Our Great Physician Jesus Christ 

by Mrs. David (Linda) Peachy

In 1996 I became very ill. We went to our family doctor and she said there seemed to be infection in my body. I was running a high fever and was growing weaker every day. She prescribed antibiotics and sent me to our local hospital for x-rays. The x-rays did not show what she was looking for, and I did not improve, but continued to grow weaker. 
On a Thursday evening our two boys and their families were with us, and they saw that I was turning a yellowish color. They, with my husband decided to take me to Centre Community Hospital in State College. One of our sons took my husband and me to this hospital about 45 minutes away from our place. 

When we arrived at the hospital, there were soon doctors and nurses on my case. I was placed on oxygen, IVs, and the heart monitor. My sugar and blood pressure were high. My lungs had excess fluid. For the next few days there were many tests done, which only confused the doctors. They finally called it a viral disease (hepatitis), but they didn’t know which kind. By this time there were six doctors on my case. Doctor Wolfe was the main one, whom we will always remember as very open and honest. During this time I was allowed only liquids. 

On Saturday evening I told my husband to call our pastor and ask him to anoint me with oil as taught in James 5. At that time I was still in the Constant Care Unit. On Sunday morning I awoke and had such peace in my heart. Though weakened in body, my spirit took wings. I sang and praised God all morning. 
On Sunday P.M. my desire was granted and I was anointed with oil in the name of Jesus. God became so real to me, and He gave me a blessed assurance that soon I would be a healed, healthy wife, mother and grandmother again. This peace sustained me through the weeks ahead. When I was released from the hospital, the medical doctor told us there is no modern medication for my sickness. He therefore released me to go home if my family would care for me. Doctor Wolfe also made it very clear that my condition was such that if my pancreas stopped working I would die. He gave very little hope of surviving this illness, which they now diagnosed as pancreatitis. 

I went home from the hospital trusting God and the witness I had from Him in my heart. My family and friends visited and blest us with prayer and food, and much love, thanks to God. 
With Jesus by my side and carrying me through the valley of the shadow of death, my soul rejoiced. I raised my weakened arms to Him in prayer. I could honestly say, “Thy will be done; whether I live or die, I am your child.” My husband faithfully cared for me day and night. As the days passed by, I felt my strength returning, and my feelings of sickness leaving. In three month’s time, God had restored my health to normal. Praise His holy Name. The Great Physician carried me through, not because I am worthy, but because He is worthy of all honor, glory and praise. He is indeed my all in all! He is coming soon. 

