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New Breath, New Life for a New Day


I'm writing this book to encourage all who have been through a traumatic experience in their lives and are currently in the midst of a storm, trying to figure out what happened as they did not know of any storm forecast, not knowing that they would ever endure such turmoil and in one sweep, were pulled in the hurricane of the unknown. I've been there and a testimony of what God can do through your belief, all you need to do is to hold on, the end of the storm is near, closer than you think and the times normally when we feel at our lowest during the storm is when the sun want to protrude from the clouds and breakthrough is around the corner.


We tend to want then to submit to the enemy, well, I'm here to tell you that are the time that you need to press on and do not give up as the storm is near its end. This is my testimony and I hope this will be a light


In your darkness.


It was December, I believe it was the 9th 2011 and I was layingin bed when suddenly my hands started to itch uncontrollably, thinking it was nothing and as the old folk said you will receive money if your hand itches I thought nothing of it, little did I know that the storm was approaching even though it was a warm sunny day


But the storm was on the way. It was just a typical day and I went through my daily duties as normal.


Then, after a few days, my hands starting to feel this nonstop pain and it spread to my arms, thinking it


Might be some carpal tunnel, the tennis elbow type syndrome or a torn muscle, I thought, well it will only


Last a day, maybe then I'll be ok. Well, the pain did not subside, it got worse, nonstop pain 24/7, I was trying to cope with this pain, not knowing the warning being sent in my body of things to come. When you're stubborn it also does not do good as was I and I pressed on as the pain was bad but bearable, I did mine


Duties at work, office environment, high paced, telling myself all is well and it’s just a phase, but my inner spirit was sending me signals of storming dark clouds which I tried to hide by working harder and harder, my body telling, screaming at me to take it easy and to rest, which I ignored. The pain became worse, unbearable at most times. I went to see a doctor who prescribed medication for my pain.


Then the pain started to affect my sleep, waking me up with unbearable pain after an hour or so of sleep, not


Allowing me to sit or stand in one place, made me feel like the time I had kidney stones, just fifty times worse. Days would go by it just a constant state of pain, lack of sleep; I felt like I was going insane, literally, I know at this point you probably want to know what went wrong and how did I get through it? After the Storm as I looked back, I realized the metamorphoses I went through during this period and as you walk


Through your trail and even when you look around not perceiving God in your presence, rest assured that HE was and is also always there and you can only truly explain what God has done with you and through you, through the test, once you have gone through and looked back. Well, let me get back to my testimony. I started to feel confused and midway depressed due to the pain and lack of sleep. The only slight relief I would get is if I would lay on a hot bath, but once done, it would start over again. I went from doctor to doctor, drinking pain MEDs without any effect, well one fizzy pain tablet brought my relief the first time I took it, I can remember thinking, Thank you, this pain is over, but my happiness turned to sadness when the pain came back and the second and third pain tablet brought no relief anymore. The pain spread to my arms and at that point I felt at my lowest but more were to follow. Sometimes during your trial, you might get an upliftment but only for a short period and then you might again go through the endowment, I can tell you, it's just a test of your character that the enemy uses to attack your mind and emotions. After a month of nonstop pain, I can tell you that I never felt so low in my life, I wanted to die at that time, well not actually but I felt I could not go on. Well, God will not let you go through your storm alone. That old lady that is suddenly talking to you in the mall and gives you a word of encouragement, that cashier that gives you a smile even though you frown, that time you flipped channels and came upon a sermon and you want to change the channel but something is keeping you from listening to that sermon of encouragement, that is all in Gods good plan. God never said you wouldn't go through anything bad in your life, but he will walk with you through it all and at the end, you will know


Exactly where he was in the storm that is why you are still living, breathing testimony. I think the one thing the enemy knows is we are all vulnerable in our minds and he will start his attack there. Continuing with my story, it was a few weeks of constant pain, lack of sleep, no solution to the invisible destruction within my body, going from doctor to chiropractor, to pharmacist, nor could give me an answer, just pills that did not work. After a while, it started to affect me emotionally. You know the saying, up the creek without a paddle, that's how I felt and more, although I knew within that all will be ok, my flesh battled the mind and what currently is happening when. I got so desperate that I googled my symptoms and were referred via the web that a chiropractor would help. Well, I had no other option and decided to go and see one. I can remember taking my child to day care and my wife to work, where I would park my car and commute via public transport normally to go to work, I decided to drive that day to the chiropractor. I started to pick up while taking my wife to work that I'm losing strength in my arms, it became difficult to turn the wheel and I would, my foot would just slip of the clutch. I stopped at my wife's work and started to break down in tears, I  could not help myself, I kept in for too long, the suffering is taking its toll, I am at my last regarding a suggestion to what is happening to me. My wife consoled me as she always did and a lift. The chiropractor did some examination on me and told me to come tomorrow and it will be better, well it didn't, I left there the same as I came. When all is against us and the storm is approaching, we tend to rely on our own effort and when all else fail, we turn to God. If I look back now, I wish I had turned to Jesus earlier than banking on my own effort, but I believe God timing was perfect and I had to turn to him, exactly at the time I did, you see as I had nothing from a human perspective to do than to trust in our Lord. Well, things did not get better from there, it got worse, but I knew from there, I would never be alone again. I woke up one morning, not having drunk anything but having all the characteristics of a highly drunk individual. I walked with my hips swaying from side to side, uncontrollably. I felt strangely disoriented, not myself, and bloodshot eyes. My wife actually thought I was just acting like it in the beginning, to be honest, I was too confused over what is happening with my body, that I was just a passenger and my body was leading the way, even though not know north from south, etc. as my body would move in a direction my mind would not instruct. My wife wanted me to stay and home and I also felt as if I needed a break, but there was another motivation keeping me from going to work even though I felt as if my body was dying slowly. I was a very hard worker before and during the disease, training and motivating new office staff. I did it because I enjoyed it and superiors would then ask my daily to assist with showing new staff the way funny before I got sick, I was being praised for my hard work. Being talked about during management meetings and were offered a position as soon as executive management would sign if off. That is why I could not take a day off as my illness caused me to take off from work more frequently and one of the exceptions to getting this position was for me not to be off sick, as it was communicated to me. Well, the nightmare had just started. I walked to taking the taxi to commute to work, drunk like walk, red eyes, people walking past me looked as if they wanted to ask, this time of the morning, really? I was just determined to get to work. I realized I could not type with my finger, could not press the keys hard with my fingers to type. I thought, well this will blow over. I went to our break room to relax, made some coffee from the vending machine and took the cup, as soon as I took the cup in my hand, my wrist started shaking uncontrollably, leaving coffee everywhere and a mess that needed to be cleaned. Well, if it was, most people they would go rest, not me. I cleaned up, got another cup of coffee again, and went to the break room and guess what it happened again. Being confused, I went to sit in the break room high chair, but funnily I slipped off and landed on the floor, it felt as if I lost feeling and could not feel the chair while I touch the chair to sit. When things like this happened to you, a million things start to run through your mind, all not making sense. I decided to leave the break room and while walking to my desk, I suddenly collapsed and in a second of shock and in believing I jumped up and a few steps further, it happened again, luckily when no one was watching. Once I got to my chair, I decided to remain seated as it was the safest place currently. I toiled through the day and finally 5pm came, going home time. I felt disorientated and decided to take the stairs instead of the elevator as I did not have the strength to have a conversation as would normally happen and I thought maybe I need some exercise. Walking down the stairs, my legs felt wobbly, I held to the rail as I walked slowly down from the first floor to ground floor, my body started to feel heavier and heavier, I could not go on and I decided to sit down on a step and try to figure out what is happening, because no doctor could help me, even someone at a pharmacy I sought help at suggested indirectly it was all in my mind or was it? As I sat there, I started to question the reality of it all, was this all real? Am I losing my mind, I'm so tired, am I dreaming? As I sat there, some colleagues came down the stairs, saw me and immediately knew something was not right, I told them I did not have the strength and they led me to their car and took me home. They took me to my wife's work where my car is parked and I managed to gather the strength to drive home. Isn't it amazing how God's strength is made perfect in our weakness? At home, I was trying to figure out what is happening to me; I could feel my body losing strength, feeling and functions as if my body were slowly switching the lights off, one by one. I made an appointment with my local doctor the next day and drove there with my car, even though I felt weird and light-headed. I went alone as my wife was at work. I stopped at the medical practice, got out of my car, started walking with little control to the practice door and walked into reception, taking out my card to pay for my visit. Well, I guess I looked as awful as I felt as the staff just took me immediately to the back to lay on a bed, I was so fatigued, the sight and feel of layingwas like heaven, as if being on auto pilot I just went and at that point I was so desperate for help I did not worry about what will be done, as long as I can get help. My doctor came and did my blood pressure and told me my blood pressure very high. The doctor made an appointment to have been booked at a local public hospital, well, I did not think much of it and I can just remember feeling at peace, through the storm. I can remember going to sit afterwards in the waiting room chair to wait for the appointment card and as I received it, something shocking happened, I could not lift me from the chair to stand up to walk, my body started to lose function. I was so confused at this point as I can remember walking just now to this chair, driving before and now? Please God, this can't be happening, what is going on, I thought. One of the nursing staff, a very friendly woman assisted me to transfer to a wheelchair and I asked her to transport me to my car as I also started to lose function in my arms. Gosh, there I was, slowly progressing to paralysis or whatever this was and my mind was too headstrong that I still wanted to drive even though it was impossible, well, I think I at that point could just not understand what just happened, to be honest, who would. Well to me it’s funny now how I reacted, but it was truly a nightmare then. When I look back now, I can just thank God because I was driving to the hospital on my own. I could have lost body function while driving, could have been in an accident, but God's perfect timing fell into place. I'm thinking this now, but I wasn't then, I was thinking of all the negatives instead of the positives. They called my wife and we got someone to take us to the hospital. For those who have never been to a public hospital, you must have a lot of patients. We were waiting for someone to see me and to get a bed. I already lost function in my arms and legs and suddenly I had to go to the bathroom. How? That was the question am I going to do this? Well, God gave me an angel in the form of my wife. She is very small but boy, did she have the strength that day to lift me, very tall and not able to help her at all, as I had mini could melt from the wheelchair to the toilet seat, wow our God is amazing. I can remember crying as my wife helped me, feeling so helpless, so confused. I speak to all the independent individuals who believe that they may never need someone’s help, as myself, well I was taught to accept help and to acknowledge a helping hand through this storm of uncertainty, whether I liked it or not. God leads you through that process of weakness by molding your character so you will look at your weakness as a strength of patience and faith. Trust me, at that point; I did not understand. I was given a bed to lay in by the staff at the hospital as there was no room available, but I was so weak, I could not sit anymore. I was layingwith other people also waiting for rooms to be made available. I can remember losing feeling in my feet, progressing slowly to my legs, I'm trying to reason the unexplained. My wife said goodbye as she could not stay longer. She had to go home to our then three year old daughter. I could see the pain in her eyes, but she kept smiling and gave me hope. She gave me a kiss and left. At that point I could feel the numbness and loss of feeling progressing up my spine, towards my neck. An old man also waiting for a bed, asked me what I did for a living, I told him I worked for a bank. I could sense he was not well, but he kept his spirit up and told me he would need someone like me to work for him as he intends to start a new company and as he is talking to me, I'm just so amazed by this, man’s optimism, even in his storm, he is seeing the light. After I while, I could not feel my body, if I closed my eyes, I felt like floating, such a weird feeling. At that point, I started to think, is this the end? One this numbness and loss of feeling progress from my neck up to my head, what will happen? A thousand questions and no answers, but I suddenly felt a tremendous comes over my body, as if I'm being rocked to a peacefulness and inner rest. I felt so at peace and drifted away into the unknown night of rest. Have you ever been in a situation, whether it’s an illness, financial situation, loss of a loved one where you  thought this was the end, but at the same time also received an aura of peace surrounding you, well I'm encouraging you to embrace that peace as our Father wants to console us during the storm. God never said we will not go through turmoil and pain, but he has promised to never leave us nor forsake us, please don't give up and rest in the finished work of our Lord because I know we won't want to understand them as the pain overpowers your then situation, but it will never permanently be your then situation as most to all can testify that all situations are temporary but God is love is permanent. Someone that the only time people grasp at Gods true love is during a storm. Well, getting back to my story, I woke up in a hospital room with other people also there. Still not knowing what have occurred the night before, thinking that it might have been a dream, when current reality struck. I could not feel my hands, feet, legs and strangely I felt incomplete. As if my bodies electrical wires have been partially disconnected. Looking at my body, all parts were there but where were a huge missing part. I tried to stand, holding on the bed, I was not able to feel the floor with my bare feet, I was off balance and I would not walk. As if my body have forgotten what it could do my entire life, I at that point lost independence in 24 hours. I was transferred to the neurological side of hospital after they heard about my case. I can remember telling one of the doctors then that I have to go work as I have a mortgage to pay and a family to look after. He looked at me with concern and said "that is the last thing at that point that I should worry about. I then realized that something serious was wrong. Later a professor with students came. I was presented as a case and the students were asked what my condition were based on my symptoms. One lady replied and said I was suffering from a disease called guilian bare. I thought that is this but their faces told me this was not good. My emotion at that point were so high that I started crying, yes a grown 32 year man old crying. After a few days of blood tests and blood tests, examinations, etc., I was determined that I indeed do not suffer from guilian bare, but from a disease call subacute sensory neuropathy but what did it mean? Was I going to die? Will I be paralyzed for life? I also lost a lot of weight instantly which also caused me to worry. My wife never showed her pain, she always lifted my spirit and gave me hope. I believe God worked through her to bring me assurance of a future victory, but I felt and unknown present. Sometimes oneself can be in bondage in our own negativity and cause us so much stress as we always want to figure things out ourselves instead of resting in our Lord. Not being able to walk, layingon a bed, day in day out, makes one think a lot of things you would not normally do and I grew closer to God, listening to spiritual gospel, speaking to God, feeling his presence, I knew God had more in the story for me. I also had very friendly and motivational hospital staff and fellow patients that shared a room with me. We made jokes, talked about our feelings. The nurses would motivate you when you are feeling down, I was truly blessed to be in such God fearing surroundings. I can remember being there for a week, still no improvement. Our breakfast served would be porridge, tea and bread. As if a reborn infant, I had to learn how to hold a spoon, yes a spoon and to transfer the porridge to my mouth. I could not drink tea as my hands would shake uncontrollably when holding the cup, letting all the tea out. I also learned that I could not move a limb without looking at it, as if all automotive functions now had to be done manually. Normally you would just grab and hold a cup, I had to grab by vision and give manual instructions to by hands to hold the cup and don't think about talking to had to succumb your eyes of the cup. This one fellow patient with a similar disease were due to be released as his condition improved, I was there for two weeks, tired of just lying, seeing him walk with crutches made me so envious. I asked him how he did it. He told me he would try and exercise every day and after a while he managed to hold on to someone which would slowly, hold him and lead him and it worked for him. You truly miss something if it's not there anymore and I missed walking so much and eating KFC and fast-food, I have to admit, I would dream about eating KFC, as you know hospital food can be a test full experience but it helped me a lot in getting my strength back. If God could heal him, so can I be healed, I thought. I started to read the bible and discovered by Jesus stripes we are all healed, we just have to receive the manifestation through grace. My neurologist had faith in me getting better, he always told me, Mr. Martin you are very sick but he worked hard on helping me. After a while of blood being drawn constantly, you get tired of the whole ordeal. My doctor came in with a smile and said I’m going to prick you, even though he knew my situation he always wanted me to laugh, to forget about what is happening. My doctor once explained to me what happened, that my white blood cells were created antibodies which saw my body as an infection and started to destroy healthy nerves. I just thought it’s just weird how it could have happened. They did numerous tests, even send samples to Germany for a reason as how I got this disease but all results were inconclusive. My hands and arms were black and blue after a while from all the blood being drawn and they had trouble after a while finding a non-blue spot to draw blood from. I also had to receive injections three times daily to prevent my blood from clotting due to me being bedridden. Every Thursday there would be church folk visiting us to pray for and encourage us. I actually started looking forward to it as my spirit felt the need for the word. My wife was there every day and I was and am so grateful for her. I started to miss my three year old daughter so much as my wife could not bring her with most times and I believe she played a big part in motivating me to get home healthy. I had to go for treatment to see if the disease could be overcome. What they did was to insert a pipe through my main artery and that would be connected via tubes to another machine which filters the bad plasma from my blood, like a washing machine cleaning all the dirt and toxins away. It was treatment for five days, for three hours being connected to the machine per day. How boring, I thought then of this process, but after three weeks in hospital, I was so desperate and truly believed in being treated successfully. I would ask the technicians operating the machine while I'm there, what the success rate were. They never said it was always successful, but they did say no one came back after treatment, which gave me hope. After five days the treatment is done and I'm optimistic. I started to get a little more strength and exercised laying on the bed on my back, lifting my legs and arms, motivated to gain more strength. The one thing I hated most was using the pan for daily activities, man that was some getting used to but I can only be glad to have had helping people around me. A few days after the treatment, the ward professor told me they did everything they could for me, here is nothing else further they can do for me, time will tell. I was so happy that I’d be able to go home, sleep in my own bed, see my daughter, even though I could not walk and do most daily activities, it was the best news a heard in a while and then...You know the enemy will try to get you off track and focus before the breakthrough and he did try. The day before I was to be released, they picked up some irregularities in my blood count, leaving me in a fragile state. The nurse came to me to explain and I was angry, furious, frustrated, all combined, but had to succumb as it was in my best interest. Sulking, I was reluctantly taken to a single room with no ventilation and a heavily sealed door, basically to solitary confinement. My immune system was too fragile for me to be in constant contact and staff had to wear sterilized masks etc. before coming into my room. My wife came and lifted my spirits, I cried, feeling this is now going too far, but still hoped God to help me. I missed my daughter so much, my wife brought me my daughter still sleeping in my bed. I felt like being a dad for the first time all over again. I was so happy. Her sight gave me the strength to fight some more. I knew I was going to make it, I had too much to live for. Then the enemy pushed a bit harder. My doctor went to a conference and I was given a new temp doctor. She informed me after some new tests that my kidneys were not working properly and the next day that my bladder is not working properly. I was not happy with all this new illnesses. I gave her a piece of my mind, but later apologized after all, it was not her fault. I can remember one time betting assisted by the hospital Physio to sit on a chair, as I said there I had a vision of me being as tall as the highest of skyscrapers, I told God I did not want to be so big, I was reduced and a voice said I will be given seventy time seven which I learned afterwards is the number for forgiveness. I'm not saying you are ill due to unforgiveness but I forgave my enemies and then asked to be forgiven. It actually makes the process much easier to allow healing to flow. I learned to depend, even though I was previously very independent, I learned to rest as I was very busy, too busy. All your setbacks and obstacles gives God the opportunity to mold you and to turn your weaknesses into strengths. Day thirty in the hospital, finally the day I get released. I'm still not able to walk, but for me it was a minor obstacle at that point, I truly believed I would walk once I get home. I did not even worry how I will commute as our house is not wheelchair friendly. We  have a few steps leading to our front door and as soon as my car stopped driving by a family friend, I slid out, sat on the floor and lifted myself lifted by little on the floor, up the steps and finally to my bed. My daughter looked at me at the beginning as I was a stranger, I got a bit worried, but then she started to talk to me and realized her father was home. I was so grateful for the little we had, we had each other and it was all I needed. I thanked God for being home and alive because there was a chance I wasn't going to make it so all glory to God. Doctor gave me some steroids to build muscle mass as I lost a lot of weight. I visualized walking and the next day I took the walker that my wife put by my bed, I lifted myself up with difficulty while leaning on the walker and looked at my feet which did not want to move. I sat down again, getting tired easily and after a few breaths tried again. I realized I had to concentrate hard as my feet did not want to move and after a while my one foot moved a little bit forward and then the other foot. Progress, thank you God. Gosh, it felt so unreal, as if I was born again, learning to walk, learning to use utensils, teaching my mind to do certain actions. What I learnt is that God had put this obstacle to prepare me for greater things and even though my situation looked uncertain, then, those two footsteps I took, felt like I just climbed Mount Everest. We truly don't realize the value of what I had till it was taken away, even though momentarily it felt like eternity. I started to exercise at home in my own way with what routine was given to me by my physiotherapy. The one routine I practice a lot to perfect which were the heel to shin slide, which meant you had to place your left heel on your right shin and slide down as straight as possible, which would be fairly easy but if you joint position sense are lost, it’s definitely not a walk in the park. I just knew God will help me if I help myself and continued to practice until I sort of got it right. Going back to the hospital, my work colleagues dropped by to visit me and one of them actually told me that he thought by looking at me that I was not going to make it, but here I am, through God's grace. Lol, I can remember in the hospital my wife brought me a peanut butter sandwich that were prepared by my three year old daughter as she said it will make me better. If I can give anyone a word of advice in a situation of uncertainty, keep your eyes on God and focus on a motivation and try your best to keep positive. I know it's hard, especially during that period, but I'm a living testimony of how when you focus on God and your motivation, your positiveness will outshine your situation. As Lazarus in the bible was dead for four days and Jesus resurrected him from death, after four days, decaying and not smelling good, Jesus still saw his heart and poured life in his situation. If Jesus did it for him, it can be done for anyone who believe. A few days after, I was thinking should I take a risk to see if I would be able to stand with support? Suddenly I was thinking of when I wanted to stand in the hospital, I couldn't, I can remember my doctor holding me and asking me to stand, but I couldn't, I can remember how I was asked to explain to student doctors at hospital my situation and how the professor and someone lifted me by the arms, to see if I could stand and as my feet touched the floor I looked down and I could not feel the floor and I cried, I was scared in all those instances as it was too difficult to understand them. I then asked them to take me to my room, I was tired then and just wanted to get away from, it all. Afterwards a few of the students came to my room and one girl told me how I am helping so many people with the information I provided to help others that may have the same disease and that I am their hero. In your fear, focus on the positive and I could remember that student doctor’s word of encouragement. I took the walker and slowly but with huge concentration, progressed to my passage in my house, I then held onto the one side of the passage and the with my other arm held on to the other passage, I managed to stand upright and by holding on to the passage walls I were able to move, though with great difficulty down the passage and showed my wife as she sat in the lounge, she was so happy and as a toddler just have just learnt to walk and the excitement of a new beginning, I also wanted more and practiced with a rest day by day. Some healing happened immediately and some take time, I personally at that point wanted a full healing immediately, but looking back, the two years of healing in progress and conformed me to a better person through Christ who have joined me the strength to go on through this process. I started to use one crutch to mobilize, as I had balance difficulty and had to hold on or rely on assistance to keep from falling. It has been a testing time after getting home from hospital, a test of character and faith, a time of pain, both physical and emotional and a time of laughs. Having to rely on my wife to help me everyday activities made me feel so as if I'm putting such a burden on her even though I never picked it up in her actions and I know for her it was no burden, but my fear of dependence made me think those thoughts.
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