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I must introduce you to a story of miracles 

• I have been commanded to do this.   

• I have a responsibility to introduce you to this story, based 

on a promise I made.   

• I am compelled, in the sense of a spiritual calling, to add to 

this miracle story chapters that I have recently 

experienced.  

 

The light that shines from this story, and its chapters about to 

be written by me and shared with you, must not be hidden under 

the proverbial “bushel basket.” 

The original miracle upon which the “Follow Me” story is 

grounded, occurred to a man named Vernon Slattery a relatively 

long time ago.  Very briefly told, he wanted to die.  He should 

have died.  He did not.  His rescue was experienced as a miracle 

which so profoundly impacted Vernon’s life, that he strove with 

all his might to find an artist to paint a portrait of Jesus identified 

by the title, “Follow Me.”  The time was 1971.  The artist was 

Joyce Marion.  Here is the pastel portrait. 

What you see on the following page is a photograph of the 

original work of art that hangs in the entryway of my home at F-7 

Ute Court, Hide-A-Way Hills, Ohio.  I inherited this portrait, and, it 

seems, the duty to tell the still being written miracle story 



associated with it, from Jean Clark. She inherited it from her 

husband, Bill Clark, who inherited it from Jane Slattery, the wife of 

Vernon.  The miracle story, to which I will soon add new chapters, 

was lived and began to be told 50 years ago. 

  

 

 

 To help this half-century old miraculous account come 

closer to the lives of modern readers, I will share with you a quote 

from Amazon.com.  Joyce Marion wrote an autobiographical book 

in 2010 entitled, Grab the Holy Spirit and Run On.  Amazon’s 

“Product Description” for this book reads, in part: 



     When only a Christian for six months, Joyce received a 

commission from Vernon Slattery (also a new Christian of 

one year) to paint a portrait of Jesus.  Titled, “FOLLOW 

ME,” the painting portrays Jesus with a slight smile and 

loving eyes that follow the viewer.  The portrait gained 

instant popularity and opened the door for a ministry to a 

multitude of people.  Many testimonies of lives touched 

and miracles bestowed by God are in the book and those 

who were involved in the ministry of the portrait have been 

amazed. 

I met Jean and Bill Clark in the Christmas season of 1989 

when I became the pastor of their church in Columbus, Ohio.  I 

met the “Follow Me” portrait and story the first time I visited 

them in their home where it was prominently displayed on the 

left wall as you entered their elegant living room.  At the same 

time, the Follow Me miracle story was enthusiastically shared 

with me.  It was clearly part of the fresh and life-giving spiritual air 

Jean and Bill breathed.  

Time passed.  Over the subsequent years, I passed out 

many copies of the “Follow Me” portrait and a framed poster size 

print was always on display in my home.  Jean and I became 

stalwart partners in the ministry of our church.  Friendship 

deepened when my family went through a crisis and Jean came to 

our home to help me with the three children every school day for 

months.  I never forget friends like that. 

Bill Clark died.  Jean was aging and needed to decide 

where the copyright for the Follow Me portrait would reside next.  

She asked me.  I said Yes.  Simple as that, until you take into 

account that the miracle story experienced first by Vernon 

Slattery had not been concluded.  I never expected that I would 

also inherit the blessing of experiencing continuing miracles plus 



the responsibility of writing and telling the unfolding story.  It is to 

the new chapters of that story that we now turn. 

Jean eventually sold her home in Upper Arlington, Ohio 

and moved into an assisted living apartment.  I was a regular 

visitor.  Visiting Jean meant listening to stories, including a couple 

focused on her encounters with angels.  A decade ago, she asked 

me to lead her memorial service and I began taking appropriate 

notes.  Her service was to focus on obedience to the command of 

Jesus, “Follow me.”  My notes included this statement from Jean: 

“I have not followed Jesus perfectly, but that is what I want to 

do.”   Like everyone, Jean fell short of her commitment to love 

unconditionally, which is what it means to follow Jesus.  She knew 

this, regretted it, and longed for the healing that comes to us 

when we give our lives, including our pain, more fully into Jesus’ 

keeping. 

Jean’s confession of imperfection usually led to 

conversation about the pastel drawing of Jesus entitled, “Follow 

Me.”  Many of us are familiar with both this beautiful, yet 

haunting—the eyes of Jesus follow you where-ever you go--

portrait of Jesus created by artist Joyce Marion.  Many are also 

familiar with the story of the life, suffering, redemption, and 

ministry of Vernon Slattery who commissioned the drawing of 

Jesus and spent the rest of his life sharing the story and the 

portrait.  You may even know that many people have shared their 

personal stories of miracles experienced when viewing the 

“Follow Me” portrait or as they heard the story.  But only Jean 

and Bill Clark knew the story I am about to share. 

 

The Miracle of Commanding Presence, Or 

The Story of the Miraculous Smile 



During my final visit with Jean at the Forum, a couple of 

weeks before she died, she gave me a final directive, a command 

if you will.  This directive was so passionate and inspiring that in 

the middle of it I had to stop Jean and ask permission to take her 

photograph.  This was necessary because it seemed to me that it 

would be impossible to effectively follow her instructions and 

communicate her message without this picture.  During the telling 

of the story, Jean’s entire manner, countenance, and voice was 

transformed.  In the midst of the telling, I was able to feel both 

her undying love for Jesus and the depth of her love for you.  A 

still photo cannot tell the whole story of what I experienced, but 

below you will see Jean Clark as she talked passionately to me and 

demanded I really hear her.   

When I entered Jean’s apartment, she was slouched down 

in her lounge chair, buried to her neck in a blanket, lost in misery, 

it seemed, and deplete of energy.  Her face and voice 

communicated weakness and defeat.  I was frightened. I sat down 

in the chair close at hand and we exchanged greetings and I added 

that she looked like she was having a very bad day.   

 

 



But, after acknowledging and detailing her current 

condition, she changed right before my eyes.  Jean lifted herself 

up, sat on the edge of her chair, and leaned into our conversation.  

“I have something to tell you.  You must not forget this story.  You 

must tell this story.  It is important.  Everyone at my memorial 

service must hear this story.”  She told me about her husband 

Bill’s relationship with Vernon Slattery and what she personally 

knew of Vern.  What I heard her telling me was that Vern’s life 

and ministry were a powerful testimony to the love of Jesus and 

the power of Jesus to miraculously save us from our deepest 

suffering.  However, Jean added, Vern himself never was a fully 

healed and happy man.  “He did not smile,” Jean emphasized.  He 

believed in Jesus and in miracles with all of his body, mind, and 

spirit.  But Vern was still in pain. 

When Vernon Slattery died, Jean and Bill were about to 

leave on a trip to New York State that they could not cancel.  They 

called Vernon’s wife, Jane Slattery, and explained their 

disappointment and regrets.  Jane told them that Vern’s body 

would be cremated.  There would be no viewing.  No mortician 

would be given the chance to bring lightness to the darkness of 

his dead body.  But Bill and Jean were welcome to join Mrs. 

Slattery later in the day at the funeral home to say their “good-

byes,” prior to the cremation.    

Throughout the telling of this story, Jean kept stopping.  

She kept making sure she had not lost my full attention.  She kept 

insisting that I grasp the urgency of the moment.  “This story must 

be told!”  I assured her.  I promised her.  Still, she repeated her 

persistent demand.  She told me that everyone at her memorial 

service would need to hear this story, know the power of Jesus, 

believe in miracles, and realize the joy that awaits us in eternity. 

Finally, Jean continued her account.  She reminded me 

that Vern Slattery was a both a faithful and a melancholy man.  



But, when they entered the room where his dead body was laid 

out on a table, both she and Bill saw it.  Jean wanted you to know 

that this was not just her perception.  Bill also was startled.  They 

both saw a smile on dour Vernon Slattery’s face that could only 

have been placed there, just before the moment of death, as 

Vernon got his first glimpse of heaven.  Jean said and I quote, 

“…by a choir of angels, ‘Coming for to carry me home.’”   

A few hours before Jean’s death, Jean’s son, Bill Clark, and 

his wife Ellen, and I were listening to a litany of last-minute 

directives from Jean regarding all manner of topics, including this 

memorial service.   Over ten years, I had taken many notes but 

they did not include what Jean now said:  “At my memorial 

service I want to have sung, “Swing Low Sweet Chariot.” 

So be it. 

 

The Miracle of a Clearly Spoken Word 

Next miracle related to the Follow Me Jesus story and portrait. 

I sent a copy of this story of “The Miraculous Smile” to a 

friend, David Allburn, with whom I have been sharing stories of 

miracles for many years.  I also sent to Dave Jean’s obituary.  A 

few hours after he received my e-mail, Dave called me, his voice 

constrained by tears.  His words were slurred.  For a few seconds 

all I heard was the sobbing.  I just said, “David, I’m here.  Not 

going anywhere.  Waiting.”  Finally, he was ready to share.  David 

knows all about the Follow Me portrait and has seen it in my 

home and has heard me talk about the story and Jean Clark many 

times.  He was deeply moved by the miraculous smile story as told 

to me by Jean.  However, it was an item in Jean’s obituary that 

had set loose the flood of tears. 



In Jean’s obituary you will find an accounting of her 

generosity.  This aspect of Jean’s life is nothing short of legendary.  

One of the beneficiaries listed is the “Buckeye Boys Ranch,” in 

Grove City, Ohio, now known officially as, “The Buckeye Ranch,” 

where girls can also find the hope of transformed lives.  But Jean 

was much more than a financial friend of the ranch.  She invested 

her time and talents in the lives of the residents and developed a 

strong friendship with the founding executive director, Les Bostic.  

So had my friend, Dave Allburn.  In fact, knowing that Les would 

very much want to know of Jean’s passing, Dave decided to 

contact Les. 

This is where the miracle begins to happen.  From many 

years ago—realize, please, that Les Bostic retired from the ranch 

20 years ago—Dave found a personal cell phone number for Les in 

his directory.  He dialed the number.  Les answered, from his bed 

in an Alzheimer care unit in Grove City.  He could barely 

communicate, but with much frustrating efforts Dave shared the 

news of Jean’s passing and Les received that news with great 

grief.  Les Bostic and Jean were not only friends.  Les also was 

personally connected to the Follow Me Jesus miracle story as it 

unfolded in the 1970’s!   

Les Bostic and Dave Allburn continued to share their 

memories, but only with great effort.  But suddenly, Dave reports, 

Les began reciting a poem about Jesus connected to the Follow 

Me portrait.  Dave exclaimed with great excitement to Les, “You 

just recited poetry with a clear voice!”  To which Les responded, 

now back in his Alzheimer trap, that the voice was not his.  

Someone else” inside of me” had spoken those words.  

 By the way, I researched the life and work of Les Bostic, 

founder and for 40 years executive director of the Buckeye Ranch.  

I found a long tribute to him written by the mayor of Columbus, 



Andrew J. Ginther.  Ginther painted a stellar portrait of a man 

whose vision transformed the 

 

way we care for youth in trouble.  But what surprised me most 

was the acknowledgment that Les’s Bostic’s vision came to him in 

a dream.  He followed that dream as a Word of the Lord that 

established on earth, as it is in heaven, on a nearby plot of 

ground, an expression of what God’s Beloved Community is all 

about.   

The miracle continues!  By the way, is there another plot 

of ground, or another heart, waiting for a miracle of 

transformation, that the Kingdom of God may continue to come 

on earth as it is in heaven? 

 

Before We Proceed to the Next Miracle 

 A Disclaimer 

Before I share the next miracle related to the Follow Me portrait, I 

need to confess.  I don’t believe in miracles.  I don’t believe in the supernatural. 



 Everything that occurs in the physical, time, space, energy, matter 

universe is “natural.”  The way things are (reality or Reality) in the universe is 

the way things are.   “The way things are” includes many events that “scientific 

materialism” (Scientific materialism is a belief system, thus a religion, with its 

own established dogma and laws.) says cannot be real.    

 Scientific materialism is wrong.  It’s ways of determining the truth 

(Truth) are not the only ways of knowing what is real.  For example, love 

absolutely is a force for healing physical and emotional illness.  The verification 

that this is true is “gigundous.”  The accumulated evidence from experience, 

testimony, and well-designed studies prove beyond any reasonable doubt that 

love heals.  It is as much a fact that love heals as anything else, such as that the 

Earth is round, that is widely considered a fact by those who practice the 

religion of scientific materialism 

 Generally, the word “miracle” is understood as an occurrence that 

violates natural law.  Miracles are, it is commonly thought, supernatural events 

that break well established laws of nature.  However, If the evidence was 

consistently followed by those with both spiritual and scientific eyes, we would 

re-write those laws.  Now, I think I need to answer a question.  Why is the 

distinction I have just made important?  It is important because it helps to make 

sense of the fact that, in similar circumstances, one person dies and another 

lives.  God does not “decide” that one child dies—causing the parents to 

proclaim, “It was a miracle!” while at the same time deciding that another child 

dies, causing those parents to protest, “Why did God not save my child?”  God is 

just love and the unfolding purposes of love are only partially explicable, just 

like everything that happens in this universe is partially inexplicable.  Reality is 

partly known and partly unknown.  That’s the Truth.  That’s the way things are. 

 However, for the purposes of this booklet, I will use the word, 

“miracle,” as our culture generally understands it. 

 

The, “My God!  What Happened?” Miracle 

Next miracle related to the Follow Me Jesus story and portrait. 

“My God, what happened!” I exclaimed.  “Are you 

alright?”  She did not respond.  Lee was laid out prone across the 

top steps of the stairway leading to the second floor of our home, 

as if she had fainted, collapsed, or died.  Not a sound.  Not a 



motion.  “Are you OK?”  Still no answer.  I fell to my knees and put 

a hand on her shoulder.  Finally I heard, “I’m fine.” 

Then I heard, “That is Jesus!”  Our house guest was staring 

through the posts of our bannister at the Follow Me Jesus portrait 

in the entryway of our house.  Lee said it again with a voice filled 

with amazement, “That’s Jesus.”  She began to sit up.  As her 

words, “That’s Jesus,” reverberated in my mind, it suddenly 

dawned on me.  I knew exactly what had happened to Lee. 

For more than a decade, she has been a celebrated 

speaker and writer, giving testimony to her extraordinary, life-

transforming, encounter with Jesus.  (For more information about Lee, 

google “Lee Doll Ministries.”)  A few weeks earlier she had told me a 

short version of her story via telephone.  In a rather depressed 

mood that day, Lee’s testimony had truly lifted my spirit!  Though 

her story has inspired thousands, she herself had arrived at a 

season of her life where she needed spiritual guidance and 

support.  She had come to Traces of God Ministries (My wife, Kathy, 

and I are both spiritual directors and retreat leaders as part of our spiritual 

formation ministry.) for a spiritual life retreat and to begin receiving 

spiritual direction.  But before the retreat could even begin, as we 

were leading Lee towards our guest room, the roving eyes of 

Jesus, from the Follow Me portrait, had captured her.  She was 

immediately transported back to the moment of her first meeting 

with her savior.  Overawed, Lee had simply prostrated herself, 

entranced, reliving the moment she had surrendered her life—a 

very broken life at the time--to the unconditional love of Jesus. 

That is the power of the Follow Me Jesus portrait and 

story.  This power, this love, is available to all of us whenever we 

allow our full attention to be captured by the gaze of the Jesus 

who loves us, especially when our capacity to love ourselves has 

been totally depleted. 

 


