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It Is All By Grace 

by J.P. de Klerk 

 
John Dobson was a medical student. He had yet one year to go before his final examination. 

Everybody liked him. They called him a jolly good fellow. He was jovial, willing to help others, 

generous, and he did not hide the fact that he was a Christian. It made him especially attractive for his 

fellow student, Rose Brookner, who often sought the company of the square-built farmer’s son. Soon 

they fell in love with each other. 

Rose was a girl who had lost her parents when she was five years old and she grew up in an 

orphanage. She enjoyed visiting the Dobson family on their farm, and John told her everything about 

all the things that were going on there. One day, they had a long talk with the minister of the Church, 

who had a friendly relationship with the Dobsons since many years and they made known their wish to 

marry. They wanted to keep it simple, but that was not what father Dobson wanted. His only son had to 

have a colorful marriage with all the relatives and friends they could find. He would take care of the 

organization. So it was done, and the Church was full till the last seat. 

Temporarily they went to live in a flat close to the university buildings. There they were very 

happy. In the living room they had the text from 2 Corinthians 12: “My grace is sufficient for you.” 

This was a handmade gift from a friend of the high school where John had been, painted on black 

velvet, and framed by himself. Rose often put a vase with flowers next to it. They always saw it when 

they had dinner. Every day was their own little feast. They didn’t know that something would happen 

that would be a real trial for them. 

It all started with an ordinary cold and a headache John had after a very tiring day, working as a 

young doctor in the hospital, running up and down in the drafty corridors, looking after emergencies, 

complications, sudden problems, misunderstandings, etcetera. The cold passed off in a week, but the 

headache was still there. John did not worry about it, because he did not have it every day, but he made 

a habit of it to have aspirin tablets with him. 

With difficulty, he passed his final exams. Rose, who had terminated her studies when she 

noticed that she was expecting a baby, had helped John as much as she could. She noticed that often his 

mind was not on his work. Suddenly, one morning, John had difficulty reading a laboratory report 

about a patient. It was like something was blocking his view. It was not a busy day, so John concluded 

that it would have something to do with his headaches. 

He spoke about the incident with an older colleague, who brought him to a specialist who had a 

very good reputation. He researched John and decided that X-ray photos had to be made of his head 

straight away. He would hear the outcome the following day. John could not hide the fact for Rose that 

he was worried, and they prayed to God, asking for wisdom and strength. 

Then came the news: He had a tumor. The specialist explained that it was on a spot where it can 

cause all kinds of illnesses, and some of these could be fatal, but it was the kind of cancer that seldom 

moves further, and it would not be too difficult to remove it, but as soon as possible. 

John and Rose talked long about the whole matter and they made a phone call to the minister of 

the church, who said he would pray for them in the church on Sunday. 

The following morning it was a strange sensation for John to go to the hospital and write his 

name down as a patient. The girl at the reception desk was lost in wonder, because he appeared to be in 

good health. With a smile he looked at his white coat hanging on a peg with his name on it. 
 

*** 

It was afternoon, some days later. The sun shone at the windows of his room, but the curtains 

were drawn John was in intensive care. He was watched by a nurse and above him there were machines 



who made ticking sounds. He opened his eyes and looked around, while his memories came slowly 

back and he realized where he was.... There had been the moment he was brought into the operating 

room, strange, well-known instruments and faces, but he in a reverse position. Not standing behind the 

table under the big lamps, not looking down on a patient.... 

The nurse next to him said: “Everything went well.” 

He blinked while these words sank in his consciousness. The nurse took a piece of cotton wool, 

dipped it in a cistern with water and moistened his lips. He relaxed a bit and whispered “Thanks... 

Fine... All right... Thank God.” 

The nurse wrote something down on a list in front of her. 

Half an hour later, John suddenly asked, “How is my blood pressure?” 

“As good as normal,” answered the nurse. 

“How was...the operation?” 

“Well, the surgeon discovered something very rare. The tumor had destroyed itself already. He 

cleaned up.” 

“Nurse...it is all...by grace...God did it.” There came tears in his eyes. 

“Please, remain calm,” said the nurse, a bit startled. 

“Are you...a Christian?” he asked. 

“Yes, I am.” 

“So, you...understand...God is here...His grace...forever.” He felt a pleasant, wonderful peace 

coming over him and closed his eyes. Oh, he knew, God used people, but He could do things without 

them. He was the Almighty, the Sovereign. John felt too happy for words. 

Later he woke up again, because he had heard footsteps. Then he saw Rose. She kissed him and 

they looked in the eyes of each other with all the love they had. Gently she stroked his hands, laying on 

the blanket. Her face was radiant of joy and thankfulness. She knew what he knew. They were safe in 

the Lord’s hands. 

“Darling, how do you feel now?” 

“Wonderful... happy... God is with us.” 

“Yes, He answered our prayers before we said them.”  

They experienced golden moments together. 

The nurse opened one of the curtains. “John, the surgeon told me that you will have to wait 

three months before you work again in the hospital. I have spoken with your parents and with the 

minister. They send their best wishes for a speedy recovery.” 

“Thank you very much,” John said. 
 

*** 
 

His recovery went one step at a time. After he had left the hospital he was yet a bit unsteady on 

his feet. He had done some light work in the garden, but he was quickly tired. Rose enjoyed the fact, 

that he was home every day. He did some paperwork, and he noticed that the coming baby became 

central to his thinking. He had to do something for the future of the three of them, the Lord willing. He 

looked at two posies of chrysanthemums one of the neighbors had brought. 

He made some phone calls and told Rose, “Listen, there is a Doctor Sanders, who is an elderly 

man who wants to retire. He lives in a village not far from here and I would like to take over from him 

as a general practitioner, some time after the baby has arrived. My father is willing to lend me some 

money for buying the practice. We do not need to move. It is only fifteen minutes to drive.... What do 

you think of that?” 

For a moment she was speechless. Then she threw her arms round his neck. “Oh John, that 

would be wonderful.” 
 

* * * 



That was how it all happened. The baby was born and received the name Theodore. John and 

Rose felt that God had enriched their lives. One day Dr. John rose early, went to the room where the 

baby was sleeping and looked out of the window. He saw how the morning crawled out from under a 

blanket of fog. He folded his hands and said, “Thank Thee, O Lord, for everything.” ♦ 

 

P. S. This story has really happened. I only changed the names, as usual. 
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