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    Ron & Cheryl Myers           GOD’S LIVING WORD FOR ALL PEOPLE          JULY 2026    
A Faith-based Ministry to Unreached Peoples, Sustained Through the Partnership of God’s People 

 Samer, A True Man of Faith Where Miracles Occur  

“Here’s A Bona Fide Miracle That Saved His Daughter’s Life” 

by Ron Myers 
Dear Friends and Supporters,  

“Go ahead, kill me if you want, but let me tell you about Jesus first,” Samer told the angry village 

headman who was holding a rifle to his head––all because Samer’s family had become Christians.  Another 

visible example of Samer’s outworking of faith was when an unrighteous field owner moved his adjoining 

fence posts a few feet over onto Samer’s family fields.  (pronounced some-muer.) 

I encouraged Samer to report the theft to the district vice-governor, which he did.  Meanwhile, the field owner 

gathered all his friends, who then reported to the district vice-governor that Samer was wrong and that the man’s 

property’s border posts were always in their new location––witnessed to falsely by his friends as being true.  

Samer’s response?  “Let them have it.  God knows, He will repay me.”    

I first met Samer when he came to visit me the day after his parents received 

Christ, while they were sitting on our porch.  They raised their hands in prayer 

when they realized Jesus was the Merciful One that their legends spoke of, whom 

they had been seeking.  Mom Samer had been a well-known spirit medium against 

her wishes.  Hoping against hope, she had sought for years for a way to be released 

from satanic bondage, but to no avail.  Yet she was released the moment they 

received Christ; the Holy Spirit taking up residence in their hearts as they became 

new creations in Christ.  (See chapter: Introducing Mom and Pop Samer.)   

Samer, their eldest son, received Christ when his parents returned home and gave their testimonies 

of how they had been delivered from Satan’s grasp, saying, “It was like chains had been unwound from 

around our chests as we cried out and received Christ’s merciful forgiveness as we sat there on Ajan Ron’s 

front porch.”  (Ajan means teacher, pastor, or professor in the Thai language.)  

I noticed that Samer was carrying a Gideon New Testament when he came to visit.  He said that Mr. 

Sri-Haa, the owner of the fields adjacent to Samer’s, had given it to him.  The news about Sri-Haa helping 

Samer encouraged me.  Sri-Haa was a believer, yet remained weak in the faith, hesitant around others 

due to his lowly station in life.   

As Samer and I talked, it became evident that his newfound faith was indelibly solid.  Interestingly, his 

name in Thai means: steady, or consistent.  Although Samer was dirt poor in worldly goods, he never 

appeared to be envious of those who had more than he.  His faith reflected the first verse in Psalms 23:1: 

“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.”  Or, in my paraphrase version: “Since the Lord is my shepherd, 

I have everything I need.”  Oh, that we were all like Samer.  

Sundown was approaching, meaning Samer needed to return to his village of nearby Pone Boke.  

Before parting, he asked me to come and teach them, which I desired to do, to strengthen them in the 

foundations of the faith so they couldn’t be shaken or misled.  I went there a couple of days later, a 6-

kilometer (4 mi.) pedaling my rickety old bicycle, just like the ones most villagers had.   

"God's Word, Accurately Replicated into the Heart Language of Any People, Is Truly Powerful!" 

 

Elder Samer and me (Ron)  
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This thought brings me to a very important point that all missionaries need to heed, yet may not agree with 

or like.  Missionaries working with dirt-poor villagers (as we did) should not tout brand-new expensive things 

around, like new SUVs sent from home churches, etc.  It puts them way above the needy villagers.  So, get along 

with less.  Live as much as possible on their level, at least in outward appearance.  Like eating noontime meals 

sitting on your porch floor, as they do and we often did.  We’re talking about peasant farmer communities located 

in the hinterlands, not well-to-do city dwellers, which is a different story.   

When I arrived at Samer’s village of Pone Boke and located his place, I was taken aback.  His meek 

dwelling was built atop a pigsty, aromas notwithstanding.  Samer’s wife, Tiap, said he had gone to their 

fields and would be back in a bit.  We were speaking in Isan, their heart language.  The Isan language is like 

Laotian, spoken in neighboring Laos, which Thailand’s Isan region was once a part of.   

 Tiap had been nursing their newborn son while chewing on a slug of Betelnut (a favorite of older 

Thai women).  It made her mouth appear dark red, as was her saliva, which she occasionally spit into a 

rusty tin can sitting at her side.  She quit the Betelnut after she got saved and grew in Grace, leaving 

her with pearly white teeth and a gracious smile. 

I climbed up the makeshift ladder and sat down on their porch.  Soon, Samer showed up, having come 
from their fields.  Despite the surroundings, I did not act squeamishly or be put off, but just as if I was 
visiting a child of the King, sitting in his palace, which I was doing in a spiritual sense. 

A Bona Fide Miracle That Saved Little WanDee’s Life 

God often does special miraculous things whenever missionaries take the Gospel message to 

unreached locations and among unreached peoples in obedience to Christ’s Great Commission.  Call 

them miracles or supernatural manifestations, God does these special things to get their attention––

realizing that there’s a Creator-God whom they did not know of previously.  That He loves them, even in 

their heathen condition.  And that every soul needs to hear and heed what’s being said by the message 

bearer.  “How shall they believe in him of whom they have not heard?  and how shall they hear without 

a preacher?”  (Romans 10:14).  

What they need to hear is that “God so loved [them] that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believes 

in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life” (John 3:16).  And that, “The gift of God is eternal life through 

Jesus Christ our Lord” (Romans 6:23).  

Before I left, Samer asked me to pray for their sick little daughter, named WanDee (one-dee).  He 

then opened the door of their home and stepped inside with me following.  When my sight adjusted to 

the dim room, my eyes refused to believe what I saw.  There lay the frail little body of a girl so gaunt and 

weak she could not even move her head off of the mat she was lying on.  It reminded me of the pictures 

I’d seen of starving refugee children in Africa.  

“Why haven’t you taken her to the local clinic?”  I asked Samer.  “I did, and got some medicine, but it 

didn’t help,” he replied.  “Then why haven’t you taken her to the hospital in town?” … “I did that too,” he 

responded, “I took her to the hospital’s doctor, who examined her and prescribed some 

special medication, but that didn’t help either.  Please pray for our daughter; we love her 

and don’t want to lose her,” he pleaded. 

I didn’t feel very spiritual at that time, yet I prayed for Samer’s dying little daughter, 

asking, “Dear Father in Heaven, I don’t know how to pray for this poor little girl, other than 

‘Please heal her little body so that she will live, and grow up to be a strong Christian, with 

a desire to serve You, in Jesus Name, Amen’”  

Upon Samer thanking me, I told him that I needed to leave soon since I had to go into town to board an 

overnight express bus to Bangkok that evening on mission business, and that I’d be back in a couple of 

days.  When I returned, I did not want to visit Samer and Tiap, because I was sure their precious little girl’s 

frail body was most likely lying in a casket in preparation for her burial.   

I finally steeled myself, mounted my old bicycle, and pedaled back to Samer’s place.  What was I going to say 

in the way of consolation?  When I got there, Samer was in their fields as usual while Tiap was sitting on their 

porch, now smiling, as she nursed their infant son.  Standing beside Tiap was a healthy-looking, robust little 
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girl, obviously the older sister of the sick little one that I had prayed for earlier.  I finally got up courage enough 

to inquire about the whereabouts of WanDee, their sick little daughter, assuming she was dead and gone.  

Tiap, after flushing the Betelnut out of her mouth, said 

something I will never forget: “Here, she’s standing right 

here!”  It was beyond amazing; the healthy little girl whom 

I assumed was WanDee’s older sister was actually WanDee 

in person––the same sick little girl lying on her deathbed 

whom I had prayed for not three days previous was now a 

picture of health––a genuine walking miracle of God.   

I had also prayed that WanDee would grow up to be 

a strong Christian, with a passion to serve God.   

    That’s what WanDee is presently doing as a key member 

of the Pone Boke village church that her dad, Samer, had 

helped invest in and build.  We now need to pray for 

WanDee’s husband, that he will become a Christian like 

WanDee and their children.  

Finally, concerning Elder Samer’s steadfast faith, he 

truly was a respected man of God to those who knew him 

as a friend, yours truly included.  His miracle daughter, 

WanDee, obviously looked to her dad as her example of 

strength and steadfastness of faith.  

Relative Background Information Added 

Incidentally, it was in that same village a few years earlier that Ian, a British missionary friend with Overseas 

Missionary Fellowship (OMF), and I, then with New Tribes Mission (NTM), were showing Christian films.  A few 

minutes into the first film, a powerful thunder and lightning storm came upon us, seemingly out of nowhere.  The 

crowd from surrounding villages dispersed, leaving us to gather up our equipment and get everything out of the rain.   

As the storm moved on, Ian and I (now soaked) began gathering our equipment and loading it onto his old Toyota 

pickup.  While leaning against the truck bed, a stray lightning bolt struck a small nearby tree.  Both Ian and I lit up 

as a multi-million-volt charge coursed over our bodies on its way to ground.  We should have been killed, yet we felt 

nothing.  (See chapter: God’s protection from lightning.)  We learned later that missionaries had been prompted to 

pray for our lives that same moment, whereupon we all rejoiced as we praised His Name.   

Final score?  Jesus: two rain-soaked missionaries and one Pone Boke church, established later.  The enemy: zilch.    

I know what should have happened to us since I used to sell UL-approved lightning protection systems in 

lightning-prone Upstate NY.  We installed them on all types of structures: homes, farms, churches, industrial 

complexes, and universities, including Cornell University’s tall clock tower that overlooked Ithaca and Cayuga Lake.   

By God’s Grace and For His Glory, 

Ron and Cheryl Myers 

Your Missionaries to Thailand 

Urgent Personal Prayer Request: (1) Having had a head injury from a fall last October (I’m healed and normal now), the 
State DMV is presently reviewing my driver’s license.  Please pray they will be gracious and not restrict my ability to 
drive.  It would put an undue burden on both Cheryl and me.  (2) I hope to return to Thailand soon.  Pray that all goes 
well.  My Thai friends and co-workers are waiting for my return.  (3) Qualified Thai Christians are now checking my newly 
finished, Spoken Thai New Testament ––personal friends whom I know and trust.  It is more accurate than most others. 

Numerous men were not available when this photo was taken. 

These accounts will be included with others in my autobiography, 

to be published by a subsidiary of  Zondervan, titled: 
 

From Cornfields to Rice Paddies;  
Memoirs of a Farm Boy Who Became a Missionary 


