Name of illness/condition: Subarachnoid haemorrhage (bleeding under the brain)
Hi, my name is Di Roberts. As I was walking into a Wednesday evening meeting at the Canberra Revival Fellowship Hall in Belconnen on 4 May 2005, a bad pain started in the base of my neck. I asked for prayer immediately. In the next 10‑15 minutes, the pain worsened. I was vomiting, my eyes were photophobic (couldn’t handle light), and there was a buzzing in my ears. I asked to be taken to the hospital rather than home. Everyone at the meeting was praying for me as I was being taken out in a wheelchair, with my head stuck in a bucket!
The doctor drew aside the four friends who were with me and said that I had a significant bleed under my brain; that I would need an operation either that night or first thing in the morning; and, my next of kin should be called in immediately. The friends who were with me laid hands on me and prayed for me. I was then transported to another hospital where the operation could be performed. Two conversations on the way there included the doctor holding my friend’s hand, wishing her all the best and saying ‘I am so sorry about your friend’; then the ambulance driver saying, ‘We’ve had a few youngish people with brain bleeds recently but this is the only one still alive.’

My husband and children were called to the hospital – requiring a three hour journey from Sydney in the middle of the night for my daughter and son-in-law.

The call for people to pray for the Lord to heal me went around Australia like wildfire.
To know where to operate and what to do, the neurosurgeon required further scans and this couldn’t be done until the next morning. A couple of hours later he, along with an entourage of other medical staff, came to my bedside perplexed, shrugging their shoulders. They could see that the bleed had occurred but that it had stopped. They couldn’t see where it had come from or what they could do if they operated. (One of the ladies who was with me told me later that she saw the x-ray at the first hospital and she said it covered a fairly large area and was like the branches of a tree.)

I had to stay in hospital for about a week until the swelling in my brain went down. The physiotherapist and other medical staff were amazed that I hadn’t lost any of my ‘faculties’ and mobility. I ended up staying in hospital a day longer than necessary because I missed the visit from the neurosurgeon. I was up and about, telling fellow patients of the wonderful miracle that the Lord had performed.

I had to go to hospital a couple of other times in the same year for unrelated issues, including a malignant melanoma. I can only imagine that for someone without the Lord such a year would have been extremely stressful and full of fear. However, I felt totally at peace and truly comforted in the knowledge that the Lord was taking care of me. 

I thank the Lord daily for healing my physical body that year. At other times, I’ve also had to call on Him to heal me emotionally and to provide for other needs, but those stories will keep for another time.
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