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  Dedication


To God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Spirit, I am Yours. Forever and completely. You are my reason to live, my reason to rise, and the reason this story exists at all. Holy are You, Lord. 
To Leanne, my faithful companion through fire and flood. You are the quiet gold thread running through this entire story, and I am a better man because of you.
And to Nathan, Levi, and Angela, my beloved children, our son-in-law, daughter-in-law, and grand-daughter, may you always know the faithfulness of God in the midst of the flames.
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  Preface

This book almost didn’t get written. Not because the story wasn’t worth telling. But because for a long time, I wasn’t sure how to tell it. And who was I to write about suffering? About faith? About the goodness of God in the middle of devastation? There are people who have endured far worse than I have, and many of them never wrote a word about it. They simply carried it quietly and kept going. What finally convinced me to write was not a sense of personal importance. It was something simpler and more urgent than that: I kept meeting people who were broken and had nowhere to turn. People who had lost everything and didn’t know if they could keep going. 
People who were angry at God, or had walked away from Him, or were hanging on to faith by the thinnest thread. And I thought, I have been in that place. Not once, but many times. Maybe what I found there is worth passing on. So here it is. The unvarnished version. I have tried not to clean it up more than necessary, because cleaned-up suffering doesn't help anyone. What helps is the truth, and the truth is that there were moments in my life when I was genuinely undone. When the pain was so total, so relentless, so all-consuming that I asked God to let me die. When everything I had built was stripped away and there was nothing left but God, and I had to decide whether He was enough.
Three times I came close to dying. The first time, I was caught in a gas well blowout and fire in the forests of Alberta, burns over 80% of my body, two coworkers who didn't make it home. The second time, a stroke hit me without warning in the middle of an ordinary morning, stealing my balance, my memory, and for a season, my sense of who I was. The third time, an aortic dissection, a tear in the main artery of the heart, went undiagnosed for over a hundred hours while the clock ran down. By every medical statistic, I should be dead. I'm not. And I don't believe that's an accident. In between and alongside those crises came financial ruin, loss of career, years of rebuilding from nothing, more than once.
The kind of loss that doesn’t just cost you money but costs you identity, direction, and the future you thought you were building toward. I am writing this for several different people. For the person in a crisis right now, sitting in a hospital room, or staring at a bank account that says zero, or lying awake at three in the morning wondering how things fell apart so completely. For the person who used to believe and doesn’t anymore, or isn’t sure. For the pastor and the church leader trying to prepare their people for a world that is harder than it used to be. And for the believer who is tired, the one who has been faithful for a long time and is running low. If any of that is you, this book is for you.
The one who has prayed the prayers, believed the promises, stood on the Word, and still watched things fall apart. You are not forgotten. You have not been abandoned. The fire that is refining you is not evidence of God’s absence. It is evidence of His trust. I have one request before you begin: read it honestly. Don’t rush past the hard parts to get to the hope. The hope only means something because of the hard parts. They belong together. This is my story. But in so many ways, it is also yours.
David Miller
Edmonton, Alberta






  
  Introduction

A Table Full of Questions
A few years ago, I sat at a round table with a group of junior high kids. The event was organized by the local public school district, adults from the community coming in to share real-life stories for the students’ educational enrichment. The theme that day was resilience. We were each given a t-shirt with a definition printed on the front, and then we brought the word to life through our own stories. After I told my most gripping story, the kids would ask me questions. Thirty minutes later, the group would rotate and a new group would sit down, and I would tell the story again. 
If you have ever spent time with junior high students, you can imagine the questions that came up. The definition on that shirt read: 
Resilience: the ability to recover from setbacks, adapt well to change, and keep going in the face of adversity. 
That word resonated with me because it describes something essential, a quality I have come to believe is not just useful but necessary for surviving a crisis and coming back from it.
That definition has certainly described my own life over the last forty-three years. Over time, I came to see that perseverance and resilience were two distinct but deeply connected qualities that worked together in my character. Perseverance: the tenacity to keep moving, the refusal to stop even when every step is gruelling, the grit. Resilience is what brings you back: the ability to recover, bounce back, to adapt, re-emerge into your life, your family, your dreams, and keep going as before, or stronger than before.
Both qualities became indispensable to me as I encountered an unusual pattern of life-threatening situations that very nearly took me out. I knew, early in my walk with God, that following Jesus was going to ask something of me. What I did not fully anticipate was how much it would ask. The road turned out to be significantly narrower than I had imagined. Jesus described it this way:
“Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it. But small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it.”
— Matthew 7:13–14 (NIV)
The narrow gate speaks of Jesus as the only way in. But the road after the gate is also narrow, depicting a journey that is harder, not easier, than the alternative. That road is where this story takes place. And it is on that road that resilience stopped being a concept on a t-shirt and became a matter of survival.
A Word to the Broken
This book is my testimony. It is written as an act of solidarity with the millions of broken and hurting people who are struggling to make sense of a world filled with pain and confusion. Paradise is lost, genuinely, historically, consequentially lost, and because of that, people suffer. Deeply. Often without warning. Often without explanation. Many people direct their suffering toward God, blaming Him for their circumstances, questioning His goodness, or abandoning faith in Him altogether. That response is understandable.
You have heard the questions, and may have asked them yourself: "If God is so good, why is there so much evil in the world? Where was God when I lost my loved one? Why doesn't He stop the suffering? Why doesn't He answer my prayers? Why didn't He help me when I needed Him most?" I believe people may ask these questions out of genuine anguish, not malice. And beneath the anger, there is often something deeper, a longing, a half-buried hope, that maybe there really is a God who sees everything, who is good enough and powerful enough to fix it, and who actually cares.
The questions are a cry disguised as an accusation. I understand that cry. I have made it myself.
What This Book Offers
This book will not give you a complete, airtight answer to the problem of human suffering. No honest person can write that book, because no human being in a mortal body has access to all the answers. Some questions will remain locked until we stand face to face with our Creator. Anyone who tells you otherwise is selling something. What this book does offer is something I believe is more immediately useful: sincere hope. Not the thin, cheerful kind that dissolves under pressure. The kind that has been tested in fire and is still standing.
My own story was forged in an intense crucible that began in my youth and continued for forty-three years of serious hardship. Several life-threatening health crises. A lot of hospitals, surgeries, and long recoveries. Financial devastation. Relational losses. Seasons of grinding, anguish-producing circumstances that filled the years in between. No exaggeration, it has often felt simply like trying to stay alive long enough to accomplish my purpose.
This book would be far too long if I recounted every loss. In truth, all of us could fill volumes with our stories. Every human life contains depths of suffering that deserve to be told. For me, it was a road I never planned to travel. I have stood at the crossroads of bitter and better more times than I can count. That is a difficult place to stand. Sometimes life is genuinely not fair, and we find ourselves on paths we never chose and never wanted.
But it is precisely on those unplanned paths, the ones we would never have taken voluntarily, that the deepest truths tend to surface. About ourselves. About God. About what faith actually is when it is stripped of every comfort. Some of what I walked through came at me without warning. Some of it I brought on myself. God was faithful in both.
I write from a biblical Christian worldview, and I want to be upfront about that. It matters, because the conclusions I have reached about suffering are inseparable from the faith that carried me through. I am not writing as someone who observed suffering from a safe theological distance. I have lived inside it. I have doubted. I have questioned. I have had seasons of genuine darkness where the only thing I had left was a stubborn, sometimes barely articulate refusal to let go of God. What I found in that struggle, and what I want to pass on in these pages, is not a set of easy answers.
Easy answers do not survive contact with real suffering. What I found is something more durable than that: real hope, grounded in a God who is actually good, and a story bigger than the one we can see from inside our pain. If you are looking for an easy read, this is not the book for you. There are ideas here that will confront you, comfort you, and perhaps disturb you. But if you are drawn to real-life testimony, to the account of an ordinary man who encountered an extraordinary God in the lowest places of his life, then I believe you will find something of value here.
My Hope for You
My hope is that by the time you finish this book, you will understand something you did not fully understand before: that hardship and suffering, as devastating as they are, carry within them the seeds of something eternal. I know how that sounds if you are in the middle of your own crisis. It may feel dismissive, or even offensive. I understand. I have been in that place where someone else’s perspective on the meaning of suffering felt like a slap rather than a comfort.
I am writing from inside forty three years of carrying weight I did not choose and could not always make sense of. And from that place, I can tell you with everything in me: you are not alone. You are not abandoned. What you are walking through is not the end of the story. There is Someone with you in it, and there is purpose in it, even when that purpose is completely invisible from where you are standing. The road ahead may be longer and harder than you ever imagined. Mine was. But there is hope on that road, real, tested, lasting hope.
And resilience, I have learned, is not simply a psychological quality. At its deepest level, it is a spiritual one. It is what happens when the life of God inside a person refuses to be extinguished by the weight of the world outside. That is what this book is about. Let’s begin.






  
  



“I will not die but live,

and will proclaim what the LORD has done.

The LORD has chastened me severely,

but he has not given me over to death.”

— Psalm 118:17–18 (NIV)








  
  Chapter 1
Saved by Reading the Bible


“Faith comes from hearing the message, and the message is heard through the word about Christ.”
— Romans 10:17 (NIV)
I was twenty-three years old, sitting in the living room of a rental house in St. Albert, Alberta, disgruntled, sad, and discouraged in a way I didn’t have words for. The oil field job was gone. The muscle car and the pickup truck were gone. The friends who’d stuck around as long as the money lasted were gone. I had no idea what I was looking for. I just knew I hadn’t found it yet. 
During this time, I was working on my 1970 Camaro in the garage of our rental house. Mormon missionaries in suits and ties frequently visited our neighbourhood, carrying their literature and talking about spiritual things. I stayed busy in the garage, but my brother Robert engaged with them and invited them inside the house. He had a King James Bible our grandparents had given him when he was confirmed at the Anglican church, a sacramental rite and tradition in that denomination. In our family, the oldest child received a Bible. He had brought it with him from Newfoundland to Alberta, and after the Mormons left, he left it sitting on the coffee table.
That's when I noticed it. I looked at it for a moment. Then I picked it up. I wasn't sure why. What happened next is the reason this book exists.
I thought, "Maybe there's something in here that would help me." Instead of just casually reading it, I was pulled into the truths immediately. As I started reading the words of Christ in red, I thought, "This is why I feel the way I do. There is another reason to live." I began to get stirred by what I read. It gave me context for the feelings I had and the situation I was living in.
That spring, we were all laid off from the oil patch and had some downtime. I made sure to put that Bible back on the coffee table in exactly the same place so I could read it daily, making sure no one knew I did. I read it faithfully, eventually making my way through it consistently in my room, completely drawn into what it said. I actually thought I was becoming some kind of religious guy because I was reading the Holy Bible so much. I did that for months.
Return to Newfoundland
After that time in St. Albert, being unemployed and broke, I went back east to my hometown, St. John's, Newfoundland. What's important during that season is that I started meeting Christians. For the first time in my life, I met people who were the true believers of a kind I'd never seen before and suddenly I was encountering people who had real knowledge and understood the relationship with Jesus. I reconnected with an old high school buddy, Wayne. We were both in a place of spiritual searching and also looking for opportunities to get into a new career path.
To succeed financially, Wayne and I were trying to get into a business and make some money through multilevel marketing, the kind of schemes that were everywhere in the early eighties. We were hanging out with a bunch of older business people, trying to get in with the “who’s who” culture so we could go somewhere big in the business world. A ministry called the Full Gospel Businessmen International held meetings in our city, and somehow we got connected to a breakfast meeting through someone in our group. We thought it was a good place to network and build relationships with local business people. And we heard it was spiritual.
Wrong motive for going, but that was what got us through the door. So I dressed up in a suit and went with a group of guys, my buddy among them. We sat at a table having breakfast, and part of their meeting was to have a guest speaker tell their story of conversion to Christ. That was the first time in my life I ever heard anyone get up and give a personal testimony. It was a lady who was a professional country singer. She said she had been the top Canadian country singer back in the early eighties, and she had gotten saved. She told her story, and it was so revealing. The sins she confessed and the lifestyle she described, I was embarrassed just hearing it.
I’d never heard anyone admit those kinds of things out loud before, the raw honesty of it, the before and after, the life she had lived and the life she had now. It was unlike anything I had ever heard. Then she sang a song. I want to tell you, the presence of the Holy Spirit and the love I felt pouring over me was so strong that I almost completely fell apart. I was sitting there with Wayne and those other men, none of us the kind of guys who cry in public, and I was fighting with everything I had to keep it together. It was an intense, losing battle to keep the tears out of my eyes. I felt a love I had never felt in my whole life. Not from a person, not from anything this world had offered me. Something else entirely. It was the Holy Spirit, and I was absolutely undone inside.
As the weeks passed, my buddy said he was meeting Christians at a gym. He said, "Dave, these guys are what you call born-again Christians. They're just the nicest guys ever.” We sat down one night and he said, "You know, I think I want to become a born-again Christian." I said, "me too. We need to do that because the Christians we had met were such nice people and we should be like them." We didn't have a clue what that really meant, but we knew we wanted what they had. In a short time, I ran into a wonderful full gospel businessman at another meeting who invited me over to his place one night.
He was a worship guy and musician who played guitar, a different kind of guy than me, really deep and quiet with a profound and gentle personality. He asked me about my Christian faith, and I told him, "Yeah, I've been reading the Bible for months. I'm a Christian. I'm good, been changing my habits, and all that stuff." Then he began to ask me really specific questions about faith. Like, had I really taken a moment to give my life to Christ? How could I do that? He walked me through the Bible, showing me highlighted scriptures specifically referring to salvation. Then he said, "Dave, would you like to pray and give your life to Christ?" "Absolutely," I said. By this time I was like an overripe fruit ready to be picked. 
I thought I had already committed myself, but I knew from listening to all the stories of others, that I actually needed to make this decision consciously and take action. It's like being engaged and then actually getting married, there's the relationship, and then there's the wedding day. No more talk or pretending, now commitment called.
Giving my Life to Christ
I bowed my head to pray, in that little room beneath the stairs in his house, I gave my life to Christ in a real authentic prayer. No bells, whistles, or phenomena. Just a simple prayer with a whole heart, saying yes to God. And I'll tell you what, it changed everything. My whole life started to radically change from that moment. I went home to my parents' house on Thomas Street where I was living. They were upstairs, and downstairs I became totally, emotionally overwhelmed. Inside I felt like I had been in a completely dark, black basement room and then flicking on the lights, bang, brightness! It felt just like that. I could honestly feel God come into me, as I had asked Him to. I felt Him pouring into my heart, and I felt myself begin to change.
I could actually feel a tangible transformation happening. I could feel Him coming in and cleaning out my house, rearranging the furniture as it were, throwing out all the old stuff. I could feel myself becoming alive, feeling loved for the first time in a way that had no bottom to it. I was elated. I could not believe what was happening to me. Of course, in the nighttime, things got interesting. I had lived a very dark life before Christ, a product of the wild seventies and eighties, and I had opened doors I never should have opened.
What I mean is that I had given spiritual footholds to the enemy through the things I had been into, and now that Christ was in me, those things didn't want to leave quietly. I would wake up in the middle of the night to find oppressive spiritual presences in my room, around me, over me, just trying to terrify me. It was frightening, and I had no grid for what was happening. I phoned another man I had met at the Full Gospel Businessman, who had connected with me and taken me under his wing. He prayed with me and walked through what was happening explaining the nature of spiritual warfare in simple terms. All this was a new experience and I welcomed it. After the prayer, that was the end of those ordeals at night. It was evidence God was delivering me of my old self, and it was one of the most profound seasons of my life.
I remember being overly excited. I had actually met God, my Creator! The revelation of being united with Him was profound. I had met my true everlasting Father. I had met my Lord and Saviour. I had met my best friend. Before this, I didn't even know there was a real God I could get to know personally, and I didn't know in my previous religious efforts that I could reach Him until that moment. That distinct search had lasted for about six months, reading the Bible, then getting pulled into where Jesus came into my heart, like He promised when I asked Him. Even today, when I'm disoriented and discouraged, I look back at those days and how the Holy Spirit drew me in. It was a major life-altering milestone season. There I was in St. Albert, unchurched and oblivious, and God was able to reach me. Even when false religions and the devil were banging at the door, trying to pull me in another spiritual direction to fulfill my spiritual hunger, God was greater. He made sure He looked after me as a true Father.
“The Son of Man came to seek and to save the lost.”
— Luke 19:10 (NIV)
That was me. I was lost, and He found me. I thank God. I often ponder this story more than any other event or anything that's happened to me. The impact was so great. This monumental time was the hinge point of my entire life. I was truly born again, as Jesus said in John 3:3, "no one can see the kingdom of God unless they are born again." I would sing the choruses I had heard at various Christian meetings. I was so excited. The songs in that era captured exactly what I was experiencing in real time.
I was done with my old life. All I wanted was to get to know this God I hadn't even known existed like I knew Him now. I know that God can not only seek and save a person but is quite capable of leading a hungry soul into exactly the right place at exactly the right time. That gives me enormous faith for other people, because that was precisely the way it was with me. I look back and think, "Wow, God. What a loving Father. You actually came to save me, an undeserving broken man." Now, Jesus was my purpose, my reason for living. I understood I was created for Him. I felt clean. I felt forgiven. I wanted to know Him more than I wanted anything else on earth.
I had a long road ahead of me, no question. I was a young man with a lot of damage, someone who had handed himself over to the wrong things for a long time. But I knew God now. Nothing was ever going to be the same.
I was so clued out with respect to the Christian culture that I didn't even know who Billy Graham was. I didn't know any of what the key leadership roles in the church were, what an evangelist or a pastor was, or how denominations worked. That's how out of my depth I was. No scriptural background, no one to guide me, not even a tract to point me in a direction. I had nothing before this experience. I never connected with the Anglican church I attended a handful of times a year as a child. No one told me that I could actually know God personally, speak to Him, hear from Him, or that I needed to be born again. That language didn't exist in that world. So I arrived at faith with no foundation, just hunger and a Bible on a coffee table.
From the moment I cracked open that Bible and began reading the red-letter words of Christ in old King James English…imagine that: a blue-collar, rebellious rig worker reading archaic scripture, I was hooked. It was nothing short of a miracle. Forty-three years later, I still read the Bible fervently. I love it. I've done more Bible studies than I can count, and it's never near enough. It is a spiritual handbook given as a guide and a gift to the human race by God, for revelation, light, understanding, and how to live in this dark world. That book found me before I found it, and it has never let me go. 
Going to Church
The first thing I did as a new believer was try to find a church. I went to a small group meeting led by the man I mentioned earlier. They worshiped and talked about Jesus. They also prayed over me many times since I was a new believer. It was all new to me and I loved every minute of it, but for a connection to an actual church, I had none. So, the most obvious place was the Anglican church my parents had brought us to infrequently, while growing up. I took a bus to the other side of town on Sunday, went back in and sat through the service. My high school math teacher was there, he spotted me from across the room and his face said everything. I was not a student he would have predicted seeing in a pew. I remembered him standing at the front of his classroom one day, completely exasperated with me, saying “Miller, if you don’t shut up, I’m going to put you knee deep in tiles.” The class laughed. He wouldn’t have laid a hand on me, it was just the language of authority in those days, a teacher putting a loudmouth in his place. But now that loudmouth was sitting in church on a Sunday morning, and the look on his face was worth more than I can describe.
The service itself was a different story. It was formal, liturgical, structured in a way that felt completely foreign to what had happened inside me. I sat through it and pushed on, wanting to do the right thing, grasping for a way to express and explore my newfound faith. When it was over I went outside and stood at the bus stop. I remember talking to God right there on the street: “That was really hard. But if You want me to go there, I will. No matter how hard it is.” I meant it. I wanted so much to please Him.
But I kept looking. I found a Pentecostal church that fit better, a different flavour, more direct, closer to the fire I felt on the inside. I also attended a Full Gospel church and the Full Gospel Business Men’s meetings. What bothered me across all of it was the age of the room. I wasn’t seeing young people. I was twenty-three years old and I wanted to be around others my age who were alive in God, and I wasn’t finding them.
I brought this to the pastor of the Pentecostal church, a genuinely good man. I told him my concern about the lack of young adults - "There are no young people in church." He listened, chuckled, and then said something that stopped me in my tracks. "Dave, you have no idea how big His church is. You need to get out there and see what it's really like. There are lots of young people in it.
That landed differently than I expected. It wasn’t a dismissal, it was an opening. It planted something in me: the sense that what I was looking for was out there, larger than what I could see from where I was standing. I knew I had to move on and find it.






  
  Chapter 2
Motorcycle to Texas


“The LORD makes firm the steps of the one who delights in him.”
— Psalm 37:23 (NIV)
A short time later, I boarded a flight back to Alberta. I had nothing material, no house, no significant possessions, everything sold or repossessed from the financial crash. But I had God, and in that season, that was genuinely enough. Thank God for the hardship that stripped me down to that point. I didn't see it as a gift at the time, but it was. It cleared the way for everything that followed. 
I stayed with some old friends in Edmonton. Of course, I shared Jesus with them. They had no interest at all in what I had to offer. I had tracts and things I could pass to them, though I didn't really have a lot of theological understanding yet. But I did have a testimony. My old buddy from way back completely mocked me and wanted nothing to do with it. So I was only there for a short time.
What I would do is go out to the west end of Edmonton to work on my motorcycle I had in a storage unit. I had to take a bus, and all I had was a handful of basic tools, nothing fancy, no expensive toolbox, just the essentials. I would walk down a dirt road through the storage buildings to find my shed, open up the padlock, and there inside was my old Triumph Trident motorcycle that I’d owned when I was sixteen years old. I had blown the engine back then, which, looking back, was God’s hand protecting me from something far worse. 
It was a summer morning and my friends and I were out in the country camping, when I decided to get on the secondary highway with the Triumph and see how fast I could go on it. I revved it out going through the gears hitting highway speed when suddenly, bang! A loud mechanical crack and the engine seized up. I had thrown a connecting rod destroying the engine. That no doubt saved my life. It was devastating, I loved that machine. I had kept it all these years, thinking someday I would restore that beautiful motorcycle and ride it again. I had literally flown the whole bike, its frame and everything, out in a shipping container to Edmonton when I worked in the oil patch and put it in that storage shed for a later repair.
There it was, covered in dust, with boxes of parts and broken pieces, just a bike frame, engine, and everything hanging off it. I took that on as a project to get me going to the next phase of life. I went regularly to that bike and began to rebuild the engine all by myself, praying and talking to God the whole time. I managed to put it together piece by piece. The engine didn’t fit in the frame perfectly because some of it, being a replacement, was a slightly different model. Parts were hard to get and had to take what I could get. But I put it back together. I remembered where things went and figured out what I couldn’t remember. Mechanical aptitude is one of my core strengths. Back then there was no internet, YouTube, no how to manuals beyond a Haynes workshop manual I used for specs. I needed that bike to run before winter, and I was determined to make it happen.
I worked on it through the later part of the summer of 1983, into the first week of September. What drove me was the pastor’s challenge. Not long after that conversation, I found myself in a doctor’s office waiting room, of all places, reading a Reader’s Digest article about the Bible Belt in the southern United States. There was a genuine move of God taking place down there, and looking back, I was caught up in the tail end of that powerful spiritual movement. The altars of most churches were full every week with people giving their lives to Jesus. It wasn't isolated to one state or country, it was all over. The Southern Baptists were baptizing hundreds of people every week, the Pentecostals the same. Churches and culture were experiencing an awakening. Reading that article touched my heart. I thought, I need to go there. That was the objective, and it motivated everything that followed.
I looked at a paper map, and set my sights on Houston, Texas. Texas had an oil and gas industry similar to Alberta’s, and I thought, well
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