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Wait 

Heidi Houston 

I was newly married, 25 years old, and 

immersed in my first experience as a pastor’s 

wife when Jason was diagnosed with Multiple 

Sclerosis, a chronic disease that causes the body 

to attack the nervous system, thinking it is attacking a virus. Nerves can become severed; the 

spine and brain can become filled with tiny holes.   

Our journey begins in January of 2004. While he was walking from our car to our 

apartment, Jason collapsed. I was at work and had no idea what was happening. He dragged 

himself with his arms to our apartment (thankfully on the ground floor) and finally was able 

to enter. I received his call explaining what had happened. I was shocked into action. Prayer!  

Prayer will fix this, because my God is bigger than all of this. So I began calling our loved ones, 

asking for prayer. I just knew God would immediately heal the problem. I thought somehow 

I’d say a magical prayer and everything would be as I demanded. Keep Reading 

I had some mistaken ideas about God. My theology was off and I needed a lesson. God 

did respond. “Wait.”  I heard it, I just wasn’t sure I wanted to hear this word from the Lord. “But 



my husband’s sick, and Your Word says that by Your stripes, we are healed. And I need this 

healing today!”  “Wait.” 

We began to work with his neurologist, using the latest research to try to combat this paralysis 

of his legs. Nothing was working, not steroids, not physical therapy, not prayers (or so it 

seemed). The doctors warned that after four months of no improvement, he had only a slight 

chance of recovering ability to walk. A few years later, we received copies of all of Jason’s 

medical records. They stated that he was paralyzed from the waist down and they did not 

believe he would ever walk again.  

After a few months, we moved into his parents’ house, so that they could help me with 

him.  A handicap accessible deck with ramp was added to the back of the house so that he 

could wheel himself into and out of the house. We built a chair lift onto the stairs so he could 

ride up to the second story. A second wheelchair on that floor let him get to our bedroom.  I 

continued to pray, but my prayers were no longer so filled with faith. I have to say, doubt crept 

in. I would state I believed the Lord had a healing in store for my husband, but we had to wait. 

In my heart, I doubted this healing would ever happen.  I feared not knowing when it would 

happen, and I doubted I ever truly heard God’s voice speak to me. I doubted that I was 

important to the Lord, and that my prayers mattered to Him. Again, I had a lesson to learn. 

I continued to pray. Friends would lay hands on Jason and echo my doubts. They 

wondered why the Lord wasn’t hearing their prayers. Perhaps he or I had done something to 

anger the Lord, to bring this upon ourselves. Sounds like Job’s friends, doesn’t it?  But I began 



to believe this lie. God reminded me He also allows such things to show His glory, but I doubted 

I had heard Him. 

Eleven months after his first fall, I saw my husband walk down the hall to me. He held 

on to the wall with his hands, his legs shook, and he concentrated very hard, but he walked. 

And he still walks, though with a cane. 

He still has MS. Over time, he has developed holes in his brain the size of peas. “I’ve said 

‘I need that like I need a hole in the head’ a few times too many,” he jokes. He has had several 

major relapses from which the doctors have said he would never recover. At the last one, just 

over three years ago, I was told by doctors that he would not live much longer. The cognitive 

brain damage was so bad, they were certain he would never be able to converse with me again. 

As Jason and I were talking the other night (rather heatedly, I’m ashamed to admit), God jogged 

my heart. As I watched my husband evaluate my words and slowly respond, He reminded me 

how faithful He has been. 

I’m learning my lesson. No matter how long I have to wait on my God, He is faithful to 

do what He says. When He says to wait, I’ve learned how. Pray, pray, pray and look for Him. 

Look for His truth. Remember His great love. I am still in the waiting process. But my God has 

taught me that His truth stands, so I will not be shaken. My hope is in the Lord. 

 


