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While in Jackso JSquare in the

French Quarter i1 New Orleans,
Dawn and I met a/41-year old man
named, "Jeremy." He was wearing
all black clothes 2!nd his shirt said,
“nightmare.” His head was shaved
with a narrow Mohawk strip down
the center and he had tattoos on his
forearms. This = guy certainly
looked like he needed a touch from
God.
Jeremy started telling us about his
dad and how abusive he was.
Jeremy showed us a huge scar on
his head where his dad hit him
with a frying pan. I'm not sure
when that happened, but it looked
pretty bad when it did happen. I
turned to him and said, “Well, I
speak healing into you in the name
of Jesus.” |
Immediately he said, “That’s what
I need. I need Jesus.”
I extended my hand and said,
“Let’s pray.”
He grabbed my hand and collapsed
into my arms and started weeping
like a baby. Snot and tears went all
over my shoulder. It was interest-
ing to see a man who looked so
tough, be so broken inside and
crying like that. We see it pretty
regularly though. A number of
people stopped to watch Dawn and
I pray for Jeremy. They probably
didn’t know what to think.
We ended up leading him through
the sinner’s prayer in which he
received Jesus into his heart. We
broke off shame and guilt. Jeremy
couldn’t believe how much better
and lighter he felt. Thank you,
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There were thousands of Dbeople
Who came tq the Fest.

One of the vendors in Jackson
Square. He is a good friend now.
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