth fell open, 
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and her eyes were as wide as saucers! The little boy had came up out of 
the water, but his trunks stayed under the water. 
     One time we had been asked to baptize a brother and sister in Lake 
Claiborne in Louisiana. As we were baptizing them, I noticed a couple 
of young boys approaching us from the direction of the shore. When 
they got to us, one of the boys asked me, “Hey what are you guys 
doing?” I told them that we were baptizing in Jesus name, and gave 
them a brief explanation as to why we were doing this. The other boy 
said excitedly, “Can you baptize us too?” I asked them if they had an 
adult with them, and they pointed to their grandmother sitting reading a 
book on the beach. I told them to go get her permission, and they went. 
A few short minutes later, the boys were back. I'm not sure if the 
grandmother was told, but she gave the approval. As I got ready to 
baptize the first young man, I asked him, “Son, what is your name?” 
When I heard his reply, I nearly fell over in the water. He said, “My 
name is John Wesley.” Although clearly this was not the Protestant 
reformer, I had indeed baptized John Wesley in Jesus name!  
    Another time, after we had preached and asked how many wanted to 
be baptized, and we had about 13 hands go up. We took them over to a 
neighbor’s swimming pool, and among the young people we baptized, 
was a young boy named Joseph. It then dawned on me, ‘His last name is 
Smith!’ I had just baptized Joseph Smith, the name of the founder of the 
Mormon church. 
    There is a somewhat humorous side note to this story. The swimming 
pool was owned by a man named Shane Antee, who was Sis Hilda 
Antee’s son. As I have mentioned earlier, Sis Hilda was Pastor of the 
church we were baptizing the people from. After we had finished 
baptizing 13 people that day, Shane called his mother. He said, “You all 
must have a lot of faith!” She asked what he meant, and he said that 
when he went out to his pool after we left, he found a foot long water 
moccasin swimming around in it. The snake had to be in the pool with 
us all during the 13 people going down in the name of the Lord, but 
thankfully, nobody knew about it. What a different service it might have 
been if they had! 
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    Many years ago we were preaching in a little church on the side of the 
road in a little town in Arkansas. There was a Catholic woman that came 
and prayed through to the Holy Ghost during the revival, and wanted to 
be baptized. The only thing was, she only had one leg! The baptismal 
tank was somewhat of a challenge, in that it was elevated about 3 feet 
off the ground. In addition, this lady was very short, however, as you can 
imagine, the main obstacle would be getting the one legged lady into the 
water.  
    Nevertheless, we pressed on. When it came time, a a couple of the 
brothers got on either side, and lowered the Sister into the water. We 
barely finished taking the sister down before she nearly shouted the 
water out of the tank! What a blessing she received! 
    Once we held a revival in Orlando, Florida for Bro Tom Squires. 
During this two week revival we baptized about 14 people. It seemed we 
were baptizing every service. One night after the service, we had gone 
back to the camper, which was parked next to the church, at about 
around 10:00 pm. We had laid down, and got comfortable, when all of a 
sudden, there was a knock on the door. We thought this was strange, 
because when we had left the church, the parking lot was empty. 
Arawen got up, and answered the door, and came running into the room 
and said, “There’s a lady at the church who wants to get baptized!”  
    We hurriedly got dressed, and walked across the parking lot to the 
church, and was surprised by the number of cars we saw. When we 
walked into the church, there was a lady who had attended the service 
earlier that night, and was the wife of a backslidden preacher that had 
prayed back through, and that we had baptized earlier in the service. 
That night she had not seemed to be influenced by the message, but now 
she was in the altar, crying out to the Lord! Within a short while, she 
prayed through, and was speaking in tongues. The baptismal was still 
full, and she said she wanted to be baptized in the name of Jesus Christ. 
So in a late night revival turnaround, this lady, having been dramatically 
impacted by her husband’s conversion, received the Holy Ghost, and 
was baptized in the awesome saving name of Jesus Christ!  
    Baptism, as I have mentioned before, is essential, to being truly born 
again.  Mark 16:15-16 says: 
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15 And he said unto them, Go ye into all the world, and preach the 
gospel to every creature.  
 
16 He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; but he that believeth 
not shall be damned.  
 
 
Acts 2:38 
38 Then Peter said unto them, Repent, and be baptized every one of you 
in the name of Jesus Christ for the remission of sins, and ye shall 
receive the gift of the Holy Ghost. 
 
    The commandment of the word of God is that we be baptized, in The 
name of Jesus Christ AS part of the salvation process. History tells us: 
 
“It is an irrevocable fact that the Apostles and first disciples of Jesus 
Christ baptized all of their converts in the name of Jesus Christ for the 
remission of sins.” ( Ben Zion Bokser, op. cit. pp. 188-189). 
 
“ Baptism in the early Christianity was not administered in the three- 
fold name, but ‘in the name of Jesus Christ’, or, in ‘the name of the Lord 
Jesus.’ (The Interpreter’s Dictionary of the Bible, vol. A-D, pg. 351). 
 
    I am so proud to be an Apostolic Evangelist, that has had the privilege 
to have baptized many people over the years. I realized long ago the 
power and authority that comes with the name of Jesus! As we have 
mentioned, mountains move, storms cease, tides are driven back, enemy 
aggressors defeated, multitudes fed, blind eyes opened, the lame walk; 
the dead are raised, demons are cast out, diseases and infirmity are 
defeated, miracles happen; all through and by the mighty name, the 
powerful name, the incredible name of Jesus Christ! There is no name 
that is greater, or higher than this precious name, or ever will there be!  
    Whether we are baptizing, laying hands on the sick, mustering faith in 
adversity, or calling down miraculous intervention from Heaven, we 
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know that we can be assured of the response that will give us the 
greatest triumph, and assure us the most powerful testimony, when we 
call upon the name of Jesus. My family and I have been privileged to 
have been a part of so many great stories of healing, and many more to 
come, yet; I must say again, that all of these are acts of faith. At best, we 
can take credit for having been there, and being willing to be used as 
God’s vessels at the time. We have been merely, ambassadors of the 
faith, who being given a higher charge and calling, have served the 
Master, as many of you have, and been given a front row seat to that 
which the Apostles have testified about in the scriptures. 
 
Acts 2:42-43 
42 And they continued stedfastly in the apostles' doctrine and fellowship, 
and in breaking of bread, and in prayers.  
 
43 And fear came upon every soul: and many wonders and signs were 
done by the apostles. 
 
Acts 4:33 
33 And with great power gave the apostles witness of the resurrection of 
the Lord Jesus: and great grace was upon them all. 
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     CHAPTER EIGHT: THE JOURNEY FORWARD 
 
    As I write this chapter we have just entered our 20th year on the 
Evangelistic field. We do not know which way the road will lead as we 
endeavor to continue fulfilling the great commission. As I tell people 
frequently who ask me about evangelism in America, the need is great! I 
heard someone say one time, that America is over-evangelized. I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen any two words that were more alien to each other 
than ‘over’ and ‘evangelized!’ What this country needs most, and the 
world needs; is an outpouring of old fashioned, fire baptized, Pentecostal 
Revival! Please don’t get upset with me when I say we need a 
Pentecostal Revival! No, I’m not talking about a denomination, nor an 
organization. The Pentecost I am referring to, is the dynamic force 
which was breathed into the disciples in John 20:22 
 
22 And when he had said this, he breathed on them, and saith unto them, 
Receive ye the Holy Ghost: 
 
This same power was imparted to the church in Acts: 
Acts 2:3-4 
3 And there appeared unto them cloven tongues like as of fire, and it sat 
upon each of them. 
 
4 And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak with 
other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance. 
 
What was birthed that day on June 2, 30 A.D. has not ceased, and 
continues in churches everywhere where the power of the Holy Ghost is 
taught on and embraced. Revival is of the utmost urgency in this day, 
and we must pursue the course of Divine intervention if we are to 
survive as a nation! I believe it would behove the church to reinvest in 
the words of II Chronicles: 
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2 Chronicles 7:13-14 
13 If I shut up heaven that there be no rain, or if I command the locusts 
to devour the land, or if I send pestilence among my people; 
 
14 If my people, which are called by my name, shall humble 
themselves, and pray, and seek my face, and turn from their wicked 
ways; then will I hear from heaven, and will forgive their sin, and will 
heal their land. 
 
    As we endeavor, moving forward, into the next few years, we must 
Pursue it with relentless ambition, with full comprehension of the 
urgency of our times and the needs before us. It is with this 
understanding that our ministry is committed to moving ahead, and 
continuing our work with the great partnerships we have forged with the 
many great churches  across this country.  
    We have frequently been asked questions about our future, such as, 
would you ever consider moving into another ministry? I'd like to take a 
few minutes to address this question.  
    Throughout the years, there have been many opportunities to go a 
different direction. I do not say this with any kind of egotistical 
motivation, there have simply been opportunities. However with each 
opportunity that presents itself, we must always carefully consider all the 
possibilities, and carefully seek the mind and direction of God. There is 
no worse scenario than being out of timing or will of God. Nothing can 
bring more confusion, more damage, or bring more frustration, than 
allowing ourselves to plunge ahead in spite of the urging of the Holy 
Ghost. With this being said, I remember a few times that we were 
offered these opportunities.  
    One such case, was on a trip through the state of Georgia. I had made 
a call to a Pastor, who surprised me with his response. I began my 
standard Evangelist introduction, when he stopped me, and said, “Why 
did you call me?” I said, “Excuse me?” He returned, “I was wondering 
why you called me.” I said, well I am an Evangelist, and we are 
traveling through your area, and I was hoping we could come by and 
minister to your church.” He began his explanation, “ Well, I told my 
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church this morning that I was resigning, and that the next preacher that 
called me would be their new Pastor, and now you called. I think you’re 
the one Brother.” I quickly told him, “ No, I don’t feel that at all Brother, 
but thanks!” I quickly ended the call, and we kept driving. I later learned 
that we had avoided a potential mine field by not taking him up on his 
offer.  
    I remember one afternoon where we received no less than two offers 
from two different states to Pastor churches! I’m sure this mirrors the 
frustration that many great men and women of God are feeling when 
they begin realize that a change is coming in their ministry. It can be a 
very confusing time, and clarity of direction is a must for all of us.  
    With all of this being said, however; I must state that having resolve 
about your ministry is of the utmost of importance. Webster’s 
Encyclopedia defines the word resolve as ‘fixity of purpose.’  It is a 
straight forward approach towards the object of your ambition. When 
you are committed to a cause, there is no higher ambition than achieving 
the goal set before you, with a measure of devotion and purpose that 
supersedes all other things. It is with this mindset that we have followed 
God’s evangelistic calling on our lives. It is our passion, and we feel that 
our lives, and time spent has been well served. Yes, we have missed out 
on many family and local church events over the years. I suppose there 
have been some that have not understood over the years why we have 
had to be gone so much, and why we have missed things like Birthdays, 
Holidays, graduations and other events. The rigors of full time travel, 
scheduling, and appointment keeping, often prevent us from enjoying 
such things. For example, we have often held revivals that overlapped 
our anniversary, Mother’s Day, and almost every year I have been 
scheduled to preach on my Birthday, but oh what a sweet Birthday gift 
when someone  repents, is baptized, or receives the Holy Ghost! There is 
nothing greater!  
    The question has also been posed to us, “Wouldn’t it be easier to just 
settle down somewhere?” By this I think they are speaking of slowing 
down, or retirement. I think back to some of the people whose life-long 
commitment to ministry has inspired us. Among them were people like 
Bro. Henry and Sister Elinore Liles, who Pastored a little white block 
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church besides the East Tex Freeway, in the Houston suburb town of 
Humble, Texas. I remember how they struggled to get by, yet had a 
great vision for revival and a burden for their community.  
    We have been privileged to know Evangelists Wilbur and Lola 
Fairless, who for many years, and up into their late 70s traveled across 
this country preaching the message of Jesus Christ. Distance, wear and 
tear on bodies, and icy roads never stopped these faithful servants from 
obeying God’s command. They have, only in recent years came off the 
field and moved to Texas.  
    Another precious couple that were a major influence upon us were 
Bro. Willard and Sister Joyce Clement. They founded and Pastored 
Haven Pentecostal Church for well over 50 years. Sister Clement passed 
away several years ago, and was a faithful intercessor and prayer 
warrior, and Bro. Clement, who was a gifted preacher, with much 
wisdom and discernment, just passed away in recent years. I loved his 
stories about ministry, heart for evangelism, and compassion for souls. 
They were fundamental in the formation of our vision, and Holy Ghost 
Revivals was launched under their ministry. 
    We are indebted to mighty people of God such as these, who inspired 
us by their integrity and life long commitment to a higher cause and 
purpose. Their stands have been inter-woven into our genetic makeup. 
When some elder Saint comes up to me and says, “You know, that’s just 
like we used to do it in the old days, I say, “Thank you Jesus!” To me, 
there is no greater compliment I could receive than that. If it is a 
comparison to the old time pioneers that have championed this way, than 
I know that we are on the right track.  
    I have always had a passion towards encouraging young ministers that 
are seeking to embark onto the field of Evangelism. There is a real 
deficit in this country of committed young men and women of God who 
are willing to forsake the comforts of home and travel full-time. Back in 
the 1990s when we went out, there were many others that we knew, and 
occasionally ran into, but it seems these days there are very few. I would 
like to say that I have talked to many Pastors across the country about 
the subject, and we frequently hear them say that they desperately need 
good, solid Evangelists that can be trusted to come in and preach, edify, 



	 134	

and restore their people. Congregations need men and women endowed 
with passion, vision, and Holy Ghost fire; men and women with the 
spirit of Elijah, that will call down Heavenly fire and point us back to 
God!  
   It is our hope, that as we move forward, that we can inspire others to 
walk this walk, to take this stand for Truth, and to believe that our best 
days are just ahead of us. I know that there are many trials we all face, 
and that the world around us in moral decline and spiritual chaos; but 
church, the Bible says we win!  
 
Psalms 34:19 
19 Many are the afflictions of the righteous: but the Lord delivereth him 
out of them all. 
 
    As we move forward we will continue to battle things like illness, but 
we must move forward. The word forward means: 
 
Forward (WEBSTER’S) 
Full Definition 
1 a : near, being at, or belonging to the forepart  
b : situated in advance 
 
The key word here is advance. We must advance at all cost! I've come 
too far on this journey to lose ground or momentum. If I listened to 
doctors, or the advice of others, I would have been in a wheelchair years 
ago. I would have stopped traveling, stopped preaching, stopped playing 
music; everything would have stopped! Yes, fighting Parkinson’s 
Disease is a major battle. I could write a book just on the symptoms I 
fight on a daily basis with this thorn in my flesh that tries me, such as 
exhaustion, anxiety, lack of movement and tremors; however, the call of 
God is on my life, a call, which, as a river, has taken me down many 
highs and lows, wandered through many mountains and valleys; through 
many eddies and streams. Yet, I remain inspired by the purpose, 
compelled by the need, driven by the call, and moved by the souls of 
men that stand in the balance. You cannot be influenced by 
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circumstances, for they, like emotions, are ever changing. Decisions 
made on the proverbial roller coaster ride of circumstance will only lead 
to error and catastrophe. You must hold onto purpose, and move forward 
with tenacity, and firm resolve, if you are to find mention in the 
hallowed halls of success. Someone made mention that you only get to 
do this thing called life once. As I turned 50 years old in December of 
2016, I was struck with the thought that I have spent the last 24 years of 
my life preaching the Truth, 20 years of which I have spent traveling 
throughout this nation as an Apostolic Pentecostal evangelist. My family 
and I are dedicated to this call. I began to think, of things like, we have 
no house, no land, no stocks, bonds, pension, or retirement to show for. I 
began to think about the fact that, “Yes, I'm getting older, and have most 
likely 20 or so good years to evangelize and travel. But When I think 
about the goodness of the Lord, or when we run into a Saint of God who 
was affected by our ministry in some way, and who is still living Holy 
and serving God, well, I can see us doing nothing else! That is a most 
satisfying feeling. 
    As we continue forward on our journey of faith, I am excited about 
the future! I look to the future in our daughter, who, at the time of this 
writing, is 15 years old. She has so much promise and potential! I know 
there is a special anointing upon her life.  
    On June 17, 2016, Arawen received the baptism of the Holy Ghost, at 
Lighthouse Apostolic Church in Bolivia, North Carolina, Pastored by 
Bro. Charles Drew. We had been preaching down in Shreveport, 
Louisiana for Sister Kile, when we got a call from Bro. Drew. He said 
that he had scheduled a revival with a man, but that he had a family 
emergency and could not make it, and had to cancel. He said, “Bro. 
Coleman I know this is short notice, but I have been praying, and I feel 
like God told me to have you and your family come.” We were to start 
on Wednesday, after we closed with Sister Kile on Sunday. I knew it 
would be a really hard trip after just closing on Sunday, and that we 
would have to leave on Monday, and travel nearly 1,000 miles to get 
from Shreveport to the east coast of North Carolina, but I felt impressed 
to tell him ‘Yes.’ 
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    All the way to North Carolina we faced opposition. We seemed to be 
slowed on every turn, and fought terrible weather with storms, hail, and 
heavy rain that slowed our progress. We finally pulled into the 
campground in Southport on Wednesday afternoon, and called the 
Pastor, and told him we were settled in.  
    The Holy Ghost poured out mightily in every service, but on Friday 
night it was amazing! There was a mighty preaching anointing, and 
during the altar part of the service, Arawen was in the pew with her 
hands raised, as two young ladies from the church came and joined 
hands with her and began to intercede. After just a few minutes, she 
broke through, and began to gloriously begin to speak in those 
wonderful Heavenly tongues; Arawen had received the awesome gift of 
the Holy Ghost!! 
    This experience has already had a major impact on Arawen’s life! She 
has the joy of the Lord that radiates from her. She has a new boldness, 
that is reflected in her witness, and in her testimony. Arawen is smart, 
witty, and very talented. She is very strong willed, which I see as an 
attribute which God is beginning to channel into future leadership. Her 
name, which as you can imagine, is frequently asked about, means: 
(Arawen-a spiritual leader, Elisabeth- God’s promise). She currently is 
interested in sign language ministry, singing, and is currently learning 
the guitar, and recently, we bought her a set of electric drums. One night, 
not too long ago, she told the Pastor of a church we were visiting, that 
she had a word that she wanted to share. She got up, and did a fantastic 
job, and gave a 5 minute ‘nugget’ to the people, which was actually 
quite good! Her mother and I will watch her grow into her ministry with 
excitement and anticipation.  
    As I mentioned before, God has, in the last few years, transplanted us 
into a new church home, about 50 miles east of Nashville, Tennessee, in 
the town of Carthage. We have preached for this awesome church, Wind 
of Pentecost Apostolic Church, or WOPAC, for many years, and had 
many great revivals there, preaching for Pastor Brian Armstrong.  
    In 2015, we felt the Lord was urging us to move our membership to 
WOPAC, from the church in Lakestation. I believe that God will give 
you the confirmation you need, if you will seek His will. We were 
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indeed seeking the will of the Lord as to when and how to make the 
change that we were feeling in our spirit, about the church. Our God, 
who is forever faithful, gave us three confirmations that revealed His 
perfect will for our lives. 
    The first confirmation came, on a short trip we took to Florida, to see 
our dear friends, Bro Shane, Sister Angel and their son, Gabriel Chessor. 
Bro Shane and I were out riding through town one day and He asked me, 
“when are you going to obey God?” I looked at him, surprised by this 
sudden shift in our conversation, and said, “What do you mean?” He 
said, “ About relocating to Carthage. I was praying and the Lord told me 
to tell you that He is directing you and your family to Wind of 
Pentecost.” I was amazed, because he couldn't have known this but by 
the Spirit. I thank God for the people who are willing to be used in the 
prophetic voice.  
    The second confirmation came on a night not too long after we left the 
Chessors. We were visiting the Carthage church for a revival that was 
being held with Brother Brahm French from Austin, Texas. Brother 
French is a wonderful Evangelist, who moves freely and powerfully in 
the gifts of the Spirit. During the altar ministry, he had everyone to come 
up to the front and begin to lift our hands and seek the Lord. Earlier that 
day, my wife and I had been talking about God’s will and His direction 
for where we were to call our home church. We knew what the Lord had 
told Brother Chessor, and although we had enjoyed the 3 years that we 
had been attending the church in Lake Station, IN, we felt a change was 
coming. Denise and I agreed, that if God wanted us to come to Carthage, 
He would move through Brother French and tell us to ‘walk’, and if He 
wanted us to stay at Lake Station, He would direct him to say ‘stand’.  
    Now the chances of anyone knowing what a couple that have agreed 
secretly amongst themselves, and shared it with no one else, and then 
speaking it to them, is next to nothing, except; when the Holy Ghost is 
involved! The Spirit reveals God’s will, direction, and purpose to those 
who seek His will, through the prophetic gifts of word of wisdom, word 
of knowledge, and spiritual discernment. ( I Cor. 12:4-11). As we stood 
there in the presence of God, and Bro. French walked through the crowd, 
and layed hands on my wife and I, and ministered to some things 
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concerning some general needs, which was a great blessing in itself. He 
finished, and turned to walk away, but then suddenly turned back to us, 
and said, “ Sister Coleman, God says, ‘I loose you to walk!’” Hearing 
these words, we both fell to our knees and began to praise Jesus, and 
speak in tongues, weeping joyously under the wonderful unction of God. 
Jesus is so amazing! Oh, if we could just get people to understand what 
they are missing by not living in the Spirit! You need the Holy Ghost to 
live a superabundant life! 
    We knew that we had to go, and tell Pastor David Mueller, and the 
church in Lake Station, which was where our present membership was, 
about what the Lord had told us, and how we felt He was leading us. 
Although we were excited about the changes, telling Bro. Mueller and 
the Lake Station church weighed heavy on our hearts, because we dearly 
loved everybody there, and had grown very close to everyone. Bro. 
David, and Sister Christine Mueller were good friends, along with their 
sons, Cristopher and David Lee and their families. Bro. And Sister 
Mueller’s leadership during the 3 years we were there, had been 
phenomenal. We had learned a lot, and had grown immensely in God 
during our time there. We certainly did not want to hurt anybody, or 
damage our friendship. We prayed fervently for the right words and 
timing, and how to approach them.  
    I called Bro. Mueller, and told him that we wanted to meet with them, 
and we arranged a meeting at The Paragon restaurant, one of our favorite 
hangouts in the area. We sat down, and I nervously began to try to get 
the words out, and Bro. Mueller suddenly said, “Stop, right where you 
are!” We stopped. He said, “ Let me tell you what the Lord has showed 
Sister Mueller and I. We have known for about two years that you guys 
are going to be moving to somewhere in the south.” He went on to tell 
us that the Lake Station was too far out of our loop, and that we needed 
to work out of a church closer to our area of travel. God had spoken to 
him already, and set the stage for His next phase of our growth. The 
Bible says, in Psalms 37:23: 
 
23 The steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord: 
and he delighteth in his way. 
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Bro Brian and Sister Andrea Armstrong are now our Pastors, and we are 
so happy to call WOPAC our home. We are always thrilled to have a 
chance to pull the camper up next to our church up on top of the 
mountain, and put our feet back on the parking lot, to be in our home 
church services! There is always power packed preaching, and our 
worship team and choir are dynamic! The atmosphere at WOPAC has 
already had a major influence on our growth as a family and ministry.  
    We love the way Pastor Armstrong brings forth the word of God with 
passion, vision, and a powerful anointing to get the Word across, and 
Sister Andrea (Sis Andie as she is called), along with her sister Missy 
Shoemake and the praise team sing with great anointing and passion. We 
have seen God do many amazing things in our time at WOPAC! 
    The journey forward may yield many new chapters. We can only 
speculate the blessings of the years to come. As we approach it we do so 
with confidence, and truly, a great sense of adventure! We enter the 
arena of faith, being reminded of a scripture I have quoted hundreds of 
times. 
 
Hebrews 10:38 
38 Now the just shall live by faith: but if any man draw back, my soul 
shall have no pleasure in him. 
 
    As we journey forward, there will be new horizons. New churches to 
hold revivals in, new Pastors that we will meet and become friends with, 
there will be new places to see and go to. If need be there will be new 
campers, trucks, etc., and I'm sure, along with them, new challenges. 
Life is an adventure, in which, you take, one day at a time, but we do not 
embark on it alone. As we said, we have the backing of a strong home 
church, a great Pastor, family, friends, and a God-ordained network of 
churches that transverse the heartland of this great country that we are 
blessed to be a part of. Many years ago, I told the Lord when He called 
me, “Lord, my life is a blank check; spend it anyway you want to!” 
Truly, this was a wise investment, and I have never regretted it!  
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    Moving forward, on this continuing journey, we hope in years to 
come, to write new chapters, and tell of many more experiences of 
Healings, miracles, and miraculous events that God has done. We look 
forward to the testimony of many more that find repentance, are 
baptized, and are filled with the mighty Holy Ghost! It's for sure, much 
more lies ahead; and perhaps a second book will be needed to record it 
all. Nevertheless, what you now hold in your hand is a record; the 
chronicles of our families’ journey from the beginning till now, how 
Jesus has triumphed and brought us through, on our continuing Journey 
of Faith!   
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