TESTIMONY - TO ENCOURAGE THOSE WHO PRAYED FOR ME IN 2010

I have been a Christian since March 1992 in faith and was baptised in the Holy Spirit in June 1992,18 years ago in fact. Since then, there have been testing times for me regarding my immediate family, my wider family, my family in Christ and those who are not. Since February this year I have been challenged much more personally and recently I have identified strongly with the label of ‘closet Christian‘. 

When I became a Christian, having mistakenly believed I was one all my life, relationships changed. They became complicated, something which Jesus is well known for and who is frequently blamed for, significantly more. When confronted with Jesus, people often become unsettled. Even when I gave my testimony in church, after my conversion, while many folk were happy for me some of the congregation were clearly challenged. Giving my life to Christ was the most important commitment I have ever made and fairly rocked the boat between myself and my husband. To this day I consider his conversion, just 4 months later, an absolute miracle. Strangely, other than fellow Christians, very few people have actually asked me for my ‘Testimony’. My Dad was one of those few who showed interest and he was the most vociferous non-believer but the most gracious listener.

I’ve had many wonderful experiences with God over the years but this year of prolonged physical suffering has proved to be the most surprising and special. On 16th May, while in hospital in France, waiting for a spinal operation, I received a text from friends reminding me that I was in their prayers. As I read it, the Holy Spirit touched me so powerfully that I literally trembled. There was no warning, the Lord literally just soaked me with His love in a way I will treasure always. He was in fact answering a prayer prayed by my daughter, the day I was admitted by Accident & Emergency, that He would show His love for me. I have prayed all my years as a believer for that special touch and He blessed me that Sunday like no other. Incredibly it made no difference that there was a lady in the bed next to me with visitors and, shortly after it happened, Rachel (my favourite nurse) came to ask me why I was crying. It was an unbelievable situation to find myself in, reassuring her that my tears were of joy not sorrow. I am not normally an evangelist or forceful about my faith but God chose to loosen my tongue to talk about Him in French. My French let me say is atrocious but I managed to tell Rachel, and others about what had happened to me. This is where the ‘closet Christian’ was set free to speak about Jesus to others and the Lord gave me French people to share my faith with. 

One of the most encouraging things for me, while in hospital and recovering at home, was knowing that churches in 3 different countries were praying for me together with many dear friends dotted about all over. So, thank you one and all for your faithfulness and I hope this ‘testimony’ will encourage you to dig deep and not give up in prayer ever.
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