Little Grandma
      My grandmother or "Little Grandma" (that's because she was so short and tiny) was what you called a "Holy Roller."  I mean she was "Holiness."  She wore her skirts down to her ankles and her hair up in a braid.  We didn't go to the same church because when she went to church she actually shouted!  And we didn't do that at our church.  The world looks different to an eight year old.  I really didn't care about religious stuff.  I just loved my grandmother, even though she always made me read the Bible whenever she came to visit.  And she even made me memorize the 23rd and the 100th Psalms!  But it was because of my grandmother that I saw my first miracle.

      I don't remember exact details or how it all happened, after all that was over thirty years ago.  But this is what I do recall.  My parents weren't home and my grandmother was watching us, that is me and my older brother.  All of a sudden, I heard screaming.  My brother came running to my grandmother, his hand covered with blood.  I was a little afraid, seeing so much blood, but I knew what was going to happen next.  The same old thing: going to the sink, washing out the wound, applying medication and a bandage.  My mom had done this hundreds of times but to my surprise that's not what happened at all.

  My grandmother put her hand over my brother's hand and in a calm, quiet voice, almost like a whisper, she began to pray.  I couldn't believe it!  I mean my brother's hand was really bleeding and all my grandmother did was pray.  She prayed and prayed and prayed!  I could tell that my grandmother really believed what she was saying.  I could feel the power in her words.  It was truly a prayer from the heart.  And when she finished praying, my brother's hand was no longer bleeding!  

      I don't remember what happened after that.  I don't know if my grandmother shouted and praised God for healing her grandson's hand though I imagine she did.  I only know that I saw a miracle that day.  And from that day on I believed!  I knew Jesus was real!  My grandmother passed away a couple of years after that.  But the love she left behind still lives today.  And now that I think back, two miracles happened that day.  I love my Little Grandma because through her I got to know God.




Truly, I say to you, whoever says to this mountain, "Be taken

up and cast into the sea" and does not doubt in his heart, but believes that

what he says will come to pass, it will be done for him.

Mark 11:23
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