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Things were going great for Tia Monique in her personal, ministry, and business life. She had
been healed from neuropathy and partial paralysis from the waist down and her book business
was picking up. She was happy and starting to live the life that she dreamed of. All of a sudden, a
traumatic event changes everything,Tia paints a detailed picture of this terrible event and pulls
you in as if you were there. What becomes of her life now? You’ve got to read it to find out.
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last ten years, I’ve had extreme issues with my body and my health. I’ve seen many doctors, and
if you could think of the disease or name the disease, they’ve either diagnosed me with it or
tried. It was to the point where I could no longer stand for long periods of time, walk for long
periods of time, and I could not drive at all. They ended up finally saying that I had severe
neuropathy in my legs and my feet with partial paralysis.So, I went from walking normally in
regular shoes, to walking normally in house shoes, to walking in house shoes with a cane, to
walking in house shoes with a walker, to not walking at all, and being placed in a wheelchair. I
was in a wheelchair for about three years, and at the end of 2019 I was healed. I began to stand
on the Word of God during worship service one day and after that, I began to stand and walk
regularly again.God had finally heard my prayers, answered my call and healed my body. This
was such an amazing time in my life because my hubby and I have six children, and the last two
children did not get the chance to enjoy their mommy at all. I was unable to go out and do things
with them and spend time with them more than just in our home and in my bedroom. This was a
great time for us and we celebrated and praised God so much for the marvelous thing that He
had done.Then, 2020 entered in. In the beginning of March, my mom got married after being
single for over twenty years. It was such a joyous occasion, and I made my grand debut in front



of everyone there by walking down the aisle without my wheelchair. This was monumental for me
because this was the longest distance I had ever walked in years. I did it y’all! I completed it! I
was so proud and so thankful to God. After the wedding, the reception happened. I danced on
the dance floor with my husband for the first time in over ten years. You can’t even imagine how
elated I was. I cried my eyelashes off, and my makeup too, because I just could not believe that
after what I had been through, God had healed me. It was a testament to everyone around that
was there, because at some point or another they had all seen me in my different stages of
infirmity. Hallelujah! But God!I’m writing this today to share my story with you, the world, so that
you can see that the God I serve is truly a miracle worker. He is a healer. He is my savior. He is
Lord over my life. I trust Him with every part of my being. I hope that this story opens your eyes
and gives you a greater appreciation for Jesus. May you be saved and draw closer to Him if you
don’t know Him or believe. Or, just so that you can see that there is still hope after great
tragedy.On March 30, 2020, I was told that for the entire week I did nothing but lay around and
sleep. I was severely ill. My husband and my children didn’t really know what to do. We had just
been made aware of COVID-19 entering our country a few weeks prior, actually before my
mother’s wedding. We said that she made the wedding just in time because right after that, our
city and state was shut down.It didn’t bother me because I was a homebody anyways. I own a
book academy and publication company, and I was so good at being home. My children and my
husband are used to being out. They’re used to working, playing and having fun. I am really the
only one out of our eight member family that likes to be home. I’m a homebody at heart. But you
wouldn’t believe it if you heard me preach, pray or prophesy. You would think that I am this
extrovert with this bold personality, when really I’m a true introvert wanting to be alone most of
the time.Isn’t it funny how God wires us to be bold and courageous, but there’s still sometimes
that part of us is so humbled or even afraid to have courage to speak out and stand strong, no
matter what is going on? That’s who I am. Matter of fact, that’s not who I am anymore, but it is
who I was. I am no longer afraid but I still love being home.So, back to the story. That week, I also
had a boil under my arm. I had gotten them before and had been to emergency in fact. They
explained that because I was a diabetic on insulin, sometimes the boils will come. They gave me
hot compresses and even an antibiotic one time because it burst and it had such a strong odor.
This time around, it had just started appearing and we were using a hot compress to help it
dissolve or burst. What I didn’t realize was how bad it had gotten.After about four or five days of
me just laying around, my family told me that the boil under my arm burst and let out a disturbing
smell so bad that my entire house smelled. My husband called the hospital because at that
point, the hospitals were shutdown. They were saying not to bring family members or friends to
the hospital unless they are really ill and had symptoms of COVID-19. So, when my husband
spoke with someone and told them what was going on with me, they said the same. “Do not
bring her in, unless she has symptoms of COVID-19.” He said that it was so disturbing, that he
decided to call my mom and she agreed that it was time to take me anyway. He got me up and
dressed. My children told me that I was resistant and I did not want to go.I do remember prior to



this, the last thing I had seen was a video on Facebook of a first lady asking for prayers for her
husband who is also her pastor. He was in the hospital with COVID-19, on a ventilator, and they
would not allow her in to see him or make any other decisions. They continued to press her to
pull the plug. I was terrified after seeing that and I began to pray on another level like I’ve never
prayed before. I was actually tagged by my big brother to come on Facebook one night to pray
against this spirit that had hovered over our country, where people were dying constantly.I
prayed on Facebook Live for about two hours against all manner of infirmity and disease, and
that was the last thing I remembered. So, my husband took me to the hospital. When he got me
there, they checked and said I did not have COVID symptoms. He said, “I did not bring her here
for COVID. I’m here because she has something going on with her arm.” That nurse looked at my
arm and told him to take me around to a different side of the hospital where the emergency room
was. He ran inside. They came to the car and he was told that I had a disease called necrotizing
fasciitis. It was slowly eating away at my skin and it was killing me. They told my husband that I
needed immediate surgery. However, he could not stay. So, they exchanged information and
they proceeded to take me in for surgery.Hours went by, and my husband received a call where
he was told that the surgery went well. “There may be another surgery and possibly a cosmetic
surgery that she may have to endure because we could not get all of the infection at one time.
The problem now is that she is not waking up from the anesthesia and also tested positive for
COVID-19.” How in the world did I get COVID? As I mentioned before, I didn’t go anywhere but
to my mother’s wedding which was at the beginning of March. March 7th to be exact. This was
March 31st.What was really going on? I hadn’t left my home. My husband had been working at a
plant where they make automotive parts, but he had been laid off for a few weeks already. Did he
bring it home and I caught it then? The strangest thing is, no one else in my home had any
symptoms or were infected. My husband was worried and asked them what needed to be done
next. They told him that I was on a ventilator because I was no longer breathing on my own. He
began to tell them about all of the different health issues that I had. One of them being that I was
already on portable oxygen, two liters to be exact, everyday around the clock.I had a portable
oxygen tank and I had the full stationary oxygen tank in my home with the long cord that I could
use all day long. So he said, “Maybe, she just needs her oxygen because she was on oxygen
before I brought her in.” They said, “Mr. Randle, if we take her off of the ventilator, she is not
breathing at all.” They promised him that they would keep communication with him, and that was
the end of the call. I can only imagine how my husband was feeling. We’ve been together, at that
time, for about 23 years, married for 19. We had never been apart from each other for longer
than a day or so, especially in the last five years. Being away at this time was crazy.
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