Breaking Light Series: Book 2

Healing of the Hearts
Chapter 10: A Step of Faith
Carl Townsend

[Temporary Editor Notes: The Gloria Otis character, the singer in the story, is inspired by a
real person – not named here. A famous interviewer, on interviewing the real singer, said she is
“genuinely one of the nicest people I’ve met in the often self-obsessed music industry: a sweet,
polite, touchingly naive, unaffected girl...who happens to have one of the greatest voices in the
world.” There is no roleplaying, no diva. She is a humble Christian, a multi-millionairess. She is
also prodigiously beautiful, outside and in. Reviewers and others describe her voice as heavenly
or angelic. The real singer can shatter a crystal chandelier or put a crying baby to sleep with her
voice.
“More amazing than her voice is the intensity of the light that seems to come from her.
What an aura and her eyes simply project warmth and light.”
(Comment from someone at one of her concerts.)

Although the “Gloria” fictional character here is a mashup of several real people, she is primarily
inspired by this real single lady. Remember, though, Gloria in this chapter is still a fictional
character.
The soldier in this story on life support is a projection of the author, Carl. In 1989, doing
ministry work in London, I contracted GBS, an autoimmune disease that attacks the myelin
sheath that protects the nerves, and can go in (as it did with me) to physically destroy even the
nerves of the peripheral neural system. I was paralyzed from the shoulders down. It can kill. In
my case, the doctors said I would never walk again. The nerves in my legs were physically
destroyed. I walk today by God’s grace. The doctors don’t know how I walk.
Additionally, the soldier here is also a symbol of most of the American church. As the story
progresses, see if you can identify the real Church- the Called Out, the Ekklesia, the Body of
Christ.
As the chapter opens, it's 2033. Gloria is with her husband, Michael, and they have been married
almost 20 years. That is unusual for a singer who travels internationally doing 70 concerts a
year. Most of those singers end up divorcing. Gloria and Michael’s home is London. Gloria does
a flashback here to 2014 when she met her future husband, who is with her at their New York
condo now in 2033. Michael has a studio in the condo. Gloria is narrating the story of how they
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met from her manuscript, planning to create an eventual movie from it. The story in this chapter
is told in the first person to engender intimacy, and Gloria has quickly shifted back to 2014 in
our story to the circumstances when she first met Michael, the man in 2014 to which she now
married.]

A Step of Faith
March 2033, Gloria sharing a 2014 event.
Michael and I first met at a conference in New York around 2014. I was about 25 years old at the
time. He says he had seen me before and had even heard my singing, but this was the first
encounter I remember. I was a speaker at the conference for aspiring singers. My speech topic
was supposed to be about what was the most important thing for a singer to remember: voice,
enunciation, posture, the smile, breath control, hands placement, or wardrobe? They asked me to
come and speak about some of these. As I sat waiting my turn to speak, I suddenly noticed I
didn’t have any of my notes. Nothing. There was no time to recover them from my hotel room. I
panicked. All I could do was pray, “Please Lord send your Spirit. If I don’t have that, then my
trip here is in vain. Please speak.”
The Holy Spirit did anoint me. I felt the speech I gave there was one of the best I have ever given
anywhere. The most important thing to remember, I told them, was to aim for the heart of your
audience and sing from your own heart. I shared this and gave examples. When I finished, we
adjoined for the evening. Several thanked me, and I chatted a bit with some.
After that, I left for a restaurant in the hotel. Earlier, I received a message for me at the hotel
desk that a “Michael” wanted to meet me in the restaurant regarding a new project after this
session. There was a man from the conference who seemed to be following me, but I paid little
attention. At the restaurant, I asked for a quiet booth at the back. The maître d’ led me to a back
booth and handed me a menu. I bowed my head and silently prayed, thanking God for helping
me that evening. Well, maybe not silently--but at least quietly. When I looked up again, the guy
who followed me from the conference was standing there staring at me, nervous, with a confused
look on his face.
“I…I was praying for you t...today as you spoke,” he finally stammered.
“Thank you. I was very aware someone was praying for me. God answered that prayer.”
“I…I know.” He stammered. “Your speech was inspiring and u…unbelievable. I’m sorry, I’m
getting my tang all tungled up. You are a prodigiously beautiful lady.”
“Thank you. Relax. I won’t bite.”
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I gave him one of my famous giggles. He returned the giggle. Then we both laughed. The man
was well dressed, what I would call business casual. Tie, sport jacket. He had a shadow of a
mustache and a tiny pony tail in his dark, black hair. Big-boned. Blue eyes. Cute. He continued
with a bit of a stammer.
“I have b...been given a message I’m supposed to g…give you. A request. May I buy your
dinner?”
I thought that line was an interesting strategy to have dinner with me; but the truth was, I was
lonely. Not tired, lonely. A night in this city and hotel to sing a concert, then another city and
hotel. Then another city. I had come to this conference after doing a concert in China, and then
Los Angeles before that. Touching people on the surface. I was hurting inside. At the same time,
I saw the confusion on his face was real – he wasn’t gaming me. It was a burden he had. No
roles. He was real with me. Authentic.
“Sure,” I told him. “It would be lovely. You may join me.”
He sat quickly. He introduced himself as Michael
Crafton. He said he is an artist – painter, sculptor, and
teacher. He also is an actor and movie director.
Probably in his late twenties. He travels extensively
much like me, with no wife or much sense of home.
About that time the waiter came. We both ordered
light meals. I think I asked for a salad and small soup.
The waiter left, and we continued with our discussion.
I could tell he was struggling in trying to share
something with me. He became more comfortable as
we talked. There was a deep trust between us, even
though we had just met. Michael was drawing deep things out of me, feelings that were deeply
buried.
Eventually, Michael began sharing the message he had for me. He had been sent by a prominent
and wealthy businessman to contact me. The businessman’s oldest son, a soldier in the Middle
East, had been brought back from the war and lay in an ICU ward at Walter Reed Hospital on
life support. The soldier was also a long-time friend of Michael. The businessman had sent
Michael asking me to visit his son and see what I could do.
“Can you connect me to this businessman and let me ask him some questions?”
“Sure, Gloria.” Michael took his phone and punched a number. A lady answered.
“This is Michael. Is the Dreamer available?”
A deep, male voice quickly replied. “Michael! How’s our project going?”
“I’m with Gloria now. I’ll put her on.”
Michael handed me his phone.
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“Michael says you have a son on life support at Walter Reed.”
“Yes. I’m sorry and can’t give you my name at the moment. If this story got to the media, they
would have a field day with all of us, including you. My son is at Walter Reed under an assumed
name. The doctors aren’t able to do much and don’t even know what it is he has. It is not PTSD
or Guillain-Barre Syndrome (GBS). He’s like a vegetable and on Life Support and dying. There
is no voluntary movement. I want you to spend two weeks working with him. If you can bring
him out of it, I will pay you anything you wish. If not, I pay you nothing. You are an incredibly
gifted singer. The Lord has blessed you with a very special voice. Your singing has healing
power. My prayer warriors with me believe you, with the help of the Lord, can bring him out of
it. We are praying to claim that in faith.”
I stumbled a bit in trying to reply without his name, but Michael leaned over. “Gloria, use his
code name of ‘Dreamer.'”
I giggled a bit.
“OK, Dreamer. I am highly honored and humbled that you perceive that gifting in me. I will talk
more with Michael on this and should have an answer for you in a few days. Let’s pray on both
ends. I have a prayer team here as well.
The Dreamer broke quickly into a beautiful prayer. Then he expressed his deep desire to meet in
person, perhaps even with his son, later. Then we hung up.

Michael and I were there until the restaurant closed - talking, laughing, sharing. As we left, we
both realized this was the beginning of something, not the end.
“Michael, what you shared tonight meant very much to me. I haven’t been home in two
months.”
“Gloria, home is not where you are from, but where you belong. Some travel the entire world to
find it. Others find it in a person. Evening dinner again tomorrow?”
“Yes. I do want to hear more about this ‘project’.”
“Fine. What time should I pick you up here Gloria? Six in the evening? ”
“Would noon work for you, Michael?”
Michael choked, then spoke, “Fine, f…fine.”
We agreed. Michael was trying to be gallant in telling me good night. I skipped his nervous
attempt and gave him a hug he’ll never forget.
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The next day he met me at noon at the same hotel restaurant. We took a quick lunch. Soon we
were out the front of the hotel, and Michael called up a taxi. As we got in, I heard Michael tell
the driver ‘109 West 57th Street'. The taxi shot off down the street to our mystery destination.
“Michael, why were you at the conference yesterday? I gather from what I’ve learned since
we’ve met that you weren’t there as a student.”
“No. Like you, I was there as a speaker.”
“What were you speaking about?”
"Same basic topic you were on. I work with all types of artists – painters, sculptures', writers,
singers, even actors, and actresses."
“Movie work?”
“Yes, I work on the production or directing end, helping them select the cast, sometimes acting.
So often they want a well-known name for a part. I prefer someone who carries the heart of the
message. They pay me well for that. Sometimes I am an actor.”
“Then why were you there in my session for my talk? Was it related to the businessman’s
project?”
“I think you’ll know the answer by the end of the day.”
I was fascinated by the mysterious web Michael was weaving.
The taxi soon pulled up at our destination - a very famous location – Steinway Hall. He opened
the taxi door, paid the driver and turned for our short walk to what the sign said was Steinway
Hall. On the building exterior was a bas-relief of Apollo with a musical muse above a grand
window. Carnegie Hall was across the street.
“Michael, we’re not buying a piano, are we? I have a Steinway Hall in London.”
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“Nope.”
“What are we doing here, then?”
“This is their ‘mother lode’ store. There are over 150 pianos
here, many of them famous. As to your question, let’s see what
happens.”
Inside the store, I found myself in a piano fantasyland.
Beautiful, famous pianos. A salesman approached and greeted
me by my name. He introduced himself as Alex Thompson and
was wearing a distinguished business suit. Alex recognized
who I was, and Michael introduced himself to Alex. Alex
asked how he could help us. I just stood there, frozen, and
stared at a piano almost at my fingertips. Alex smiled.
“That piano which you are looking at, Gloria, is the famous
Mia LaBerge Madison Bluestone art case piano. It was
commissioned to celebrate the hundredth anniversary of James
Madison University. LaBerge hand-painted the piano herself,
probably one of the last she did. The piano images show the
peaceful campus at dusk, surrounded by the Shenandoah
Valley’s Blue Ridge Mountains.
I continued to stare at the beautiful piano, saying nothing.
Michael turned to Alex.
“I think she wants the grand tour. Is that possible?”
"For you – certainly. Follow. This room is the rotunda and embraces two floors. The chandelier
is a Swarovski Chandelier. The high domed ceiling was hand-painted by Paul Arndt. The
valuable paintings on the walls are by renowned artists like Rockwell, Wyeth, Leopold Seyffert,
and Charles Chambers. Portraits of composers and concert artists line the walls. Both Vladimir
Horowitz and Sergei Rachmaninoff have performed concerts here. We use the main rotunda as a
concert hall, and it can seat 300 guests and a small symphony orchestra. You will also find
displays of memorabilia and our various inventions for the piano scattered about the building.”
After some exploring, we were back in the rotunda. Alex asked the obvious question.
“Gloria, would you like to play one of the pianos?”
I looked around. Several other people were wandering about enjoying the pianos and art.
“Oh, no. I couldn’t do that.”
Alex and Michael smiled. I think they wanted me to sing and were trying to draw me out.
“Roberto is here today,” Alex said.
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“The Great Roberto?”
“Yes indeed.”
Alex picked up his cell phone, punched a few buttons.
“Is Roberto there?”
“OK. Tell him I have someone in the rotunda he would want to meet.”
Alex dropped the line. A few minutes later Roberto himself stood before me, bowing deeply and
speaking with his beautiful accent.
“Mz. Otis. How divine. How blessed I am. May I play a piano for you?”
I was returning his bow, and for a few minutes I was too stunned to say anything. Before I could
speak, Roberto looked at Alex. Alex pointed at the Madison Bluestone piano. Roberto moved to
it, sat, and his hands hit the keys. The music of the Master flooded the exhibition hall. He was
playing Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata. Visitors looking at the pianos and artwork drifted to us at
the beautiful piano. People started pouring into to the hall from all areas of the building.
Someone opened the front door, and people passing the store heard the music and wandered into
the store to see what was happening.
As Roberto played, I thought back to when Beethoven wrote this. The greatest composer in the
world, deaf, struggling to hear his music. I could see Beethoven’s hands on the keyboard of the
new pianoforte and one of his ears against the piano wood, weirdly contorted. Beethoven is
desperately trying to hear his music. I was no longer at the store. I was with Beethoven watching
as he played.1 Then Roberto reached the end of the sonata.
I faintly heard Roberto’s voice through the noise of hand clapping calling me back to the concert
hall with his delightful accent.
“Gloria, what do you wish me to play?”
“Amazing Grace, Roberto, Amazing Grace. I will start A Capella. Hold off on the piano until
about midway on the first verse, and then breathe the piano in to join me.
I stepped up near the piano with the audience silent. I began to draw my first note as an archer
pulling back on the bow, creating tension and releasing the note as it tore into the silence of the
audience in perfect pitch, striking the very heart of the enemy. I continued to launch the words
from my piercing the hearts of the audience, and soon Roberto’s piano joined me, floating in
with me. I couldn’t help what happened.
Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me.
I once was lost but now am found,
Was blind, but now I see.
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The song of the piano, the words, and the breaking of what was happening in my own heart
crashed within me like a tsunami.
T'was Grace that taught my heart to fear.
And Grace, my fears relieved.
How precious did that Grace appear
The hour I first believed.
Something burst within me with the joy I felt. Michael told me later as I began to sing my
posture changed, the voice became angelic and pure, my face radiant as the words moved as fire
to the audience. I enunciated each word clearly. Michael dropped to the floor near the piano,
sitting near me, his legs crossed and his hands out-stretched in worship. His eyes were closed.
Through many dangers, toils and snares
I have already come;
'Tis Grace that brought me safe thus far
and Grace will lead me home.
The Lord has promised good to me.
His word my hope secures.
He will my shield and portion be,
As long as life endures.2
When I finished, the room dropped again to silence. Then I heard one or two clapping. Then they
erupted into a loud applause. I bowed to the crowd then blew them a kiss. Michael was on the
floor but began to stand. He pulled a piece of music from a notebook he had and showed it me
and whispered, “Will you sing this for me? Please?”
I squeezed his hand, “Sure, Michael. I know the words.” He took the music to Roberto. Roberto
looked at it smiled, nodding to Michael. It looked like Roberto was going to play again.
Roberto's hands touched the keys again, and they began moving. Then my words rang out:
The love of God is greater far
Than tongue or pen can ever tell;
It goes beyond the highest star,
And reaches to the lowest hell;
The guilty pair, bowed down with care,
God gave His Son to win;
His erring child He reconciled,
And pardoned from his sin.
Oh, love of God, how rich and pure!
How measureless and strong!
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It shall forevermore endure—
The saints’ and angels’ song.3
I looked at Michael, who was back on the floor with eyes closed, hands raised.
Could we with ink the ocean fill,
And were the skies of parchment made,
Were every stalk on earth a quill,
And every man a scribe by trade;
To write the love of God above
Would drain the ocean dry;
Nor could the scroll contain the whole,
Though stretched from sky to sky.!
Oh, love of God, how rich and pure!
How measureless and strong!
It shall forevermore endure—
The saints’ and angels’ song.
Looking out, I saw the room was packed. I saw one girl start dancing between the crowd and the
piano. People moved back to give her room. Then a young man who was with her came out and
joined her in the dance. In the next moment, with beautiful choreography, she cartwheeled up
and with his help stood on his shoulders in the tall exhibition hall with her hands stretched
skyward. The crowd screamed.
I reached down to Michael, touched his shoulder, and lifted him up to face the dancers, and then
me. I held both of his hands in mine, and we sang together as Roberto played to a crescendo on
the piano.
As the song ended and the piano stopped, Michael fell on my shoulders, hugging me. I turned to
him, and we faced the audience. The applause erupted again, I acknowledged and thanked them.
Then I turned to Roberto, thanking him as he stood, then led the audience in thanking the
dancers. Roberto and I started chatting with each other. Michael turned to Alex asking how we
could get out of the store as there was a mob between us and the door.
“Follow!” Alex said. “Quickly.” Alex led the four of us down the hallway to a small room as
many of the crowd tried to follow. I continued talking with Roberto as we went to the room.
Once inside, Alex closed the door and turned to Michael asking our plans. Michael told him we
should be leaving.
“How did you get here,” Alex asked.
“Taxi.”
“Michael, where is your next stop?”
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Michael mentioned an address, but I missed what his planned destination for us was. Roberto
was still keeping me busy.
Alex offered for someone from there to drive us to that destination. Soon a young man entered
Alex introduced as Fred. Michael and I extended deep appreciation to Roberto and Alex. They
insisted we were the ones who blessed them. Then we were out the side door with Fred to a
nearby parking lot where a company car awaited. Soon we were on our way. To where? Carnegie
Hall was across the street. MOMA (Museum of Modern Art) was only a few blocks away.
I relaxed in the back seat with Fred dodging through New York traffic. I turned to Michael and
teased him a bit with an edgy voice.
“We’ll be in the newspaper tomorrow and probably on television tonight with your stunt today.”
“Huh? I did nothing. Their marketing people phoned our visit to the media. Several reporters
showed up in the crowd a few minutes later. I’m sorry. It was not my intention to hurt you in any
way.”
I squeezed Michael’s hand.
“You didn’t Michael. It’s been a great day.”
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