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In the journey of life, we often find ourselves standing at crossroads where the path ahead seems uncertain, the weight of challenges too heavy to bear, and the answers to our prayers seem delayed. I, too, have stood at these crossroads, with questions that seemed too large and doubts too strong. Yet, in the darkest moments, God has shown His power and grace in ways that defy logic and human understanding.

My Encounter with the Almighty is not just the story of a man who was healed of physical ailments, but the story of a heart that found restoration in the hands of a loving and powerful God. Through struggles, pain, and moments of deep despair, I experienced the miraculous intervention of God—an intervention that brought healing, both physical and spiritual, and a deeper understanding of His divine purpose for my life.

This book is a testimony of endurance and faith, a reminder that God’s timing is always perfect, and that even in our weakest moments, His strength is made perfect. My prayer is that the story you are about to read will encourage you, inspire you, and lead you to a deeper trust in God, knowing that He is always at work, even when we cannot see it.

Through this account, I hope to bear witness to the transformative power of God’s grace and to share the deep personal journey that has shaped who I am today—a man who has experienced God’s miraculous healing, not just in my body, but in my spirit and soul.
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This book is dedicated to my two sons, Brian and Maxwell, whose love, support, and faith have been a constant source of strength throughout my journey. You are both the reason I press forward, striving to live a life that bears fruit for the Kingdom. May you always know the depth of God’s love for you, and may your paths be guided by His light.

To Brian and Maxwell—this is for you, and for the legacy of faith I hope to leave behind.
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Chapter 1: Early Childhood and the Prayer Altar


[image: ]


My earliest memories are painted with the soft hues of flickering candlelight, the fragrant embrace of incense, and the gentle murmur of evening prayers. Each evening, like clockwork, my family gathered in our living room, creating a sanctuary of faith around a modest coffee table altar. This wooden table, draped with a simple cloth, might have appeared ordinary to an outsider, but to us, it was nothing short of sacred. It was the heart of our home and the foundation of our faith—a meeting place between heaven and earth.

Our family altar was not ornate or grand, yet it was imbued with an undeniable holiness. It was here that we found peace, unity, and a bond that transcended mere familial ties. As the day's worries melted away, we knelt together, side by side—my parents, my siblings, and I—with hearts uplifted in prayer. My mother, a woman of unwavering faith and a strong disciplinarian, led our evening devotions with a voice both tender and resolute. Her leadership was a reminder of God’s call to parents: "Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old, he will not depart from it" (Proverbs 22:6).

The atmosphere was serene, almost otherworldly. The fragrance of incense, symbolic of our prayers rising to heaven, mingled with the faint aroma of dinner from the kitchen, creating a sense of harmony that was both spiritual and comforting. The light from the candles cast warm shadows on our faces, illuminating the love and devotion that united us. As we sang hymns, our voices blending seamlessly, I often felt as if God Himself was smiling upon us. It was in these moments that I truly understood the words of Psalm 133:1: "Behold, how good and how pleasant it is for brethren to dwell together in unity!"

Our family prayers were not merely rituals; they were a transformative experience. Despite my mother’s strict discipline, which at times felt daunting, her love for us was unmistakable. Her guidance, firm yet compassionate, instilled in us a respect for authority and a deep reverence for God. She was a living embodiment of the verse: "The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom" (Proverbs 9:10). Her insistence on obedience and her expectations for excellence were tempered by her tender care and unwavering belief in our potential.

These evenings of prayer became a haven of peace, a source of joy, and a bond of unity that we cherished deeply. Though we faced the occasional disagreements and frustrations that all families encounter, they seemed to dissolve in the presence of the divine. The love we shared grew stronger, shaped by the forgiveness and understanding we extended to one another, inspired by the words of Colossians 3:13: "Bear with each other and forgive one another...Forgive as the Lord forgave you."

My personal spiritual journey began during these evenings at the altar. Even as a child, I was captivated by the mystery of God, the beauty of Scripture, and the depth of prayer. My mother’s readings from the Bible seemed to unlock a world of divine truths, each passage speaking directly to my heart. One verse in particular left an indelible mark on my soul: "Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, before you were born I set you apart; I appointed you as a prophet to the nations" (Jeremiah 1:5). Though I was too young to fully understand its meaning, I felt a stirring within—a sense that God had a purpose for my life.

Sunday Mass amplified this fascination. I would sit in the pews, wide-eyed and awestruck, watching the priests glide through the liturgies with an almost ethereal grace. Their robes, symbols of purity and devotion, caught the light streaming through stained glass windows, making them seem otherworldly. The prayers, the sacraments, the solemnity of the Eucharist—all of it filled me with a sense of awe and wonder. I’d often whisper to myself, "One day, I’ll be like them." This dream of becoming a Catholic priest was not fleeting; it took root in my heart and began to shape my thoughts and aspirations.

Beyond the rituals of prayer and Mass, our family altar also taught us the power of hope and trust in God’s promises. Life outside our prayerful home was unpredictable and often challenging, but the words of Scripture remained our anchor. "For I know the plans I have for you," declares the Lord, "plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future" (Jeremiah 29:11). This promise reassured us that, no matter the trials we faced, God’s purpose for our lives would prevail.

Even as I dreamt of priesthood, I knew that the lessons learned at our family altar would guide me through life’s ups and downs. The discipline instilled by my mother, the love and unity shared by my family, and the peace found in prayer were gifts that shaped my character and strengthened my faith. "The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want" (Psalm 23:1). This verse encapsulated the sense of provision and protection we felt as a family, knowing that God was always with us.

The altar was more than a place of devotion; it was the cornerstone of our family and the foundation of my spiritual journey. It was here, in the embrace of love and the presence of God, that I first felt the call to serve Him—a call that would inspire my dreams and set the course for my life. Though the road ahead was uncertain, I held fast to the belief that God had a purpose for me—a purpose rooted in His love, His promises, and His grace.
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Chapter 2: The Desire to Become a Priest
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As a child, I was captivated by the sight of the priests in their flowing vestments, moving with reverence as they led the congregation in solemn prayer. To me, their presence seemed to carry a certain otherworldly grace, as though they were vessels of God’s power, set apart for a purpose greater than themselves. The altar, with its flickering candles and pristine linens, seemed to hold a mystical aura, a place where heaven touched earth. I could hardly take my eyes off it. There was a deep, indescribable pull in my heart, a yearning to be part of this sacred mystery.

It wasn’t merely the beauty of the robes or the precision of the rituals that drew me—it was the profound sense of purpose that surrounded the priesthood. Everything about their role resonated with my soul. Every prayer they uttered, every sacrament they performed, seemed to be a direct connection to the Divine. I would sit in awe, watching as the priest raised the chalice, whispering the words of consecration: “This is my body, given for you...” (Luke 22:19). It was as if in that moment, the veil between the earthly and the eternal was lifted.

I began to daydream often, imagining myself standing before a congregation, draped in priestly robes, leading others into the presence of God. I envisioned dedicating my life to this holy calling, a life of prayer, service, and unwavering devotion. There was something deeply fulfilling about the idea of being a shepherd for God’s people, guiding them along their spiritual journeys. In the quiet moments after evening prayer at our family altar, I would close my eyes and whisper a vow to myself: “One day, I will be a priest.”

The encouragement I received from my family further fueled this desire. My parents, though practical in many ways, were unwavering in their faith and supportive of my aspirations. They saw the light in my eyes when I spoke of my dreams, and they never discouraged me. My mother, a strong disciplinarian yet a woman of immense tenderness, often reminded me, “If this is God’s calling for you, He will make a way.” Her words echoed the promise of Philippians 1:6: “He who began a good work in you will carry it on to completion until the day of Christ Jesus.”

Yet, even as I nurtured these dreams, I was blissfully unaware of the complexities and sacrifices of the priesthood. In our small town, the Church was held in the highest esteem, and priests were seen as men of extraordinary wisdom and power. However, I had not yet grasped the full weight of their responsibilities. The vows of celibacy, the demands of obedience, the long hours spent in study and prayer—these were aspects I had yet to understand. At the time, all I knew was that my heart longed to serve God, and I was willing to do whatever it took.

To prepare myself for this calling, I immersed myself in the
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