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Patti’s Testimony

I went to Bible Study at the Baptist Church in North Waterboro Tuesday nights on

the way home from school for a year or two. That was the extent of my religion. I

was probably in the third grade.

I was fourteen when I started my first job as a bagger of freshly baked loaves of

bread and deep fried donuts for my neighbor Alma Day. At age sixteen I became a

cook and waitress at Grave’s store. Now it is called Lakeside Market. I worked there

through the summer of 1972. In September of 1972 I became a secretary at Union

Mutual, now Unum in Portland.

Friday November 29th, the day after Thanksgiving in 1974, I was in my ‘new to me’

1972 Cougar heading for Newfield. On a back road there was a spot of black ice. I

must have touched my power disc brakes. My car ended up on its side and broken

in half… one piece frame… if I had had my seatbelt on I wouldn’t have lived.

As it was, I hit my head on something and was unconscious. The ambulance and Dr.

Moulton took me to H.D. Goodall Hospital in Sanford. They cleaned me up and sent

me to Maine Medical Center.

While all this was going on my neighbor Kay Day was listening to her police scanner.

She heard my name and immediately called her pastor. Pastor Carlson started their

church, Calvary Pentecostal, praying for me. I did not know the Lord at that time,

but Pastor and Mrs. Carlson came to Maine Medical Center every day to see how I

was doing and they prayed for salvation and healing.

That bump on my head turned out to be a concussion. I was unconscious for nine

weeks. When I came to, I weighed a lot less, I couldn’t talk above a whisper, couldn’t

remember a single thing, was recuperating from Pneumonia and having my lungs

cleaned out and my entire right side was paralyzed.

After I began to heal, my family told me that if looks could kill, there would have

been some dead nurses in my room because they kept moving my right arm and

right leg that were perfectly happy being paralyzed!!!
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I believe they let me out of the hospital on February 24, 1975. I was in a wheelchair

and had two aluminum forearm crutches. My balance was so bad that I would fall

down when standing still.

Pastor and Mrs. Carlson came to the house to see me one more time. That visit I do

remember, but I couldn’t talk and I had nothing to say. About all I did was sit. Mom

and I played Yahtzee… I never won.

Usually on Saturday night Mom and I would go to Maplewood to visit Aunt Ann and

Aunt Sally. We would either play Double Yahtzee or 63. We would be going home at

about nine O’clock. It was dark outside. It helped understand what I was saying if

you could be looking at me. Mom was driving and couldn’t see me, so I didn’t talk.

But I do remember… once I exhaled… I wasn’t a physically active person… there was

no need to take another breath… but I had a thought… if you don’t take a breath you

might never again be able to… you’ll die! That was the Lord. I didn’t think that at

the time. But I took a breath.

I kept going back to Maine Medical Center for checkups and they said I was not

improving much at all. So I moved into the Ingraham House in Portland. I would

learn to live with my disability. I did start walking with one crutch. I think I was in

Portland for two years. Then I moved back to South Waterboro.

Mom and Dad worked and my sister Bonnie was in school, so there wasn’t much to

do so I took my crutch and a plastic bag down May Street on Goodwin’s Mills Road,

crossed over to Pearl Street. Then I crossed over to the Post Office. I went in and

got the mail, put it in my plastic bag and walked all the way back home. Well my

doctor did say that exercise would help me heal.

I met a person who told me if I wanted to meet a good man to marry, I should go to

church. I called my neighbor Kay Day again. I asked her who was the minister at

the big, beautiful Baptist Church. She told me that her church would be better for

me.

Pastor and Mrs. Cleveland would take me to church and bring me home. So to find

a man to marry, I went to church. I started attending Calvary Pentecostal Church in

1979 when it was located in the little white building on the other side of what was

Tony’s Pizza. I happily went to church three times a week.
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Pastor Cleveland and the church built a new church on Route 202 in South

Waterboro and changed the name to Wayside Chapel. I became the attendance

manager.

In 1984 Wayside Chapel had an evangelist named Paul Tafoya from Texas preach

three sermons. At the last sermon he was prophesying. Through him the Lord said

‘Patti Stone, if you will stay with Me and not turn away, your family will be saved. If

you will stay with Me, you will meet a companion to be a blessing even unto you, and

if you will stay with Me, have no other gods before Me, you will be healed, so sayeth

the Lord.’

In October 1987 a lady from church worked with this man who had a motorcycle

accident in 1972 and she told him about me. When he came to church and we were

introduced… lightening!

He gave me a ride home from church. He told me that he liked to drink, that his

third wife just kicked him out because of that. He wanted to know if we could date.

I said my father was an alcoholic, I didn’t need another one. He said he gave up

smoking cold turkey, he’d give up drinking if I’d date him. I said okay so he did stop

drinking alcohol. I knew the Lord would bless us. Bobby was pretty much Catholic

but I was Pentecostal.

I moved into his apartment in December of 1987. We were happy for a while… I

learned he had a quick temper and, remember, I was disabled and like a new kid

learning life. We broke up three times in 1988, but we got back together. One

Sunday Bobby did give his heart to Jesus.

I got my first job as a volunteer shredder at H.D. Goodall Hospital. Bobby was my

chauffer for about a year. Bobby asked me to marry him and I said ‘No, not yet.’.

Well, one day, while I was shredding away there was that ‘audible voice’ in the

corner where there was nothing. It said ‘That’s him Pat, just wait a while.’

So, on the way home, I asked Bobby, ‘You know that question you’ve been asking

me, ask me again.’ So he did and I said ‘Yes’. He asked why the change? So I told

him. He didn’t believe or question but he heard ‘Yes’. He wanted to find someone to

marry us, I wanted a wedding. When we told Mom we wanted to be married, she

and my sisters started planning the wedding… As it turned out, Bobby was married

three times before but never a wedding in a church.
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Just a coincidence probably but Bobby was born on November 29th, the day of my

accident!!! The Lord brought me a long way being married to Bobby. After being a

shredder, I learned to play golf.

We walked eighteen holes about twice a week… which leads me to another blessing…

When I with my partially paralyzed right leg I would, unknowingly. Swing my right

foot way out around in a half circle. Bobby suggested we start walking around the

house. He told me to scuff my knees together… I remember them telling me that at

my checkups at Maine Medical Center. The Lord’s ways are perfect and His timing

is perfect because He is perfect. I walk much better now.

One day Bobby went to South Waterboro to have his hair cut. When he came home

he let me know that his hairdresser took handicapped people to Maine Handicapped

Skiing in Newry, Maine at the Sunday River Ski Resort.

I started downhill skiing in 1995. I had to get up at 5:00 AM put on my own ski

outfit, pack my lunch and be ready to be picked up at 6:15 AM. We would ride for an

hour, stop for breakfast, ride for another half hour and we were there. We had to go

in the ski lodge and get registered and check that my skis were ready. I had two ski

buddies, praise the Lord. They put the ski boots on me and my helmet… they got me

all prepared.

We started out on a ‘flat hill’ and I managed to fall down a lot! After the ‘flat hill’ I

would get on a cart pulled by a snowmobile with one of my buddies and the driver

took us a little further up the mountain. My other buddy went up on the ski lift then

skied down to where we were. I followed one buddy down the mountain and one

buddy followed me. I was introduced to the mountain with no ski poles. They said I

had to get control of myself first.

After a while I started taking the ski lift. Years later one of the Maine Handicapped

Skiing lead skiers told me that I could use ski poles. One day my buddies and I got

off the ski lift and it was decided that I should go first.

A handicapped skier skies the slope from side to side to build up the leg muscles and

the keep the skier from gaining too much speed. So I started out properly but there

was a trail of four, five and six year old skiers that skied straight down the mountain,

keeping me from skiing to the right. I asked the Lord for help and guidance. I skied
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straight down the mountain, even managed to ski over a ski jump without jumping.

At the bottom of the slope I was just as happy and shocked as my buddies were. I

said ‘The Lord was with me.”

Two or three times Bobby took me to Sugar Loaf Ski Resort. The last time, two ski

buddies asked me if I had ever skied down the whole mountain. Of course my

answer was ‘No’.

I was a ‘green skier’, not a black diamond skier and there was a way to ski from one

slope to another and another and I would ski all the way from top to bottom. It

would probably tucker me out so that that was all the skiing I would do that day but

I would have skied a whole mountain trail. So I said ‘Okay’. We changed ski lifts

two or three times and went all the way up.

I watched my leading buddy, followed her and being on a new slope, I watched my

skis more than I should have but I saw where my buddy went but I didn’t see her

stop to wait for me. I skied right into her and I fell down. As my buddies helped me

up she said I was watching other skiers, I should have watched you.

We started again. I was watching my skies and the mountain and I didn’t know that

she stopped and wasn’t watching me two more times I skied into her and fell down.

They lifted me up… again… I was getting tuckered out. We were almost at the

bottom so I started again and this time I was turning to the right and I think my ski

tip dug into the snow and my body kept going. I fell down on my left shoulder. They

called the rescue squad for me as it was I broke my collar bone.

Bobby passed away in 2008. I planned on skiing in 2009 but when that ski lift at

Sugar Loaf let go, I felt that was the Lord telling me ‘No.’ I haven’t been back.

After nineteen years I’m back at Wayside Chapel, now named Grace Family Church

and the Lord is much closer all of the time! Pastor David Stanly said we could write

our testimonies and after 37 years this November (2011) I’m giving my testimony.


