
Foreword 

  

"Danny Brooks lives his music and his new book is a lyrical banquet of true miracles 

experienced in his challenging, continuing journey on God's highway. He, and his wife Debi, are 

examples of what we all can achieve, if we believe and take daily actions based upon genuine 

love and eternal truth."  

Denis Waitley, Author, Seeds of Greatness 

  

I had planned to write this book pretty much in the fashion of my live music shows in that I’m low 

key about my faith. Like most endeavors though, once started, it tended to take on a life of its 

own. I wanted to share the miraculous and I start off with a big one, two actually. It involves my 

quintuple heart by pass surgery a little over six years ago. Today I take absolutely no medicine 

of any kind, except a baby aspirin two or three times a week; blood tainted by dirty needles, now 

pure, probably set the pace for the theme and import of this book. Being low key, I felt I could 

reach a broader audience; however, in a couple of places I didn’t hide my rough edges. It’s not 

my intent to offend anyone, but the integrity of writing is showing you’re “being real,” so I wrote 

what was going through my mind in these difficult times. Everyday life experiences that affect us 

all are similar. You work hard all week, you want your paycheck. You mess up at work, you 

appreciate an understanding boss. At the end of the week when the boss treats you like an 

equal, you’re moved by it. I quote one of my favorite Bible verses from Micah 6:8, “He has 

showed you, O man, what is good; and what does the Lord require of you, but to do justly, and 

to love mercy, and to walk humbly with your God?” Who can't appreciate this?  

  

I’ve also wanted to share motivational and inspirational themes to help the readers dig deep into 

their own hearts and minds to become the best they possibly can be. A good name is to be 

desired more than all the riches in the world, and when we can honestly say we have given it 



our best, then we can truly be counted with the most successful. Winning is never quitting and 

I hope to inspire a diligent spirit in the reader. 

  

Dedications 

  

Without my wife Debi, I would not be alive today. She is the love of my life and my best friend! 

Apart from the miracle of getting me into the Donwood Drug and Alcohol Rehabilitation Center 

in 1987, she joined me in my music 23 years later, singing and playing percussion, traveling and 

recording. It’s never too late to achieve goals. You have breath in you and you have dreams to 

realize; that is the essence of this book. 

  

My youngest brother Peter passed over on August 27, 2015, at the age of 51, due to heart 

failure. He was a good brother who had a big heart and would do what he could to help 

someone in need. He was very talented with his hands and mind when it came to fixing anything 

that was broken. Debi wishes I had more of his gifts! Thank you, Peter, for the encouragement 

you gave me in the past year when you told me how you thought of me. It touched me and gave 

me strength and courage. I will see you again brother Peter! 

  

My oldest brother Bill taught me a lot about life and the keys to making life work for you. Bill 

accepted me for the drug addict I was many years ago and treated me like his equal while doing 

his best to help me change my destructive lifestyle. He taught me that my attitude was the most 

important key to becoming successful. That, and due diligence and trusting in God. Bill was 

tough as nails and everyone he met came to respect him as being a decent no nonsense 

customer. Bill passed over November 29, 2010, at the age of 66. I will see you again brother 

Bill! 

  



I would also like to acknowledge world class author and motivator whose books had the most 

impact on my life when I left the Donwood Drug and Alcohol Rehabilitation Center, May 8, 1987. 

Seeds of Greatness by Dr. Denis Waitley is the greatest self-help book I ever read and it led me 

to the Book of Books. If you’re seeking to improve your lot in life, you’ll thank me in steering you 

to pick up a copy of Seeds of Greatness. It is timeless and is moral dynamite! Thank you, Dr. 

Waitley, from the depths of my heart! Debi saved my life and then you helped her shape it! 

http://www.waitley.com/  

  

  

  

  

Miracles for Breakfast / The Journey Continues / Chapter 1 

There is A Time and A Place for Everything 

  

Adversity is the bridge to greatness. 

We all go through difficult and trying times and it is seldom “convenient.” Nevertheless, 

later we see how it fashioned certain ideas and added some muscle to our character. 

God works in amazing ways and uses our adversity that we may get a better 

understanding in all things. He is well acquainted with grief and adversity. 

Adversity is the bridge to greatness! 

  

Let me ask you a question: have you ever desired to do something special, to achieve 

something meaningful in your life, for yourself, your family, friends and for others? Not just doing 

a good deed but doing something that touches others in such a way that you encourage and 

inspire them in a deep soulful, spiritual way, and to enlighten and awaken in others the 

aspiration to do something special in their lives. We can only do this, I believe, when we 



discover who we are. I don’t feel we can do this until we are tried in the furnace of affliction, 

coming through the valley of failure, loss and heartache, which galvanizes our spirit to overcome 

and become something more than we are, to become a winner. And a true winner always wants 

others to win too! 

  

This was the reason I wrote my first book Miracles for Breakfast: How Faith Helped Me Kick My 

Addictions and it’s the reason I want to continue this path of sharing the miraculous, the spirit 

that won't quit, and to share the greatest story ever told. In that book, I shared my coming out of 

darkness and some of the sordid realities of addictions; in this book, I want to share more about 

maintaining a balanced lifestyle and share personal insights that keep me walking the walk in 

the Light of the Lord, as Ralph Stanley so eloquently writes in one of his great mountain songs. 

  

We can get a moment of revelation, clarification and inspiration into a matter that can still take 

years to unfold fully. My life dramatically changed in a moment on August 3, 1987, when I had a 

spiritual epiphany and dedicated my life to God, wanting to do what was right and asking for 

forgiveness. 

  

It was amazing – the peace, the settling in my spirit, that all was going to be well with my soul. 

The thousand-mile journey had begun with the first step! I took it, seized the moment. It was 

both exciting and a little fearful, the fear of failing as I had done so often before, and the 

excitement that I was no longer on my own in that I had a Heavenly Father who promised to 

never leave me nor forsake me.  

  

Jump ahead five years and I really found out who I was. Let me put it this way. I discovered that 

I was a child of God with all my imperfections in '87, but in 1992, I discovered on a deeper level 

my “complete purpose.” 

  



For years I had lived a “living on and falling off the edge” lifestyle and wrote songs for the 

purpose of identifying with others living the same way, glorifying the wrong things and being a 

bad example, not even realizing that I was hurting and misdirecting others. After my spiritual 

epiphany, I wanted to encourage and write things that would edify others. I was on the right path 

finally, but in 1992 I discovered deeper truths about myself and about writing. It hit home that, as 

it says in Proverbs, “A word fitly spoken is like apples of gold in pictures of silver.” That the 

power of life and death is in the tongue, that music is a healing agent, music therapy, as written 

in the Holy Bible. Putting it all together was an incredible discovery and a very humbling one. I’d 

been humbled being in prison and then rehab for my addictions and failures, but this was a 

humbling mixed with an awe of the responsibility that went with it. I realized I had to be as 

honest and deep as I possibly could be in what I put on paper and eventually perform and 

record. What we say counts more than we realize; to say a thing is to declare a thing, establish 

it. Think about what you say! The highest Authority said, “As a man thinks, so he is.” What we 

say, says who we are, and we all need to ponder on who we are and who we want to become 

and what we want to accomplish in the short time we have here on this earthly plane. Our time 

is very short and we are not promised tomorrow. 

  

Miracles for Breakfast was written in 2006/7 and published in 2008 by John Wiley & Sons (now 

published by HarperCollins Canada) and I had the pleasure of working with an inspiring editor, 

Don Loney. His kind words of encouragement and direction helped shape that book and allow 

me to grow as a writer. I’m able to apply those lessons to this new writing, Miracles for 

Breakfast: The Journey Continues, the first book in a new seven-book Miracles for Breakfast 

series. Since the original publication, I’ve recorded three new records, written two more books 

(this one and The Lonely Battle, slated for a 2018 release), signed a non-exclusive contract with 

Crucial Music representing 25 songs to TV/movies/commercials, with two songs now shown on 

two popular TV shows, moved to Llano, Texas, toured over 175,000 miles. Two of these 

recordings and all the miles put on have taken place after having quintuple heart bypass surgery 



on July 16, 2010. As you will read, it is only by the Hand of Providence that I am still around, 

and not just that, but living a lifestyle without any kind of medication; you heard right! No heart 

medication of any kind, except for a baby aspirin a few times a week, when I remember. It’s now 

November 9, 2016. There are many other accomplishments and experiences but let’s start this 

“I should have died” story from an incident that took place at the legendary Threadgill’s in 

Austin, Texas.  

  

Threadgill’s in Austin, Texas 

A Day I Will Never Forget 

  

It was Sunday morning, May 2, 2010, a day I will always remember as it was the first day in a 

long string of unquestionably remarkable events. It was the day I should have died, but it was 

not to be. Since then, I have lost many dear friends due to heart attacks: to name a few, my 

Austin drummer Eddie Flores, childhood bassist Richard Hicks, karate instructor Bill Carr and 

music mentor/adviser Frank Garcia. It makes me shudder and think of an old Tom Waits song I 

went over this manuscript last September 2015, my youngest brother Peter passed away from a 

heart attack at 51, on August 27, 2015 and was buried September 3. He had made his peace 

with God and enjoyed the teaching of Joel Olsteen, to whom I feel I owe a debt of gratitude. 

  

But back to 2010… It was a blistering hot Texas day of 105 degrees outside, and that was in the 

shade. It felt just as hot inside the crowded Threadgill’s club in Austin's Riverside location, 

where I was performing for the Gospel Brunch crowd, 11 am to 1 pm. Not only will I never forget 

anything about this day, but I am even now, over six years later, discovering incredible 

information of how fortunate I was back then –  and still am. It is nothing short of miraculous. I 

have experienced a few miracles in my life, but probably none bigger than this one. 

  



I had just driven down to Texas from Milton, Ontario, Canada, where my wife Debi and I were 

still living at the time. I had been making these trips on a regular basis since September 2008. I 

had arrived a couple days earlier so I could get some rest at the trailer I was staying in at the 

beautiful Sunset RV Park on Hamilton Pool Road, in the west end of Austin. Threadgill’s was my 

first gig in a six-week tour that was booked solid. This club has a unique history in that the 

original owner Fred Threadgill was helpful in giving Janis Joplin a helping hand to her career in 

the Austin area before breaking out on the international music scene. It was also the club where 

Willie Nelson introduced a young black artist, Charlie Pride, breaking down racial barriers. A 

club with a rich musical history! Pictures on the wall show live performances by Bruce 

Springsteen, Tom Petty, Bob Dylan, Chubby Checker, Ry Cooder, Willie Nelson, Waylon 

Jennings and countless other greats! I love feeling the residue of the spirit of other artists that 

permeate a room they have played in. It helps shape and inspire my writing. 

  

During the last three songs of my show, starting around 12:45 pm, I started having trouble 

breathing and was feeling out of sorts. My bassist Lynn Daniel, who was doing the gig with me, 

asked me if I was feeling all right. Although I told him I was fine, I wasn't. Apart from my chest 

heaving, trouble breathing and having difficulty singing, my arms were like lead and rubber at 

once, with pains in both arms and my chest. This was unsettling and confusing as I was in 

uncharted waters. 

  

Lynn was looking at me with concern and I told him that I was just finding it too hot in the room 

and would be okay. Looking back, I remember it being somewhat surreal. I knew something was 

going on, like I had never experienced before, but I also knew I had to finish the gig and sort of 

went on auto pilot. I knew in the back of my mind I was in the middle of something serious, but I 

had to keep going, get paid and get out of there. I was being held up somehow and did what 

came naturally to get it done. 

  



I finished those last three songs and was a bit unsettled so just kind of sat there for a few 

moments trying to figure out what to do next. I just felt so worn out that I couldn't really move 

and then I realized I had to get moving. I had trouble packing up, and my old Pepsi Cola crate 

that I put my harp bag, mics and chords in (maybe 20 lbs. tops) kept slipping out of my hands 

because I had trouble holding onto the crate. I dropped it at least four times getting to my truck 

out back. Back then I didn’t have a dolly. It would have been nice as the walk from the stage to 

the back area to load up is about 150 feet. That's not too far but it certainly is if you have heart 

issues.  

  

By the time I packed my Traynor 50 Watt Blue guitar amp, three guitars, effects case with stomp 

board and my merchandise case, I was soaked with sweat, dog-tired, and fell into the front seat 

of my truck. I pushed the seat back and reclined it and quickly undid my pants and my shirt. I 

was having a difficult time breathing, feeling awful. I sat there with the door open waiting for the 

air conditioner to come on. I was scared – felt it was more than just being tired. I massaged my 

heart with my right hand and started talking out loud to God. You hear the phrase of someone 

having a “come to Jesus moment,” well I already knew Him but if I hadn’t, this would've been it. I 

knew who to call. Looking back, part of being frightened was because I was all alone. I knew 

God was with me, but still I had to get through this on my own. I thought of Debi but I couldn’t 

call her and you will find out shortly the reasons why. 

  

I shut the door because I sensed that if someone saw me like this, they would probably call an 

ambulance, and I had no medical insurance, nor did I want to go to the hospital. I said out loud, 

“God, am I having a heart attack, and if I am could you please stop it (all the while massaging 

my heart). I just got down here, God, and I need to send money back home to Debi. Lord, I 

need to make ends meet, please stop this. I have no health insurance and you know our 

situation.” I was huffing and puffing, still massaging my heart and said, “God, I need to make it 

back to the trailer. I don't know if I should be driving, but I just can't go to a stranger and get 



them to drive me. Could you please be my hands on the wheel and get me safely home? Lord, I 

can't just sit here, I need to get into the trailer where it’s cooler.” I waited a few more minutes, 

was shaky and a little worried about having an accident, but I had arm rests and put both 

elbows on them, holding the steering wheel at the bottom. I drove very carefully, all the while 

talking to God and asking Him to allow me to drive and not hurt anyone and to get back safely to 

the trailer. 

  

I was very relieved turning into the driveway of the Sunset RV park, 17 miles from Threadgill’s, 

but I was very much a worried man. Martha, the lady who ran the RV park and who is my Texas 

mom, saw me as I was slowly coming into the park as she was stepping out of the office at the 

park's entrance. She had a look of concern as I nodded to her and kept driving to my trailer. A 

few minutes later there was a knock on my trailer door and it was Martha. She had the same 

worried look and she asked me what was wrong. I told her what had happened and she let me 

know she was no stranger to this type of thing because of her husband Jim. She asked me 

when my next gig was and I told her in four days. She said she was going to take care of me 

and cook for me and I was to take it real easy. She left and came back immediately with some 

81 mg baby aspirin and told me to take one each morning for the rest of my trip and to get some 

more when these ran out. She sternly but lovingly admonished me to take it easy and to stay 

around the park. She also said I needed to see a doctor and I told her I would when I got back 

home to Canada in six weeks. 

  

I rested over the next four days and regained some of my strength. I started to do my exercise 

routine and when I felt tired, I pressed a little harder doing some extra sit-ups and push-ups. 

Ignorance is bliss they say, but in my case, could have been deadly. From time to time over the 

next six weeks and felt tired, I equated it to “just getting a little older” because I was 58. When 

my arm felt a bit numb, I figured it was the way I was sitting or something similar. Even in the 

days and months leading up to this event, I equated tiredness and pains in my left arm as 



getting older or leaving my arm in a position too long, causing discomfort. It may have been as 

long as a couple of years. 

  

About a week later my left foot became swollen and I could hardly walk on it; I had to hobble 

and it was painful. KD and Angie Cline, two very dear friends of mine, had me go visit their 

doctor in Llano and he did x-rays that showed no fracture or break, but a mass/swelling, for 

which they gave me a prescription. The pills did bring down the swelling and eventually I was 

able to walk without pain.  

  

I should tell you that I did not share my heart pain with Debi. I didn’t want her to worry. Before I 

left for Texas, we had some family issues. Our 16-year-old daughter, Caitlin, had been in an 

accident and Debi's Grand Caravan was totaled. Then Debi suffered a bit of an emotional 

meltdown in February of 2010 when our Caitlin left home to live with a young man who was 

involved with drugs. We were both heartsick. Debi was already on sick leave from stress at her 

day job. Caitlin was back home before I left in late April, but Debi was still on shaky ground. I 

offered to stay home and cancel the trip, but we agreed that we needed the work so decided 

that I should go to Texas for this tour. I did let Debi know about my troubles with my foot and 

she made an appointment for me to see Dr. Philbrook when I got back home mid-June 2010. 

  

From May 2 to June 6 I had around 25 gigs. That's a work out for anyone, but especially for 

someone in their late 50s with heart issues. The temperature stayed 100 plus degrees the 

whole time as Texas was experiencing a heat wave and a drought. Many a night I barely made 

it home and I’d fall into bed exhausted; I shudder today just thinking about it. My last three gigs 

of this tour in early June 2010 went like this: I did an afternoon gig at Gruene Hall in New 

Braunfels, Texas, with my band from 1-5 pm, doing a labor-intensive three one-hour long sets in 

the extreme heat, with no air conditioning, and it was packed, which made it even hotter. 

Finished that show, soaking wet with sweat, tore down and packed up to drive about 75 miles to 



do an evening show at Luckenbach Dance Hall, in Fredericksburg, Texas, doing another two 

one-hour sets and one 30-minute set in heat perhaps five degrees cooler but still around 100 

degrees! Finished at 11 pm, tore down the gear, packed up and made it home to the trailer 

around 1 am Sunday morning. I was worn out and completely exhausted, but I had to be up for 

7:30 am and out the door by 9 am to get to Threadgill’s for my morning Gospel Brunch gig from 

11 am to 1 pm. Three solid gigs in a 24-hour period, never knowing I had five major completely 

blocked arteries! There was a recent Bayer Aspirin commercial where the actor mentions he 

had one mostly blocked artery leading to the heart, that’s called a “widow maker.” It did not 

escape me driving to Threadgill’s, that hot Sunday morning of June 6, that I was returning to 

where I’d begun this tour with such a difficult, scary start. 

  

When I got home to the trailer that afternoon, I had real trouble focusing. I was tired beyond 

anything I had experienced in all my days of touring and I was out of sorts and not thinking 

clearly. There is a term for someone who has taken a few Valium pills, called a “dry drunk,” and 

that is how I felt. I called home to Debi and told her that I couldn’t come home right away, that I 

needed to spend a couple, maybe three days of straight rest before heading back.  

  

She could hear the fatigue in my voice and told me to get all the rest I needed, and looking 

back, I think she had a premonition, but said only to get proper rest and then to take it easy 

coming home, to rent a motel room at night to sleep properly. I never rented rooms back then, 

choosing to snooze in the van for a couple hours at either the Pilot truck/gas stations or the 

Flying J where other like-minded weary travelers would grab a little shut eye, use the facilities 

and get a great cup of coffee and something to snack on before motoring up the road. I could 

usually drive from Austin to our home in Milton, Ontario, in 32 hours; this last trip home took me 

about 45 hours because I had to stop more often due to fatigue. 
 


