
Healing Testimony of Jecolia Tong 
28th June, 2015 

 
I arrived in Sydney terribly tired of being tired of being (and thinking). But with Aunty Ay 
Nee and Uncle Peter our gracious hosts, it was impossible to have escaped untouched by 
the Father's love. The weather upon arrival was chilly, but like my heart it thawed and 
warmed as the days passed. 

 
I caught a cold on my second day - having gone for a run under the illusion of invincibility - 
and therefore had to miss a tennis game that night. In my sickness and solitude, I reflected 
on the state of my heart. Internal conflict and futile philosophising had pillaged my joy. That 
night, I asked the Lord if He would take me back to the joy and wonder I had once found in 
Him. 

 
The very next morning, Aunty Ay Nee reported the Lord's verdict on my heart condition: He 
told her that I had a lot of unhappiness and anger that needed to be released. Timely (and 
also always an encouragement coming from someone else)! All I wanted was the healing of 
my heart, but Aunty Ay Nee had quite the appetite for God's miracles, and said she would 
pray for the healing of my back too. I have mild Scoliosis. Though a relatively common 
ailment, it gave me backaches and the constant bother of trying to straighten up. It also 
cannot be healed. 

 
That night, Aunty Ay Nee prayed with and for me. As she was praying over my back, she 
realised that the fingers of my left and right hands were of unequal length. This disparity 
was to me just a by-product of my cello playing; I joked about it and took it lightly. Aunty Ay 
Nee prayed for healing nonetheless, and I watched as the fingers on my right hand lengthen 
to match that of my left. Praise Jesus whose blood makes me whole, even in ways I don't 
realise I need! My fingers returned several times to their original length that night, but 
lengthened each time I asked. Today (five days later), my fingers still look equal in length! 
Thank You God for caring for every detail of my being, so much more than I do. 

 
I believe my back has also straightened up, though I haven't grown eyes on the back of my 
head to see for myself. This is nonetheless very happy hearsay, which I believe and give God 
all the glory for! It does seem to have improved from the side profile, which is all I can attest 
to for now - any further and I'll have to do another X-ray. 

 
The next night, Aunty Ay Nee asked again to pray for healing—hooray for persistent prayer 
warriors!—joined by Catherine and my mother. God had told Aunty Ay Nee that my legs 
were uneven. This was new to me. We pulled my legs straight and, true enough, my left leg 
was about half an inch shorter. The knobs (I think called the medial malleolus) on my left 
and right leg, previously uneven, aligned as I watched. It was a minor though not unobvious 
change. The Creator of the universe cares for the half inch between my left leg and right! 
Surely this omniscient God who deserves praise for His very existence deserves even greater 
praise for His goodness! 

 
What amazed me the most came thereafter. Aunty Ay Nee and Catherine ministered to my 
mother and brother as well. As the Holy Spirit brought us together in our snivelling 
vulnerability, joy started to fill my belly and I began to laugh. I used to giggle for pure joy 



when I stepped into His presence, but my laughter had since hollowed out. It was amazing 
to know that His joy had not left me permanently, and more amazing that it was only 48 
hours ago when I prayed for a return of joy and wonder. Thank You Lord for hearing my 
prayers! 

 
More importantly, I was greatly encouraged to see Him build unity, love, and forgiveness 
into my family. I had brought this to Him with prayer and petition, but the journey seemed 
too arduous for me to pray with real expectation. This was His way of reminding me to keep 
praying, because healing has commenced and is already in motion. I cannot express what a 
comfort it is to have hope, and for fuel to keep my flickering faith alive. It is His spirit that 
breathes life into dry bones, and promises in Jesus the wonderful narrative of beauty from 
the ashes. 


