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Polio

The doctor straightened up with a weary sigh.
His shoulders sagged as he looked at the
young parents on the other side of  the bed.

Their usually cheery faces were lined with anxiety.
“How long has your daughter been this way?” he ques-
tioned. “When did her fever begin? Did she complain
of  stiffness in her back?”

The doctor frowned at their answers, looking down
again at the motionless three-year-old girl. “John and
Minnie,” he said, “I am sorry, but your suspicions are
correct. Dorothy has contracted paralytic polio.” With
difficulty, he continued, “You know there’s no cure for
polio. In a case as advanced as this . . . I’m afraid there’s
not much hope. There’s nothing I can do for her.”

After collecting his hat and his bag, he turned to
go. Pausing at the door,  he said, “If  you believe in
God, you’d better call on Him now. I’ll stop by in the
morning.”



Doctors were busy in 1929, as waves of  polio
swept the country. Even in the remote prairies of  
Wolford, North Dakota, the epidemic was taking its
toll.

John Stoll was a strong man of  pioneer stock—a
farmer, rooted to the soil. He was respected among his
neighbors, and loved for the smile and kind word he
had for everyone.

His wife, Minnie, was small and active: a woman
devoted to her husband and her four young children.

Both of  them had seen their share of  pain and
hardship. Yet, are parents ever prepared to watch their
child suffer? Especially from polio, most dreaded name
whispered among mothers?

Minnie’s eyes were anxious now, and filled with
tears. “What will we do, John?”

He came to her and wrapped her in his arms. “I
guess we’ll do what the doctor ordered: we’ll call on
the Lord. We’ve asked Him to watch over Dorothy so
far in her life. He has heard and answered, and you
know He still is faithful.”

Together they looked at their daughter, lying sick
and helpless. They feared for tomorrow. What good
could it bring?

“I’m afraid for her,” Minnie whispered. “She’s so
tiny. And all I can think about is Frank.” Her face
crumpled and she buried it in John’s shoulder.

His voice seemed to catch in his throat. “I know,” he
said. “Must we bury a second child?”
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With their arms around each other they cried
silently. When John could control his voice he 
continued, “Are we able to pray for God’s will to be
done? You know that if  she lives, she may never walk
again. Is it selfish to ask God to spare her life if  it
means life as an invalid? Would she be happier with
Him?”

Of  one mind, they knelt together and poured out
their hearts to God. They asked for His will. They
committed their three-year-old child to Him. When
they rose from their knees, their faces wore the soft-
ness of  peace. They knew God was able to do exactly
what was best for them and for Dorothy.

John smiled bravely at Minnie. “Are you ready to
sleep? I am willing to sit up and watch over Dorothy
so you can get some rest. You’ve had a hard day.”

Such are the plans of  men. But God knew the
needs of  the entire Stoll family. Minnie enjoyed a night
of  sound sleep . . . and so did John! He awoke with a
start to sunlight streaming into the room. Self-
reproach filled his heart as he leaped from his chair.
How could I have slept and left Dorothy unattended?

There she lay, her tangled golden hair forming a
halo around her face. As he watched, she yawned and
stretched a little. Her blue eyes squinted open and then
smiled up in recognition. “Daddy!” she cried, beaming
at him happily.

“Oh, Dorothy!” he said, and took her soft hands.
“Minnie! Come quickly!”
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Soon, a disheveled and anxious Minnie appeared in
the doorway. “What’s wrong?” Relief  broke over her
face when she saw her daughter, fresh-faced, smiling,
and obviously out of  harm’s way. She hurried to
Dorothy and laid a hand on her forehead. “No fever!
Oh, praise the Lord! He answered our prayers!”

When the doctor arrived an hour later, Dorothy
was sitting up in bed, washed, combed, and sipping a
little warm broth. “Folks, this is a miracle,” the doctor
repeated over and over. “I didn’t have much hope when
I left your house last night.”

John couldn’t stop smiling. “We’ve found our God
is ‘able to do exceeding abundantly above all that we
ask or think,’ doctor.”

Clearing his throat, the doctor continued in a more
businesslike way. “We still need to watch her closely,”
he cautioned. “Don’t let her try to get out of  bed for a
week or two. She will need plenty of  rest and good
nourishment. After she regains some strength, we will
see what lingering effects the polio has on her. Then
we’ll work with her accordingly.”

Once again, he turned at the door. “John, I’ve seen
plenty of  sickness and a fair amount of  recoveries, 
but this case is most outstanding.” With that he was
gone.

Day after day, Dorothy continued to gain strength
a little at a time. The weakness lingered in her legs,
especially the right limb. Yet the better she felt, the
harder it was for her to remain quietly in bed. Finally
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one day the doctor gave his permission for her to try
standing up.

With a parent at each side, she eased off  the edge
of  her bed. But immediately she cried out in surprise
and pain as her right leg buckled underneath her.
There was no strength in it. Dorothy would have to
learn to walk all over again.

In the days to come, she became frustrated many
times with the painful effort of  achieving even the
shortest distances inside the house. Always a lover of
activity and adventure, she wanted to dance every-
where, to run, to skip, to rush outside. Her body
dragged behind her eager spirit.

John and Minnie struggled again to accept God’s
will. Would Dorothy ever learn to walk normally?
Would her leg regain its strength? Would she need to
use crutches?

Yet healing came, literally one step at a time. The
three-year-old measured her progress by the furniture
in her home. Could Mama help her walk from the bed
to the rug? From the chair to the door? Five steps?
Yes! Eight steps? Yes! One step without Mama? Yes!!
And every day her strength improved.

Before long she was indeed walking alone . . . and
then, running and jumping with her brothers. She
recovered her mobility entirely. Only a slight limp
remained to testify of  her illness.

Her parents rejoiced in the determination of  their
daughter, and most of  all in the kindness of  their God.
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