HE’S

PAGE 1 | NOVEMBER 2022 • Vol. 9, No. 11

ALIVE
!
s
k
n
a
h
eT
FREE! FREE! FREE!

v
i
G
,
g
n
i
h
t
y
r
e
v
- 1 Thessalonians 5:18
e
In

The Newspaper Of Proof He’s Alive!
"I am He that liveth, and
was dead; and, behold,
I am alive for evermore,
Amen" -Revelation 1:18

The Story of a Life
Three Doctors
Said, “You Have that Encountered the
Holy Spirit
Cancer!”, but..
From my book,
"The Divine Visitation" -Sarah Jansson
The Battle
Belongs to the
LORD!
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By Dorothy and David Vicente

Pastors Ron & Donna Kutinsky

In September of 2021,
my husband, David, began telling me that he
was not feeling well.
He expressed concerns
about feeling he needed
to go but was unable to.
Well, I basically “poopooed” off his comment
and thought nothing of it
because he has always
been a healthy eater
and never suffered from
irregularity. By the time
October came my husband was fighting an internal battle and I was
still blinded to the seriousness of his situation.
That is until one morning
when I received a phone
call from my daughter.
She said, “Mom, dad
called me to pick him
up from Los Osos High
School. He got up at 4
A.M. this morning and
took the dogs on the
walking trail. I picked
them up. They are home
now, but he is not feeling good. His behavior
is not normal. You need
to get him help!” When
I got home from work, I
took him to the emergency room. They checked

him over and released
him with instructions to
follow up with his primary
doctor.
Eventually we were able
to get an appointment
with his primary doctor.
This was now in December. David had lost over
30 pounds. He was eating very little to help his
digestive system. The
doctor immediately had
David go in for blood
work, then a full body
scan MRI. Each treatment takes a timely process for the referral and
getting available dates
for procedures. By February, David had the MRI
and it revealed he had
two different black spots.
One in his left urethra
and one in the lower colon. Referrals were then
made for the urologist
and for a colonoscopy.
Another few weeks pass
before he is able to go for
his colonoscopy. A delay
then occurred because
David was not vaccinated. Time continues to
move on while David is
battling internal disruptions to his body’s natu-

ral flow. This was when
his primary doctor literally screamed at him over
the phone saying, “You
are dying! You have to
get this colonoscopy procedure, or you will die!”
The doctor agreed to a
current negative covid
testing conducted by the
hospital and in early June
David had a colonoscopy. As I was waiting in
the parking lot, I got the
phone call that the doctor
wanted to speak with me.
They took me where David was recovering and
the doctor asked me to
sit down. He told me David has a very large mass
on his lower colon that
must come out immediately. He said he had
performed many colonoscopies and David’s
mass is cancer. That I
need to prepare myself
and David because it is
very serious. He sent a
sample to the lab and we
were to make a follow up
appointment to discuss
the next steps. I thanked
him and told him I know it
is not cancer. He gave...
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Well from start to finish, (not that I’m finished
yet - lol) it seems my life
has been outside the box
where my Christian experience is concerned, and
even how I came to know
the Lord.
My husband I were renting the top floor of my parent’s five-story apartment
building in New York. The
attic apartment was big
and spacious which was
great because at the time
we had two young sons
and we needed the room.
It came complete with a
wonderful view because it
overlooked the bridge going from Staten Island to
Brooklyn. That was special to me because Staten
Island New York is where
I was born and bred.
One day my parents
came by and told us that
they were going to sell
the building and move to
Florida. That put us in an
awkward position, so we
started looking for another place to live in Staten
Island, but nothing was
available. We were out of
ideas and new places to
look when we got a call
from the man who had
convinced my parents to
move. He said there was
a house for rent just a
block away from where
my parents were building
their new home. On top of
that, it was only two hundred dollars a month.

Back in those days paying two hundred dollars to
rent an apartment in New
York was unheard of. He
said it was a nice house
in a nice area and if we
wanted it, we would have
to make up our minds
right away. We had very
little money, no job waiting for us, and my parents
were not moving there
for at least another year.
We had never been to the
West Coast of Florida. We
didn’t know anyone there
except for this guy on the
phone and his family. And
we didn’t know them very
well at all.
Now I was a Catholic. Every family member and
every one of my ancestors had also been Catholic, as being a Sicilian Italian what else would you
be? But I had lived like
the world all my life, doing
all the ritualistic Catholic
things, but had no relationship with God at all.
I had grown up in a dysfunctional family, where
there was a lot of physical
and verbal abuse going
on and so I was out in the
streets looking for love
at the age of fifteen. Got
into one relationship after
another looking for love in
all the wrong faces and
in all the wrong places. I
was drinking, smoking,
sucking on lots and lots of
weed, some uppers, and
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