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This has really happened to a young Christian woman, who was born in The Netherlands, but 

lives in New Zealand. 

One afternoon she went to her local general practitioner and during the consultation he said to 

her, “Nelly, I am not quite happy with what I have seen so far... I don’t want to upset you, but I think, 

that it will be wise if you go to the health center in town for some thorough tests.” 

“But I feel quite well. I have not had the problems I heard others always talking about. I am 

sometimes tired, but I think that is natural and it will pass I guess.” 

“Yes, and I may be wrong, but we have to play it safe haven’t we?” he said with a friendly 

smile. 

He walked with her to the door. 

They looked at a distant hawk climbing gracefully up the clouds, then soaring away. Rising like 

spikes all over the countryside, pines clothed the mountains in dark green. 

 

She went the following day and everybody was kind and helpful. She was told that a report 

about samples and X-ray photos would be sent to her doctor in the village. He would take up contact 

with her later. 

She did some shopping, bought blue cod for dinner (which her husband Henry liked so much) 

and went home in a good mood. She noticed the well-kept barn was filled with fresh hay. 

 

Within 24 hours the doctor came himself to the farmhouse. Henry and Nelly were amazed, but 

he told them, that she had to go to the hospital and he would bring her there straight away. That was the 

message. In a hurry, they packed some clothes in a suitcase and there they went. The doctor explained, 

“You have an acute nephritis, that means a kidney infection” ...antibiotics...a diet...more tests... 

In effect Nelly had to stay four weeks, till the day that she received a visit from two specialists 

who told her, “We have studied and discussed your case carefully. We regret that we cannot bring you 

better news. You see, your chances to survive your pregnancy are almost nil. Your kidneys would not 

be able to stand all the tension. We suggest, that you allow us to remove the fetus immediately.” 

Nelly got the feeling that she plunged into a ravine. This was not at all what she expected to 

hear. She abhorred abortions! Terminating the life of an unborn child went against all that was holy in 

the eyes of her and her husband. She was willing to risk her life for her child. 

 

Two days later she went home, with the warning, “Think about it and let us know what you are 

going to do. Hurry.” 

Henry and Nelly talked and prayed together, visited the minister of their church and decided to 

ask a second opinion, of another specialist, but he did not give them much hope either. They went to 

see an elderly doctor, who was well-known for his anti-abortion vies. He said, “Yes, it is serious, but I 

think we could wait and see till the seventh month. God will be with you.” 

Every day a sample of Nelly’s urine had to go to a laboratory. So it was done and one month after 

another passed by, but suddenly the doctor was at the phone and asked them to come and see him. He 

had good news. As soon as they sat down in his study, he asked, “Do you believe in miracles? Well I do 

now. Madam, your kidneys are healed. The baby can be born in the normal way. Praise God.” 

It happened indeed. Exactly at the right date, a healthy baby girl was born and they called her 

Theodora—a gift from God. Nelly could feed her herself. This was more than she had hoped and 

prayed for...♦ 
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