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Donnie was my young community evangelist who
helped me establish Uptown Baptist Church in 1976. His enthusiasm
for Christ and his charismatic story-telling abilities drew young
and old alike into a relationship with Christ. In fact, he is known
as the story man.

The stories in this book are true-life
stories that will encourage you to exercise your faith in Christ to
experience your own great adventures and victories. Donnie’s
stories remind me of those early years of miraculous events we
enjoyed together.

That is what young believers do - they come
to Christ as children of faith believing that God can do anything.
These God-events prove that Donnie’s God is God. Stay
expectant in your faith and see what great things God has for
you.

 


Rev. James Queen

Founder of Uptown Baptist Church

Retired Executive Director of Chicago
Metropolitan Baptist Association

 



I will open my mouth and tell stories. I
will speak about things that were hidden. They happened a long time
ago. We won’t hide them from our children. We will tell them to
those who live after us. We will tell them about what the LORD has
done that is worthy of praise. We will talk about his power and the
wonderful things he has done.

Psalm 78:2 & 4

 


 



 Preface

 


 


First John 1:1-4, “That which was from the
beginning, which we have heard, which we have seen with our eyes,
which we have looked upon and our hands have handled, concerning
the Word of Life- the life was manifested, and we have seen, and
bear witness, and declare to you that eternal life which was with
the Father and was manifested to us, that which we have seen and
heard we declare to you, that you also may have fellowship with us,
and truly our fellowship is with the Father and with the His Son
Jesus the Christ. These things we write to you that your joy may be
full.”

These verses are so appropriate for the
events of this book. These are the eye witness accounts of the
extraordinary events of God in my life that I want to share in
order to encourage other believers. My purpose is to increase your
faith in the power of Christ in your life. These are the stories
that have anchored my faith in never turning back to the darkness
but continuing in light, His light, to the finishing of my
faith.

My hope is that through these events you will
begin to recognize His daily work in your life and give Him the
praise for it. Psalm 34 is the pinnacle of my existence. “I will
bless the Lord at all times: His praise shall continually be in my
mouth. My soul shall make its boast in the Lord: The humble shall
hear of it and be glad. Oh magnify the Lord with me, and let us
exalt His name together.”

If these stories increase your faith and move
you to a higher praise of Him, then these words will have
accomplished that which they were intended to do.

 


Blessings to you,

Don (Caleb) McCain

A messenger of the Lord Jesus Christ

 


 



 Chapter 1

Saved From Eternal Death

 


 


I was 20 years old and in love.

I attended church with my girlfriend, whom I
planned to marry. I really didn’t believe all those church
stories about Jesus. I only attended to please her.

My girlfriend, on the other hand, was a
devout Christian, and she knew that to be unequally yoked was not
God’s way. She did the right thing. She broke it off with me.

I could not accept that her church beliefs
were the real reason (I truly was clueless), so I parked across the
street from her house night after night waiting to see the new guy
who had taken my place. No one ever showed up, to take her out.

I called her, and she continued to say, “It’s
Jesus. He is the other man, and I cannot disappoint Him.”

My friends wanted to help me out in the only
way they knew how. We’d hang out all night, go to bars and get
wasted. It didn’t help.

I was hurting badly, so badly that I decided
the only way to end the pain was to take my own life. I had it all
planned out. I was going to take my car down the Interstate, crank
it up to 100 miles per hour and hit an over pass.

It was a relief to think the pain of that
broken relationship was finally going to end. The fateful night
arrived, and off I went. I punched the accelerator harder, picked
up speed, faster and faster. The overpass came into view. This was
the end.

But something happened. Something deep down
inside of me cried out. I don’t know what to call it. Maybe it was
fear, or sheer panic, but instinctively I knew that if I hit the
bridge, the next moment I would be in hell.

I slowed the car down and pulled over to the
side of the road. The sense of terror over the state of my eternal
soul was overwhelming. I had already decided that this Jesus
thing was just a man-made crutch for the weak, but now I wasn’t so
sure. There was a battle raging way down deep inside of me, and I
knew I needed to make a choice. I just wasn’t really sure what the
choices were.

I meditated on this fear that had reared up
inside of me as I drove back to my home - a three- bedroom
mobile-home in a trailer park.

I went to my bedroom, undressed and crawled
into bed. The longer I laid there, the more confused and angry I
grew. I finally got so mad I cried out loud, “I can’t live in this
world and I can’t leave this world. Nobody cares about me!”

At that moment I had one of the most dramatic
experiences of my life. I heard an audible voice thunder in my
room. It was loud, yet comforting.

“I have always loved you and I will never
leave you nor forsake you.”

Those words might sound familiar to you, but
I didn’t know there were verses in the Bible that said the same
thing. (Deuteronomy 31:6, Hebrews 13:6, Joshua 1:5, just to name a
few). What I did know was this was truly the voice of God.

My first impulse was repentance. I didn’t
think about it. I just responded.

“Oh my God, you are real! I am so
sorry for the mess I’ve made of my life. I want you.”

Immediately I felt the proverbial peace like
a river flood over me. I didn’t understand why, but I knew
everything would be alright from that moment on. I lay back down
and slept peacefully for the rest of the night.

It’s true. His mercies are new every morning.
I awoke a new man in Christ Jesus, full of peace and joy.

It’s funny, but my thoughts turned to Him
whom I knew nothing about, and the desire to know Him had replaced
the loneliness in my heart for my former girlfriend. I found myself
talking to God, just talking to Him. I wouldn’t call it prayer,
because I didn’t know anything about praying, much less how to do
it.

I picked up an old King James Bible I
received as a high school graduation present and started reading.
It was tough. I have a hard enough time with American English, but
Elizabethan English was something else altogether. I guess I
thought God just talked funny. But it’s okay; at least He talks. I
assumed I would figure Him out sooner or later.

All I knew was I was in love with Him. He had
shed His love abroad in my heart, and I just responded to that love
even though I didn’t understand a word I was reading.

I was too new in the journey to know that
only Spirit can reveal the Spirit. I found that out later.

 


 



 Chapter 2

The Call

 


 


I stopped hanging out with my drinking
buddies. Actually, they stopped hanging out with me after I shared
this encounter with God. They felt sorry for me. They thought I had
lost my mind because of this girl. But feeling sorry for me didn’t
equate to wanting to spend time with me.

My old friends were gone and I hadn’t made
any new friends. Over all, it was a pretty lonely time but I was
alright with that. I had never felt this clean and safe in my
entire life. I didn’t have any flesh-and-blood friends to talk to,
so I just talked to this invisible friend called Jesus. I couldn’t
see Him but I knew He was there.

One night while sleeping I had a bizarre
dream, and in the dream I heard a knock at the door. When I opened
the door, there stood Billy Graham. I said, You’re Billy
Graham. He said, And you’re Don McCain. Won’t you come?
I remembered watching Dr. Graham’s crusades on TV when I was a boy
and at the end of the service he would always say that. Won’t
you come?

In my dream I replied, Yes. It was as
if I was a TV cameraman, filming the whole event.

The dream shifted and the next thing I saw
was Dr. Graham and I, sitting on a white bench in the park. He was
talking to me, and I knew he was teaching me about Jesus. There was
no sound; just a knowing.

The dream shifted again and I had a camera
shot view of a football coliseum. As the camera panned down through
the crowd to the field I saw a long box and a pulpit with a speaker
behind it. I thought, This is a Billy Graham crusade.

The sound came on and there was a close up of
the speaker. It was me, with my arms stretched out, just
like Billy Graham would do.

Here lies a man who gave his whole life
for the Gospel of Jesus Christ, I said. I was giving his
eulogy. I ended with my arms stretched out wide, saying, Won’t
you come?

I awoke, standing in the hall of that trailer
with my arms stretched out, saying over and over, Won’t you
come? Won’t you come?

I have never before or after walked in my
sleep and I don’t mind admitting, it scared me. I went back to my
bed, pulled the covers over my head and slept that way till
morning.

I forgot about the dream as soon as I
awakened the next morning. I showered and dressed and went off to
work, as usual. I worked as the manager in the men’s and boys’
clothing department at the brand new K-mart in Granite City,
Illinois. I went about my daily routine; stocking shelves, making
schedules, helping customers. I carried an armload of sports coats
to a circular display stand and was arranging them by price point
when I felt the presence of someone behind me.

I turned to see an old man standing there,
just staring at me.

“So, God has called you to preach,” he
said.

“Not me,” I replied.

“Are you sure God has not called you to
preach?” the old man pressed.

I said, “Would you like to try on a sport
coat?”

“I can do that,” he replied.

I sized him up and slipped a jacket on
him.

“Are you sure God has not called you to
preach the Gospel?” he asked once again.

I just smiled and said, “No. I sell
clothes.”

Out of nowhere the old man said, “Tell me
about the dream you had last night.”

If I thought the conversation had been a
little strange before, now I was sure of it. In fact, I was more
than a little freaked out. I slowly removed the jacket and turned
my back on the man. While I was hanging the jacket back up, he
said, “I believe God has called you to preach the Gospel.”

When I turned back around to deny it, he was
gone. The little old man was just...gone! I ran all around the
store looking for the old man, but he was nowhere to be found. I
thought I was losing my mind.

That night I called my uncle who worked in
Chicago, and asked if I could come and work for him. He wanted to
know if I was in some kind of trouble.

I told him, “You have no idea of the trouble
I’m in.”

He told me to come on, so I did. I moved to
Chicago and I started working for him at a loan company. He gave me
the position of repo man. My job was to go and take stuff away from
people...poor people.

I tried putting Jesus and the old man out of
my thoughts, but it wasn’t working too well. I had only been on the
job for a couple weeks when I was sent to repossess a TV from a
poor family in the inner city. When I got to the house, I saw a
child, dirty and hardly clothed. I never made it inside.

I broke down and had a crying fit as the
reality of abject poverty washed over me. I drove back to the
office. I was still crying hard when I walked in. My uncle started
tearing up and he asked what happened.

“God is calling me to preach His Gospel,” I
managed between snuffles. “I’ve got to go home now. I can’t run any
longer.”

My uncle left the office with me to help me
pack. I left for home that very hour.

Shiloh, Illinois was a little, one gas-pump
town, and it was a good thing because by the time I got there I was
out of gas. I pulled up to the fuel pump and Dale Hewitt, a guy I
had gone to high school with, came up to pump the gas (that was
before the days of self-service gas stations). He recognized me and
reached through my window to give me a hug.

I’ll admit his reaction to seeing me freaked
me out just a little. I got out of the car and Dale hugged me all
the more.

“Don McCain, God loves you,” he said. “My mom
and I have been praying for the last two years that you would come
to Christ.”

I began to cry again and told Dale, “I
received Christ but don’t know what to do next.” He told me take my
stuff home, get unpacked, then come to his house.

I did just that. I met him at his house. From
that time on Dale and his mother began to teach me the Word.

Dale introduced me to several of his friends
and we started hanging out together. Every night we’d study the
things of God as a group. I was excited to find out how big God
really is.

I am still discovering that to this very
day.

One of my new friends bought a New American
Standard Bible and gave it to me to study with. It was great! I
could understand the English so much better than the King James
Version.

One Sunday night Dale preached his first
message. The whole gang was there. I don’t remember what Dale
preached about, but I remember the invitation time. I went forward.
The pastor met me down at the front and asked if I wanted to get
saved.

“No,” I said. “I’ve already been saved.”

The pastor looked confused and asked me why I
had walked the aisle.

“I am supposed to preach the Gospel, just
like Dale is doing,” I replied.

The pastor turned to the congregation and
said, “Well, we have another Dale on our hands.”
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Don with his 1972 Camero, running
from God.

 


The Charismatic renewal was in full swing as
inter-denominational groups of people started meeting together to
experience God more fully. The meetings we were involved with took
place every Friday night at Scott Air Force Base.

I had fractured my left wrist while playing
football, and the doctor had my arm in a removable cast (that is
important to know for what happens next). I went to one of our
Friday night meetings and experienced something entirely new.

The preacher declared that God is the same
yesterday, today and forever. He said, “If you need a miracle or
healing, He will do it today just as He did 2,000 years ago.”

I listened as people testified about being
prayed for and getting healed. It was pretty exciting.

That’s when it happened.

The preacher said, “There is someone here
tonight with a broken left wrist, and God is going to heal it.”

I started looking around for the person he
was talking about.

Coretta, Dale’s mother, leaned over and said,
“Don, that’s you.”

“No,” I said. “He has someone planted in the
group.”

Coretta just laughed.

The preacher looked right at me and said,
“Are you going to come up and get your healing or not?”

I slowly stood up and made my way to the
front. I figured he had made a big mistake and was going to be
embarrassed.
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