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“Who Himself bore our sins in 
His own body on the tree, that 
we, having died to sins, might 

live for righteousness--by whose 
stripes you were healed.” 

(1 John 4:4)





Abby’s seat in class was empty again. She hadn’t been in school for 
the whole week, and our teacher, Miss Claudette said she was sick and 
had to be admitted to the hospital.

I had planned to visit her after school, and my mom had agreed. 
Thank God it’s Friday! I could hardly wait for the closing bell to go off. 





At the close of school, I ran to Lynda’s 
class. She was Abby’s elder sister. She had 
promised to take me to see Abby at the 
hospital. She was arranging the books in her 
bag when I saw her. I told her I was ready.

As we walked down the hallway, I asked if 
Abby had gotten any better.

“She’s very sick still, Ivy,” she said with a 
sad tone, trying hard to hold back her tears. 
“I don’t know what might happen next. The 
doctors say she will be referred to another 
hospital where she would be given a better 
treatment, but my mom says our insurance 
can’t cover her treatment there.”

“She’ll be fine,” I said calmly while placing 
my hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry, 
Lynda.”

“I’m trying not to,” Lynda said. “Do you 
think she’ll come out of the sickness?”

I nodded vigorously. 
How are you so sure of that?” Lynda 

asked.
“I had a similar incident,” I replied. “I’ll tell 

you when we’re on the bus.”



We walked down to where the school bus was 
parked and boarded it. We found an empty seat 
at the rear of the bus. The hospital was a twenty-
minute drive from our school.

As the bus drove out of the school compound 
into the major road that led to the heart of the 
city, we sat quietly thinking about Abby.

Then I began to tell Lynda my story…. 



When I turned five, I found out I couldn’t do 
some of the things my classmates did. I couldn’t run 
during sports; whenever I did, I would get tired and 
had difficulty breathing properly. 

At home, it was difficult to play with my cat 
because I would sneeze over and over again until I 
felt pain in my chest.





Lynda said rhetorically with a 
surprised, “I can imagine how painful that 
must have been for you.”

“But it stopped,” I said. “Now, I’m super 
healthy.” 

“How did it happen?” Lynda asked. 

“One day,” I said, “the pain became 
so upsetting and unbearable that my 
parents took me to the hospital. The nurses 
immediately wheeled me on a stretcher to 
the emergency ward, where I was attended 
to by some doctors. They did what they 
could, and also ran several checks on me. 
I was in the hospital for a couple of days. 
Afterwards, I felt a little better. But then, it 
became a routine to go for check up with 
the doctor every week.”

“What was the nature of your illness?” 
Lynda asked.

“The doctors said I had acute asthma,” I 
replied. “So, I have to be careful of animals, 
dust, cold, and so on.”



“For some people, their asthma isn’t that bad, it didn’t matter all 
that much if they left their inhaler at home or forgot to take it along 
with them. 

“But if I did, that would mean being placed on admission again, 
because the attacks were frequent and unexpectedly. The wheezing 
would start, and it was as though I was trying to breathe through a 
plastic bag. 



“Since my last admission to the emergency room, my mom had 
attached a spare inhaler to a string which she knotted firmly to the 
belt loops of the jeans I had planned to wear. This was how she 
could be sure I was safe.”





“That must have been very difficult for you,” Lynda said 
kindly. “You’re nine years old now, right?” 

I nodded.
“But I see you’re no longer with your inhaler,” she said. 

“How did the treatment at the hospital help you?” 
“No,” I replied. “The treatment made my life very difficult, 

but God’s Word helped me out. It was a miracle!”
Lynda looked surprised again, more puzzled than 

surprised. I knew exactly what she had in mind.
“How?” Lynda asked. I told her my testimony …



One day, while attending 
the Sunday School in church, my 
Sunday School Teacher opened 
the Bible, and read from John 
3:16, “For God so loved the 
world that He gave His only 
begotten Son, that whoever 
believes in Him should not 
perish but have everlasting life.”

Then she said to us, “God 
sent Jesus to die for you, and by 
believing in Him and declaring 
Him Lord of your life, you’ll 
be saved. This is the greatest 
blessing anyone could have.”



I believed everything Ms. 
Gina said. She prayed with me, 
and showed me how to receive 
Jesus as my Lord.  

When I was through praying, 
I knew I was a different person, 
and as the scripture says, I am 
born again.

“So, what then happened?” 
Lynda interrupted.

I continued ….





I told Ms. Gina that I was a sickly person and I 
was scared to live a normal life like every other kid 
because the doctors said I might put my life at risk 
if I did.

Ms. Gina assured me, “As God’s child you have 
God’s life in you, and that life has destroyed the 
sickness in your body.”

I asked if it was really true I didn’t have to be sick 
anymore.

“Yes, it’s true,” Ms. Gina assured me again. “Not 
only were you healed, you have become healthy 
too. You must be conscious of what Jesus did for 
you and declare it. Healing and health are your 
God-given blessings through faith in Christ.”





“I have never heard that before,” Lynda 
interrupted again, and then asked, “But 
how does this life work?” 

I smiled. “I asked the same question too 
and she said: I must believe and act on 
what God’s Word says about my health. 
Then I should speak forth healing to my 
body.”

“I didn’t really get it,” Lynda said. “You 
mean Ms. Gina said you could speak 
healing to your body?”

“Yes!” I said emphatically. “If you had 
pain or disease in your body, or you tripped 
and got injured, or you accidentally kicked 
a stone; instead of screaming and crying, 
lay your hands on where you’re hurting 
and command it to heal.”





Lynda took a keen interest in what 
I said. I guessed she wanted to hear 
more.

“So, is that how your asthma 
stopped?” she asked. 

I laughed. “Yes. I acted on God’s 
Word and it stopped.”

“Act on God’s Word?” Lynda asked. 
“Did your asthma go immediately Ms. 
Gina introduced you into this “acting” 
thing?”

“I can’t recall if anything much 
happened that day,” I said. “But I 
believed every word she said because 
God’s Word says so. Then, I began to 
act as though I had no asthma.”  

“So, that was how you got over your 
sickness?” Lynda asked. 

“Yes!” I said. “But one day, 
something happened.”

“Tell me what happened,” Lynda 
probed.



The sun was setting as the bus 
pulled to a halt in a neighbourhood. 
Some of our friends alighted, and 
waved we waved to them. After a 
couple of more minutes, the bus 
stopped again with a jerk. More of 
our friends got down, and we waved 
again to them.

The bus started again with a roar 
and drove down the street leading to 
the hospital. 







Oh yes, I was back, to Lynda’s question 
how I got healed of asthma. I took a deep 
breath in, and told her the incident … how it 
all happened.

I was asleep in my room and in the middle 
of the night, suddenly I couldn’t sleep and my 
breathing was difficult. I was having another 
asthma attack. It’s like someone placed a ten-
pound weight on my chest.

By this time, I had stopped using my 
inhaler, so, I couldn’t find it where I usually 
kept it.

If only I could talk, I knew my mom would 
be in my room in ten seconds. I didn’t know 
how she did it but she always found a way to 
hear even if it’s just a whisper. But this time, I 
couldn’t muster the strength to say a word.

I scrambled for my phone on my reading 
table. At least I could dial my mom’s number 
I thought, but my mum’s cell phone was 
turned off. I guessed she must have forgotten 
to recharged her cell phone. 



Lynda looked scared. “Were you afraid something terrible might 
happen to you?”

“Yes, I was scared at first. But then, I remembered what God’s 
Word says about me …my health …and who I am in Christ.”

Lynda’s eyes popped wide open as though she could see 
everything that actually happened through my eyes. 

I continued talking without looking into her eyes...



Although I couldn’t recall the exact place it was written, the 
words of Jesus poured into my heart, “Most assuredly, I say to you, 
he who believes in me has everlasting life.”

Then I placed my hand on my chest …



But then, our bus made 
a squeaking and hissing 
sound as it ground to a halt 
in front of the hospital, our 
destination. 

“Oh no, we’re at the 
hospital already?” Lynda said 
with a tone of sadness.

“Look,” I said pointing 
Lynda’s attention to the 
notice. “We’re just in time 
before the visiting hours were 
over.”

“You’re right,” Lynda 
agreed. “But I’m yet to hear 
the rest of your story.”

“You will,” I replied with a 
smile as we alighted the bus. 
“Let’s check on Abby first.”





We met a nurse in the hospital, who led us 
to Abby’s room.

“Abby,” the nurse said with a smile as she 
opened the door to her room, “you have 
visitors.”

“Yes, yes, I’ve been expecting them,” Abby 
said excitedly. “My mom called earlier to tell 
me Lynda will be visiting with my friend, Ivy.”

“Come right in girls,” the nurse said to us. 
“Remember, the visiting hour is almost over.”  







The Sun shone through the oval window, casting its square frames 
on the glossy stone floor. The room was simple, slightly decorated 
with beautiful paintings on the white walls.

Abby’s eyes were pale, blue, but so watery you’d almost expect 
them to drop tears. I sat beside her and held both her hands. 





We talked about everything – school, 
home, our parents, and of course, my first 
day in school. We laughed and chattered on.

“I might be missing all that soon,” Abby 
said with a tone of sadness. “I’m diagnosed 
with leukaemia.”

“You’ll be fine,” I said still holding her 
hands. “Abby, don’t worry.”

 “I’m scared,” Abby said.
“I know how it feels like,” I said, trying 

to console her. “I used to miss school a lot 
some time ago because I was always sick.”

“Really,” Abby said.
“Yes,” I replied. “But it stopped. Now, I’m 

super healthy.”
“She told me about it on our way here,” 

Lynda interjected. “I didn’t get to hear what 
happened in the end. Could you tell Abby 
and I again?”

I went over my experience, narrating it as 
simple as I could. Abby listened with rapt 
attention, and so did Lynda as though she 
was hearing it for the first time.

I went on and on and got to the part I left 
off with Lynda.



I was scared I was going 
to die, and my mom wasn’t 
there to help me. But then, 
I remembered what God’s 
Word says about me …my 
health …and who I am in 
Christ.

Then I placed my hand 
on my chest, and declared 
under my breath, ‘I believe 
in Jesus; therefore, I have 
His life in me. The Lord is the 
strength of my life, therefore 
I’m not afraid. 

As I spoke, I became 
stronger, and my voice was 
louder. Suddenly, I spoke up 
real loud, ‘I have the life of 
God in me! You asthma, get 
out of my body now in the 
Name of Jesus.’





Immediately, I felt relieved. 
Gradually, I began to take a 
deep breath. I took in another 
deep breath, and another 
and another. Then I began to 
breathe normally.

From that day, I stopped 
being sick. After my third 
regular check with the doctor, 
I was told I didn’t need my 
medications anymore, there 
was no trace of asthma in me.

“Really?” Lynda said with 
excitement.



“If you believe what God’s Word says,” I replied. 
“I believe every word you said from God’s Word,” 

Abby said. “I know I can be healed too.”

I smiled and said, “I’ve 
got my life back – I’m super-
healthy now and always.”

“Do you think I can have 
my life back just like you had 
yours?” Abby asked.





We held our hands together and prayed. 
That day, I was glad Abby and Lynda made 
Jesus their Lord and Saviour. 



“Wow! This is amazing,” 
Lynda exclaimed. “I can’t wait 
to tell my friends about Jesus.”

“And we can’t wait to see 
Abby come out from the 
hospital,” I added.

We giggled.







Two weeks had passed, 
and it was the start of 
another week in school. 
Guess who I saw sitting in 
the classroom? It was Abby! 
She was in class smiling, 
laughing and telling everyone 
she was fine.





“Hello Abby,” I said happily. 
Abby turned and stood up to 

hug me. “Thanks, Ivy!” she said. 
“My sister and I told our mom and 
everyone in the house your story.”

“Really?” I said.
“After listening to all I had to 

say,” Abby continued. “I told them 
I was healed, and I needed to be 
re-examined. 



“A week later, the result was 
out and it read negative, I had 
no trace of leukaemia! It was as 
though I had never been sick! And 
now, I’m back in school.”

“That’s great news!” I shouted. 
“Thank you, Jesus.”

“The amazing thing about your 
testimony is that it spurred my 
family to rededicate their lives to 
Christ,” Abby said with a smile.

I smiled back at her.







“We didn’t know there’s more to 
Christianity than just going to church,” 
Abby said. “Now, knowing Jesus is 
living the God-kind of life that keeps 
us healthy, prosperous and successful. 
What a life!”

“I’m so glad to hear this,” I said.



“What’s more,” Abby said as she put 
her arm around me, “Now, I can say 
what you always say.”

“I know it,” I said and pulled my 
hands around her shoulders too.

‘I’m super healthy!” We chorused 
together.





We laughed and gave each 
other a high five. I was glad 
Abby was back in school, hale 
and hearty. We spoke some 
more until Miss Claudette, our 
class teacher, walked in.

Then I went to my seat and 
pondered on Abby said. It’s so 
amazing to know we can be 
super healthy by trusting and 
acting on God’s Word. That’s 
what will always make us 
“Super-healthy.”




