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 I don’t think you should speak doom and gloom in a testimony unless you can testify 
how light overcomes darkness in the end; and that God will restore all things back to you if 
you let him. The proof of my restoration is here in this church. (My wife Judy). 

 This testimony is not so much about me as much as about the beautiful people Jesus 
put in my path to light up my way through the darkest time of my life. 

 It was November 30th in 1995 that my testimony begins. Twenty-one years ago, my 
wife Alberta and I were going to Shreveport, LA. for my mother’s birthday and Thanksgiving. 
We always took our little dogs with us as they were like our children. 

 We got there and celebrated as planned; and found time to visit some prison minister 
friends Bertie and I went to prisons with. On a Thursday with our dog Angel at Bertie’s feet 
and Little Bitt in her lap, we got a late start and started back to Anderson. It was dark when 

made the curve, we saw a truck out of control. It hit us head on, and my life changed forever. 
The car folded around us like an accordion. Then an eerie silence followed. I didn’t know if l 
was alive or dead, but all I could think of was one word, and I said it. “Jesus”!!! Not long af-
ter I heard voices around me and the car. I heard glass breaking and a man telling a wom-
an to hold my head in case my neck was broken. I remember the woman telling me to stay 
still. Then the man came back and said to the woman, let me hold his head now. They must 
not of known I could hear, but it was then others said, “she’s gone, let’s try to get him out. 
Before I knew it, I tried to raise up. It was then I realized how badly hurt I was. The steering 
wheel was buried into my chest. I was hurt bad enough to give up the ghost. I would simply 

a language I didn’t understand coming from this man. The harder I tried to get out of my 
body the louder he spoke those words I couldn’t understand. Then I began to realize I was 
speaking words I didn’t understand. The man won. I couldn’t get out. But I heard them say if 
we don’t get him out, he’ll bleed to death right here. They got me out, but it tore into my chest 
and leg to separate me from the wreckage.  

 I went out for a while. When I woke up, I saw a lady lean over me and say Jesus isn’t 
ready for you yet. I went out again and I swear to you I saw Bertie in the spirit. She had an 
all-knowing smile and what peace I felt. It didn’t last long however and I woke up on an 
operating table with nurses and doctors working on me to revive me. They were as surprised 
as me when I came to and said I hurt, please give me a shot. A nurse’s head disappeared 
from my view and came back and gave me a shot. I thanked her and went out yet again. 
This time when I woke up, I was very weak, but the pain was gone. They had done surgery 
on my chest and leg. I had tubes in my lungs and pins in my leg, but I was alive. I didn’t 
know how long I was out, but people began arriving. 



 I was at St Edwards Hospital in Fort Smith Arkansas. My brother and sister in law 
both now in heaven came in to see me in the ICU. Many others came including my prison 
ministry friends Chet and Tom. Tom leaned over and said he was sorry, but Bertie didn’t 
make it. He could not have known that I knew it because I saw her in the spirit. 
 But then Tom told me Bertie had been taken to a funeral home in the nearest town to 
the accident scene and was being taken back to Shreveport. It was then that I found out that 
both of our little dogs were killed in the car wreck.  

 Later my niece Lori Lee came from a long way and gave me much comfort. From that 
time on I was obsessed on getting back to Shreveport to make Bertie’s funeral. Chet then 
bowed down and told me if I could make it to Shreveport, I could stay with him and Dori as 
he knew my parents were not prepared to nurse me back to health. It would be months later 
that I would go to my parents and my sister’s home. 

 When the head doctor told me, I couldn’t go back yet and to hold a memorial for 
her later, I told him I was going to be there for her funeral if I had to get up and walk out. It 
was a monumental bluff and he knew it, I couldn’t even raise my head off the pillow. But he 
humored me and said the next day he would send the lung doctor to check out the improve-
ment on my lungs and the leg doctor to see how my leg looked. If they gave approval he 
would let me go, if I let him call for an ambulance from Shreveport. 

 While I was waiting some good friends of Bertie and me came to the ICU. Ray and 
Mary Sue Gordon. I was telling them what I knew of the car wreck, which was very little. 
When I got to the point where I knew no more to say, a lady came through the curtain and 
told us what happened. Her name was Wanda Rose and she was the lady that held my 
head. She said they were having their weekly prayer meeting at a place called “The Moun-
tain Inn” when the crash happened. They were Catholic. They ran out to where we were. 
Some went to check on the man in the truck and some to our car. The man that wouldn’t let 
me out of my body was named John and he was the owner of “The Mountain Inn.” 

 She said John spoke to me in Hebrew and I answered him in Hebrew. Mary Sue, Ray 

they were trying to stabilize me and leaned over me and said Jesus isn’t ready for me yet, 
and afterward followed me to the Fort Smith hospital and kept praying for me during all my 
surgery. She said she would talk with me again and as she left, I thanked her.  

 The lung doctor checked my lung and said it was to a point where it should heal on 
its own. He said hold your breath and he jerked the tube out. The leg doctor checked my 
leg and said the swelling had gone down enough for me to make the trip by ambulance to 
Shreveport.

 The next day the ambulance came for me. The two young men driver and attendant 
were told not to stop until arriving in Shreveport. After we were in route, I studied the young 
man sitting with me. I asked him if he would help me set up. He smiled and said of course.  



 After sitting awhile, I asked him if he knew where the “Mountain Inn” was. He said he 

on the cab front part and asked the driver to stop at “The Mountain Inn”. A little later I felt 
the ambulance turn and stop. The driver got out and after a short while the ambulance door 
opened and a man came in and said. How are you Sam. I didn’t know what else to say so 
before I knew it, I was asking him if his name was John. He nodded his head yes. And after 
studying him a while I said, “You’re the man that wouldn’t let me die”. He said yes Sam I 
don’t know if it’s for one person or many, but God has more for you to do.  

 The ambulance attendant said we needed to get back on the road. John gave me a 
card with the Mountain Inn phone number on it. I would be calling the prayer group during 
my recovery. I hugged him and, on his way out of the ambulance he looked back and said, 
“sorry about your wife.” We went straight to Chet and Dori’s home in Shreveport.  

 They took me in on a stretcher from the ambulance; Chet was a man of war turned 
man of God. He fought many battles in World War 11. And now God had him and his wife 
Dori there for me. They got a wheelchair for me and took me to Bertie’s funeral. Later they 
took me to a church of about 3000 people. While there a lawyer’s wife came to me and said 
she thought her husband Carl, who had known Bertie and me, could help me and Carl 
came to Chet’s home and started helping me. When he came in Chet’s door, he had a long 
note pad and pencil. I thought sitting in my wheelchair that I would have to relive the acci-
dent all over again. 

 Carl came up to the wheelchair, looked down at me, shoved the pencil and tablet at 
me and said. “Don’t stop writing, no matter what. Through your darkest hours keep express-
ing yourself and using what God gave you. I took the pencil and notepad; I didn’t say much, 
but I kept writing. 

 Tom and Chet suggested that I start putting poems on bookmarks. Later Tom got me 
with a printer and the bookmark ministry started and it started with the prison ministry. 

 The big Assembly of God church had a huge puppet ministry. The lady in charge was 
called the puppet lady, she had puppets going all over the world. She found good use for 
me, I stuffed puppets. But eventually I wrote several poems to match up with the characters 
of her puppets. I got to use my gift.

 Later I started going back to prisons with Tom and Chet. Including Angola’s death 
row. Only pastors went but they found good use for me, I babysitted back at the motel. But 
the pastors took my bookmarks to death row. I got to use my gift. 
 
 My leg was growing crooked and I needed therapy as an outpatient at a local hos-

Towards the last I came out and the driver door was open. My very good friend and World 
War 11 Veteran Fred Roberts said you need to drive Sam, get in. I haven’t driven since the 



accident. Not just because of my leg, But because of fear. The hospital was on the edge of 
town, and Fred had me drive on the country roads.   

 He helped me get my courage back. When I got strong enough, I went to stay with my 
parents and sister. A lady’s prayer group was meeting next door and came over to pray with 
us. Later these ladies took me to Jeanne Fentress an old friend that was having a prayer 

It was a milestone in giving my testimony. No doubt Jesus used these ladies mightily. 

 During all this time God was blessing me, but I began to realize I was still pining for 
Alberta, and on several occasions, I could hear her say. Get to Anderson babe. I didn’t know 
at the time, but I am convinced that Bertie knew Jesus would get Judy and me together once I 
got back to Anderson. 

 I put it off for a while. Until I started getting phone calls from Anderson and my 
thoughts were beginning to be channeled in that direction. I asked my mother if she thought 
I could make the trip back by myself to check on the house and to see what I needed to do 
with it. Mother said if you think you’re ready son, I think you can.  I took the step of faith and 
prayed myself past the car wreck site and made it back to Anderson.  
 
 This is the greatest example in my life of how fast God will move when you get in His 
perfect will. 
 
 I got with Judy and in one week we were engaged. I talked it over with Judy and we 

church. I didn’t want to know where it went or how much they got for it. I knew Bertie would 
be pleased for it to go to the church where she had been secretary.  

 Haskell Martin the church pastor married Judy and me within six weeks after I came 
back to Anderson. Jesus restored my life and used Judy to get me back on track.  

and poem books are getting out all over the world. We all know whose doing it, our Lord 
Jesus. To God be the glory.



 Very close to the same time of year several years after Judy and I were married, we 
passed by The Mountain Inn and Judy said there was a man in front working on Christmas 
decorations. Judy said do you think it’s John? I stopped to see and left the car by the bluff 
where the wreck was. The man’s back was to me, and I said John. He turned around, smiled, 
and said how are you Sam. I looked at him for a while, then said I have given many testi-
monies because of you. He said and I have given many testimonies about you. We began 
talking and during the conversation I asked him what language he was speaking to me that 
night. He said others around him said Hebrew, and he said I answered him in Hebrew. I 
said John, I don’t know Hebrew. John said Sam, neither do I. 
 
 Then John told me that our little dog Angel was found by the wrecker driver. He buried 
her there at the Mountain Inn wreck scene. Little Bitt was hurt bad but a young couple from 
Eureka Springs took him and he did live for a while as John was told. Finally, I said come 
meet my wife Judy. I took him to the car and introduced him to her. While I was getting John 
a book of poems John said I don’t know how he lived that night. John took the book, we em-
braced. John went back to his decorations and Judy and I got back on the road to Anderson. 
 

like to pass it on to you. Whatever your gift is! Even in your darkest hours keep using that 
gift. Keep faithful to the gift God has given you, and it will bring you back to the light.













They Wouldn’t Let Me Die

“They Wouldn’t Let Me Die” was the very first poem that came to me after the car wreck.

It came to me in the ambulance after I talked with John for the first time at the Mountain Inn. 
It was in my head and I wrote it down after arriving at Chet and Dori’s in Shreveport.

After we left the Mountain Inn, I couldn’t sit up any more and I had only a narrow view 
through the ambulance window. 

It was night and the journey was an emotional one for me. So, to occupy my thoughts I 
composed “They Wouldn’t Let Me Die” in my head. 

Lying on my back on a stretcher I turned my head and had a narrow view of a big body of 
water and bridge rails passing speedily by. Though it was dark I knew it was Cross Lake.

I knew Chet and Dori lived in West Shreveport and we would be getting to their home soon. 
So I made it a point to finish the poem in my mind before we got there.

The first post car wreck poem was completed. The only inspiration from this poem that I can 
think of was to search out my quest as to why they wouldn’t let me die.

Christmas At Chet And Dori’s

and Dori’s.  However, there was about a two-week span of time between the amount of time 
that Christmas actually came, and the ambulance brought me to Chet and Dori’s home.

I would like to write about what happened during that time period. Bertie and I knew Chet 

began to embark on another experience with people that would not let me die. 

I was very weak and hurt both physically and emotionally. But that didn’t stop Chet and 
Dori. They belonged to a church of about three thousand souls. Their church members 
stretched out all over the Ark La Tex. For the next two weeks there was a steady stream of 
home Christmas parties. 

Chet and Dori couldn’t make me go but both had strong wills. I agreed to go but I was to 
weak to bath myself. So, Chet gave me a bathing suit and a folding chair and gave me a 
bath under a very big shower they had in their home. If nothing else I would at least smell 
good. They got me in my wheelchair and off to some where in Texas we went.

We were greeted at the front door of a very big home. Chet introduced me and wheeled my 
wheelchair over the threshold. They could see I was weak, so they let me stay in the kitchen. 



Soon a lady came with a plate of food. I thanked her and ate what I could. Everyone was 
very gracious to me and I was very blessed by them all.

A little while after Christmas still in my wheelchair Chet, Tom and the Insight For Inmates 
ministry took me with them to different prisons. It was during this time the poetic bookmarks 
came into being. 

And last but not least I would like to bring to remembrance the pastor of Chet and Dori’s 
church at that time Rodney Duron for coming to Bertie’s funeral and later coming to see me 
at Chet and Dori’s. It meant a lot to me. Thank you everybody that Jesus used on my behalf. 
I have often wondered how I could repay them. Then the answer came. I can’t repay them.

They did it for love.

Alone Time 

The “Alone Time” poem has a story behind it I would like to share. 

After the car wreck in my testimony I was just getting back the ability to walk on my own 
again.  I went often to Ford Park in Shreveport Louisiana to walk and pray. It provided what I 
have come to call alone time with Jesus and the Holy Spirit.

For a better part of a year I did this.  In the park were some of the most beautiful pine trees.
They were so big and tall, and time seemed to stand still as I walked among them.

thought about talking with him but I could see he was deep into his art. So I pretended he 
wasn’t there and kept walking and praying.  I lost track of time and when I looked at where 
he had been, he was gone.

I didn’t think too much more about it until much later when I saw a piece of art in a local 
store.  It was of a man walking through the pine trees and even though I didn’t know the 
artist, I knew in my spirit it was me.

I also know that artwork was not done for me, and I asked Jesus who ever got it would be 
embraced and blessed by our alone time.

Wanda Rose’s Angels 

The “Wanda Rose’s Angels” story and poem is an extension of Judy’s and my testimony. 
I said in the testimony John and Wanda were at a Catholic prayer meeting when the car 
wreck happened. John later gave me a card when the ambulance I was riding in stopped 
at The Mountain Inn. I got in contact with them for prayer. Wanda called my mothers home 
where I was staying to ask how I was and to pray. Wanda talked with my mother and mother 



When the decision was made for me to leave Shreveport and to go back to Anderson, I let 
Wanda know I was going back, and she offered to meet me along the way and pray for us 
both. 

We met in a town just north of the wreck site. Wanda had her son with her, and we all prayed 
for each other. Wanda and her family were leaving the area and I’m so thankful we met to 
pray for that would be the last time I would see or hear from her.

When my mother gave up the ghost, a moving van brought her belongings from Louisiana 

have them on display in our home to this day. 

Haskell And Barbra

The “Haskell and Barbra” poem was written for two people that were not only instrumental 
in getting me back to Anderson but were very close friends in the Lord with Bertie and me. 
After the car wreck my pastor Haskell called me in Shreveport to encourage me and to help 
keep me focused in searching for Jesus will in my situation.

Both Haskell and Barbra were very close to Bertie and me. Bertie was the church secretary 
and we developed both a natural and a spiritual bond with each other. In fact, Barbra and 
Bertie looked so much alike that some thought they looked like sisters. 

Indeed, Haskell felt I should come back to Anderson. However, I found out later that Barbra 
had an unction of her own, that Judy and I should get together. The way things progressed 
Barbra’s unction proved true. No doubt she prayed faithfully about it.

I also recall two events that happened during my waiting time for Judy’s and my church 
wedding. I had to live in the old home place where I lived with Bertie alone. I had no T.V. as 
the house had been closed up for so long. I recall Haskell and Barbra’s son in law Craig 

watch VHF movies. So, the nights building up to the time of the wedding, I was able to 
watch my Bud About and Lou Costello collection in the old home place. That helped me to 
laugh and gave me at least a measure of joy till I could get with Judy. It may sound like a 
small thing, but in my life small things don’t seem so small anymore.

The other event was when Pastor Haskell took me to a printer in town because I lost contact 
with the one the prison ministers got me in Shreveport. That proved to be a God send as 
over twenty years later Judy and I are still with Four States Printing in Anderson. 

Isn’t it beautiful how Jesus works through His people to help each other through this warfare 

on.



My Revelator

The My Revelator poem is about a black lady that helped raise me during the forties and 

Lurilie came to work for my family when I was twelve years old and she has been a big 

When the car wreck took place both before and after I got with Judy, it was Lurilie that spoke 

had yet for me to do. 

During the course of time I would survive every member of my immediate family, and with 
each Jesus made an opportunity for me to pray with each one. The irony of it all in my 
thinking was all of them should have survived me had Jesus not intervened .

Judy and I went to Lurilie’s funeral a few years ago and when I spoke a few words to honor 
her, I said from my heart what Lurilie meant to me in my life, and what she spoke to me 
proved out.

A Cross for Bertie   &   That Cross Was Inviting

“A Cross for Bertie” and “That Cross Was Inviting” came about from a trip to Louisiana Judy 
and I took to go to a sixty- year class reunion. This was a trip Judy and I had not taken in 
many years because most of our family and friends we had known was no longer there.

Also, along the way was the wreck site of when my wife Alberta was taken from me in a 
heartbeat and I was badly hurt.  As we headed south the wreck site I didn’t notice to much.

Judy and I got to Shreveport and accomplished our goal. Many blessings came our way and 
it was a good trip. We started back and headed north as was the direction Bertie and I was 
going when we had the wreck; and coming from the north we could see a high bluff that we 
couldn’t see when we were coming from the south. On the top of the bluff looking down on 
the little valley where the wreck had taken place was a big white cross. I said Judy do you 
see that cross.

We stopped and Judy got out to take pictures with her cell phone. I was so excited that when 
Judy got back in the car, I drove us down into the valley. Judy took more pictures and it 
inspired these poems that came. The accident was long ago but I believe from my heart that 
Judy and I was looking at a cross for Bertie.

In the picture of my wife Bertie she’s holding Angel and our west highland terrier Tinker. Tinker 
was in the back seat and though slightly injured he was found walking down the road that 
fatal night by a young couple who picked him up and took him back to their farm in Texarkana. 
I found this out when they called me at Chet and Dori’s in Shreveport after tracking me down. 
They nursed Tinker back to health and I thanked them for I knew Bertie would be pleased.










































