FOREWORD
Most of our married life Ron and I have lived and worked on foreign soil. This has been a calling for both of us since we were children. So, when we began in 2007 to travel and hold conferences for leaders in sub-Sahara Africa it was not a new thing. Rather, it was another challenge, the next step in our service to God and others. 
Our most recent journey was in June and July, 2010 to the two Congo nations in central Africa. Travel and other conditions in Congo Brazzaville were probably the most difficult of any we have experienced since we began our leadership seminars in Africa. But the depth of gratitude of the leaders who received our training made it worth while. 
As we always did after many weeks of intense ministry like this and preferring to stay among the African church leaders rather than in a hotel, we returned to our base in Pretoria, South Africa. Usually this was a place of rest, refreshing, and regrouping for our next ministry venture. These times of recovery, so to speak, are absolutely necessary given the difficult conditions we often face. This time, though, our recuperation break included preparation for making another continental move. 
About a year prior to this it had become evident to us that God wanted to expand our ministry to include other parts of the world, namely Asia and Europe. This meant we needed to find some place more central as a rest and recovery center, and we decided on Tiberius, Israel as that place. 
Making an international move is exhausting in itself. But even after arriving in Tiberius, it took a lot of work to make our get-way apartment ready. Finally, on October 22nd, just 9 days before we were to fly to Rwanda for our next assignment, we were able to move in.  

Our transition from South Africa to Israel came after those particularly difficult two months in the Congo nations. Knowing all that we had been through it was not surprising that Ron was becoming more and more weary. Yet after getting into the apartment, he became increasingly ill, feeling achy all over his body and having a terrible headache. He thought he had the flu. This was particularly worrisome as we thought about our trip to Rwanda in just a few days for more weeks of leadership seminars. However, rather than getting better, the symptoms worsened. Although Ron felt better during the days, the nighttime chills and fever intensified. 
Finally, late Friday night, after a scary round of his being so chilled, then "roasting" with fever, I got on the Internet, trying to reach our doctor friend, in Tulsa, Oklahoma. Meanwhile, another friend and I chatted about Ron's symptoms and what I should do to get his fever down. 
Then our doctor friend replied. He also was at home ill and just happened to pick up my email there. His diagnosis from afar was, "It could be the flu. But it sounds like malaria to me." 
MALARIA
I told Ron what the doctor said. Though it was now one-thirty in the morning I insisted we needed to go to the hospital. This was also the wee hours of Shabbat, the period of Sabbath from sundown to sundown. In Tiberius, the likelihood of finding a clinic or doctor anywhere but in the Poriya Hospital was very slim. 
Usually I allow Ron to make these decisions, but it was obvious to me he needed to get medical attention before we flew to Rwanda in less than 48 hours. He was resistant; yet, to my relief, he agreed. "In the morning," he said. "Let's sleep now. Then we'll stop by the hospital before we go to the congregation meeting."  
The next morning, I was surprised to find him standing over me, fully dressed, and urging me to get up so we would have time to stop at the hospital for advice and medicine before continuing on to worship. 
Arriving at the hospital, the guards pointed to the emergency room inside the gates and up a road. I walked ahead quickly to find out where it was, thinking Ron was with me. However, when I looked back, I found him following slowly behind. 
Being in a foreign country it was a blessing to find someone at the admissions desk who spoke English. Ruth became our interpreter, even our advocate in the days to come. 
Ron was concerned about the cost of the service. We had just made an expensive move from South Africa, and were on our way out of the country for a costly trip to Rwanda. We did not want to use up the cash we had budgeted for the trip. Learning that it would cost about 300 NIS in local currency – $80 U.S. – Ron balked. But I decided to stand my ground! I insisted that if we were going to Rwanda, we had to have medicine for him to get well for the grueling schedule ahead. He finally agreed and was ''admitted" for testing and treatment. 
We had the immediate attention of the doctor and other staff. Probably, since it was still early morning of Shabbat not many people were being treated. It was quickly confirmed that he did indeed have malaria. The doctor wanted to admit him into the hospital for 24 hours observation. 
But Ron balked again. "How much is this going to cost?" he asked. 
The doctor persisted, asking if he had any rash. No, neither of us thought he did. Not to be deterred, she moved ahead, took hold of his trouser legs and jerked them up. "Look at that!" I gasped. Both ankles were peppered!  At that, Ron realized it was important to yield to the doctor's expertise.  
The escalation of events came at us suddenly, a roaring storm, another major challenge that called for our best efforts in faith and prayer! When we turn back and ponder all that happened, we are very aware it was only God who had us in the right place at the right time. It was only God who spared us Ron's death and the destruction of his teaching ministry. It is only God who brought us out on the other side strong enough to pick up and move on to our next assignment in Africa. 
You can imagine the warfare against our spirits as we went through these events. Yet, in spite of these things, I look back and realize God was preparing me, speaking to me even before Ron went to the hospital, in several different ways. Those words from God are what carried me through. Let me tell you about the onions.
All I needed was an onion 
Friday morning, the day prior to our going to the hospital, I headed out for my 30 minute walk. I was already tired. And I was thinking about getting a few more groceries before that evening. As I rode the elevator down, I heard two people exchange "Shabbat Shalom!" meaning "Peaceful Sabbath!" I groaned. 
Shabbat, a significant celebration for the Israelis every weekend, is normally a highlight of the week for us. It begins on Friday evening with supper. Most businesses are closed on Saturdays, so traffic is heavy on Friday mornings as people do their last-minute shopping for the preparation of the Sabbath. Getting across town and in and out of grocery stores on Friday is never quick or easy. 
We had been invited to two different meals, one this evening and the other the following noon after worship. As I walked down the road, I moaned in my spirit, asking the Lord to give me grace. Maybe we should not have accepted the invitations when we were so busy, I lamented. We had just moved into a brand new apartment, after weeks of waiting and working with our contractors. I was tired. Ron was not well. Plus, the day after tomorrow we were leaving for Rwanda. 
Then I saw something in the middle of the road that hadn't been there just a few minutes earlier when I was walking the opposite direction. 
Two onions! Really nice, solid and fresh, and not badly battered from having fallen in the street. I looked around. Certainly someone would be coming back to retrieve them. But there was no one anywhere nearby. What was I to do? I picked them up, and with one in each hand, fairly skipped all the way home. Continuing to think through my menus I realized – all I actually needed was an onion, one onion! God had provided even more than enough!

The Lord knew I needed an onion even before I did. I can take you right to that spot, it is so emblazoned in my mind. As I walked on, I was relieved to realize I did not need to get any more groceries. All I had needed was an onion and God gave me two of them!

As Ron's warfare against death continued into Sunday, the second day, I carried the second onion to the hospital and set it on his bedside table. It said to me, "God is mindful, God is with us." He had provided the onions I needed without the extra burden of fighting traffic in and out of the stores. Surely He could take care of any other need; we were just to trust Him. 
LESSONS
There is so much more we have learned through this. Ron and I have been through some pretty difficult and long, drawn-out trials, and the lessons we learned were always to be patient, to wait on the Lord, and let Him do the fighting for us over a period of time. However, never had we been in such sudden and intensely terrifying circumstances as we faced now. Still, those previous lessons continued to sustain us through these dark, turbulent hours. 
As Ron came out of his medically induced coma a few days later, God began to show him lesson after lesson. It is this series of revelations he received during the recovery from the ravishing of the enemy in his body that make up the heart of this book. He originally brought all these lessons together, and outlined the chapters in his thoughts while he still lay flat on his bed in the intensive care unit. 
As you read about our experiences and brushes with the searing attack of a vicious enemy, and the gracious protection and enlightenment of a loving God, may the Holy Spirit encourage you as you face your next life-battles. And may He teach you valuable lessons you too can share with others. 
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