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TOM'S TESTIMONY

Last Spring I wasn’t feeling too well. In April, 2011 I had an ultrasound 
of my gallbladder that showed it was full of stones and some enlarged 
lymph nodes. I had my gallbladder taken out on a Monday, I was jaun-
diced by Friday, and I was back in the hospital. They did many tests, 
and they told me I had Hodgkin’s Lymphoma. I spent 3 weeks in the 
hospital, and started chemotherapy. 

I was discharged, and then readmitted 6 days later, with complications 
from chemotherapy. I had an infection in my blood, very low white and 
red blood cells, and my bilirubin was up to 26. I had blood transfusions, 
antibiotics, platelets, etc. During my second time in the hospital, I was 
in a private room, which was kind of nice, because the other time I had 
a roommate who would snore, and sleeping was rough. At times I 
wasn’t feeling too good, but not as bad as people told me I looked. My 
oncologist told me I was the sickest person on that unit, but I know that 
God was sustaining me.

During my time in bed I would pray and thank the Lord for my healing. 
Then one day the Lord gave me a vision—it was so beautiful. The vi-
sion was of angels that were all around me. There was an angel on ei-
ther side of my bed, and one above me. There were also two very big 
angels that were at the foot of my bed; they were sitting at a doorway 
that was looking out onto a field. These two angels never turned to look 
at me. They were dressed like warriors, with shields in front of them, 
ready to fight and protect. 

Pastor Jerry came to see me many times in the hospital. He also would 
call to hear what my blood work report was, and what the doctors had 
said. When he came to see me, he would squeeze my swollen legs, 
which looked like tree trunks, and were very cold, and pray over them. 
He also would try to get me to eat. He gave me books, much encour-
agement, and prayer. 



My wife Sonia was at the hospital every day. She worked during the 
day, and then saw me every night. We would pray together, and we 
would speak the word of God. She would start a scripture and I would 
finish it. Before she left at night, we would pray about the blood results 
of the day. So, if I had low sodium, we would speak to the blood for the 
sodium to be normal.

Another vision the Lord gave me involved my being in a room that was 
very bright, but the light didn’t bother my eyes. The source of the light 
was coming from Jesus, who was standing behind me. He was talking 
to me, and telling me not to fear the enemy, because I have the same 
power as He (Jesus) does to fight him. He was telling me that by speak-
ing the word, the devil will flee. As Jesus told me this, the door in front 
of me opened, and the devil came out; and he was small, looking noth-
ing like you would think he would. He was shown to me as something I 
wouldn’t fear. Jesus told me to tell him to bow, that he has no power 
over me, to leave me alone, that I am covered by His blood, and no 
weapon formed against me shall prosper. I saw the devil tremble before 
me; I felt so free and at peace.

The time came for the doctor to come in to see me during his rounds, 
and it wasn’t my regular doctor, but one of his associates. When this 
doctor came in, the first thing he said was how would I like to be on a 
respirator. Then he told me how I was doing, which didn’t sound too 
good. He felt like I wasn’t going to make it, and that the cancer was 
winning. He also told me he was going to notify hospice to have a 
meeting with me. I wanted my regular doctor to tell me that my days 
were numbered, and I got angry. My wife, a social worker, the oncol-
ogy nurse practitioner, Pastor Jerry, and I were all in the room together, 
discussing my case and options. I said I wanted to talk to my doctor 
and see what he said. I also said that I wasn’t giving up. The next day, 
my doctor showed up, and decided that if we could get my sodium up, 
we could continue chemotherapy.

During the next few days my sodium came up, and my bilirubin 
count, which the nurse practitioner days earlier said was hovering 
around 11–13, was also coming down. A few weeks ago it was 26, and 



it was coming down! Then we began chemotherapy again.  This time I 
didn’t have all the problems after chemotherapy. Then I was finally dis-
charged a week later.

When I got home I weighed 105 lbs; and now I’m about 135 lbs.  I fin-
ished chemotherapy December 5, 2011, and my PET scan said I was 
cancer free on January 6, 2011.

I want to thank Reach out Fellowship for their prayers, and thank the 
Lord for my healing, and for helping me everyday.



SONIA'S TESTIMONY

I’m not going to say that it was easy to be strong throughout Tom’s 
sickness. It’s easy to tell someone that "by His stripes, ye were healed", 
and hope they receive that. I will never know what Tom was truly going 
through; all I could do was feed him scriptures that the Lord had given 
me, and hope he was receiving it.

I know it was the Lord that gave me the strength to get through this. 
The first hospital stay was 19 days, and 6 days later he went back for a 
second stay of 27 days. We don’t have family here in New York, so it 
was just the two of us most of the time, except for Pastor Jerry, Henry, 
Ozzie, and Diana, who visited often. I was able to work my 8 hours, 
take care of our 2 dogs and cat, and still have time to be with Tom. I 
usually spent 3 hours a night with him. I went to the hospital 2 times on 
the weekends, only going home to take out and feed our pets. I just kept 
remembering the scripture from 2 Cor. 12:10 "For when I am weak, 
then am I strong".  

There were times when I was attacked with doubt. Satan tried to get me 
to waver, but as soon as those thoughts came into my head, I would re-
member the scripture in 2 Cor. 10:5, “casting down imaginations and 
every high thing that exalteth itself against the knowledge of God, and 
bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ.” Then 
I would remind Satan that he had no power over me, and that "no 
weapon formed against me shall prosper". 

The Lord would give me scriptures and I would say them. I said the 
scriptures out loud, especially when I was in the shower in the morning.  
I would thank God that Tom was already healed, and then start to recite 
scriptures, like Psalm 107:20. "He sent his word and healed them, and 
delivered them from their destructions". I would say scriptures out loud 
whenever I could. Mark 11:23 says, " whosoever shall say unto this 
mountain, Be thou removed, and be thou cast into the sea; and shall not 
doubt in his heart, but shall believe that those things which he saith 
shall come to pass; he shall have whatsoever he saith".



I knew I had to have Tom say scriptures out loud. "Faith cometh by 
hearing and hearing by the word of God" (Romans 10:17). I would say 
to him, "By His stripes…" and Tom would say, "I am healed". We 
would go back and forth with scriptures. The medications Tom was on 
were making it difficult for him to read, so I would read to him also.

Every night I would lay my hands on him, reciting Mark 16:18, "they 
shall lay hands on the sick, and they shall recover". We would pray for 
his healing, giving thanks to God that it was already done. We would 
go over Tom’s blood results, or medical updates. For example, if his red 
blood cells were low, we would speak to the red blood cells to be nor-
mal.  Tom’s bilirubin was 26 at one point, and normal is below 1.6, so 
he was really yellow. Every day I thanked God that Tom’s liver was al-
ready healed, and that his bilirubin was normal, no matter what the doc-
tors said. I had to walk by faith, not by sight, every day when I saw 
Tom and his color.  I had to look past the color and praise the Lord that 
his blood work was normal, and he was healed.

Tom was in pretty bad shape; he was in pain, he had lost weight, and he 
was weak.  I didn’t know what was happening to him, or what the doc-
tors and nurses were telling him when I wasn’t there. Was he praying 
on his own? Was he depressed? Was he reciting scripture alone? I 
couldn’t be there during the day, because of work, and I would pray 
every day for God to surround Tom with his angels, to help protect him 
from the wiles of the devil (Eph.6:11).  

It was sometime later when Tom had told me about the angels he was 
seeing. I was curious about them, and would sometimes ask him if they 
were there when I was, and he would say yes. It gave me some sense of 
comfort, knowing that he truly was not alone while I wasn’t there. I 
knew God had answered my prayer to protect him, and I know Tom 
was seeing in the spirit.

One day I got a phone call from a social worker at the hospital. She told 
me I needed to come to the hospital, because the doctors were advising 
hospice care, and weren’t going to treat him anymore. Pastor Jerry was 



there, along with Tom, the social worker, and oncology unit nurse 
practitioner. They told us nothing further could be done for Tom medi-
cally. I remember the nurse say that his bilirubin was hovering around 
11-13.  Well, I thought, a few weeks ago it was 26, and now it’s down, 
and they aren’t seeing that. I knew that Tom’s healing was in progress, 
because there had been no chemotherapy for a few weeks, yet his liver 
was being healed. Tom was angry at the meeting, and said that he was 
not giving up.  His electrolytes and sodium levels were low, and the 
doctor said if they could get his sodium up, we could try chemotherapy 
again. Well, his sodium came up, his blood tests were improving, so 
they could start chemotherapy again.  

Tom was looking and feeling better, and the swelling in his legs was 
going down. He started to eat a little, and he had physical therapy with 
a walker. Then he was finally discharged.  

God was so good. He provided help for Tom while I was at work by 
having my father from Florida stay with us for 2 weeks. That was just 
enough time for Tom to not need the walker, and put on a little weight. 
Then my sister from Maryland came up for a week and helped. So God 
had provided for Tom’s recovery too. He started to drive, be alone in 
the house, and cook for himself.

God kept his promises that are in His word, and He never changes! We 
just did our part by praying, speaking to the mountains, and believing, 
and the word that is sharper than any two-edged sword did the rest. 
Praise the Lord for all of his instructions in the word of God. Praise the 
Lord for the leading and guidance of the Holy Spirit, and I thank God 
for Pastor and everyone at Reach Out Fellowship.


