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			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			 

			 

			When people hear bits of my story, they tell me they think, Wow, that’s depressing. She lost two daughters? And worse, she got pregnant with one child when she was burying another—knowing that the baby growing in her womb could die too? What kind of crazy woman does that? 

			But then when they hear the whole story—the rawness, the vulnerability, the determination, the redemption, and the joy that ultimately came from the entire experience, they say, “I want to know that joy. If God was present with her and gave her strength and peace, then he can do the same for me.” 

			Every one of us has pain in our lives, but the question is: what do I do with my pain? We always hear, “Turn to God,” but what does that involve? My story illustrates a real-life person of average faith, confronted with tragedy beyond imagination, who does turn to God, and in the end is better for it. 

			Pain will enter our lives with or without God. I trust my story will inspire you to take your sorrow and risk going to God with it to discover that he does not abandon us in our need. He truly desires to redeem our suffering, to do miraculous things with our inevitable pain, and in the end, transform it and ourselves into the miraculous. There is triumph from the cross available to us all.

		

	
		
			FOREWORD

			 

			 

			In Waiting for a Miracle, Cyndi Peterson has accomplished what thousands of first-time writers can only dream of doing—that is write a story that grabs the reader from the opening paragraph to the last line in the final chapter. It is a rare achievement made even more special because it is a story of deep, anguish-filled suffering that miraculously brings about the deepest of spiritual conversions.

			Many manuscripts penned by souls dramatically touched by the ongoing daily apparitions of the Blessed Virgin Mary at the tiny village of Medjugorje in Bosnia-Hercegovina, are sent to my office. The would-be authors usually ask for an opinion on how good their story is followed by would I help them get it published? The vast majority of the manuscripts are returned to the sender with a note of encouragement. Such witness and the desire to tell their own story by those who have been to Medjugorje gives added credence to its continuous good spiritual fruits.

			However, there is more to the story of how this witness by Cyndi developed into the writing of Waiting for a Miracle.

			Cyndi had actually sent her original manuscript to me several years ago, asking if I might be interested in helping her get the story published. I glanced at it at the time and was mildly interested but too involved with other writing projects to pay proper attention to it. Then in the summer of 2015, I received a well-ordered, revised outline of Cyndi’s manuscript with a professionally planned overview and succinct samples from each proposed chapter of her manuscript. I was duly impressed; yet, again too busy locked into an intense writing schedule to meet the deadline of my next book. Once again Cyndi’s manuscript was placed on my desk in the stack of material to be read later. It stayed there unopened and unread. 

			Part of the travel agenda consuming most of my time was an annual November pilgrimage to the apparition site of Medjugorje. As always, I had a full schedule of speaking to other pilgrimage groups while there. It was a packed speaking schedule that would fill most of my time during the tour.

			 On the last full day in Medjugorje, I spoke to a group of pilgrims mainly from California. It turned out to be a pilgrimage led by Cyndi. 

			After the talk Cyndi approached me and asked if I had read her manuscript she had sent to my office. I had to confess somewhat embarrassed, that I had not. But, I promised her, I would read it immediately on my return home. That was fine, she responded with a quiet determination, but she had the manuscript on her computer, which she had brought with her on the pilgrimage. She would be glad to send it to me right then and there so I could read it during the flight home. Fine, I said with grudging admiration of her tenacity, send it to me. 

			I began reading Cyndi’s manuscript before leaving Medjugorje, more out of curiosity and admiration of her tenacity than anything else; plus I felt guilty that I had not even bothered to read what she had sent me. 

			Within the first two chapters of the manuscript, I knew it had to be published. It was as if Jesus was looking over my shoulder and telling me to read more and I would understand.

			    By the time my plane landed in Atlanta, I had completed the entire manuscript. On arriving home I began to edit and suggest subtle changes despite the jet lag. I wanted to meet with this woman immediately and learn more. 

			The question was, how would I find time to meet with Cyndi? I would be home for only three days before heading to California and then on to Seattle, Washington for talks. After that trip it was home again for four days and then off to Africa for ten days. Still, I had to call her to see if we could meet at some point in the near future. 

			Cyndi was pleased that I had read her manuscript and, I think, somewhat surprised at my enthusiasm and desire that we meet to discuss the details. By the way, I asked her, where do you live? Just outside of San Diego, California, she told me. Of course. I suddenly remembered that her Medjugorje pilgrimage group was from California. 

			I would be staying in Brea during my California trip, so I asked Cyndi how far was that from her home. Just about an hour and a half, she responded. Within a few minutes we arranged to meet in Brea the next day. I was beginning to feel that special Holy Spirit presence that always comes when heaven wants to accomplish something unusual. Closing my phone I smiled as I thought of a saying I used so often in my talks: With God, there are no coincidences!

			After three hours of working together and going over the manuscript, there was no doubt that this book needed to be published—and soon. I could just feel Our Lady’s fingerprints all over the entire set of unusual circumstances that brought us together. But then again, there are no coincidences with God; everything is by plan and design. As you read Cyndi’s story you will understand why Heaven wanted it published.

			 - Wayne Weible

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			Pleading for a Miracle

			 

			I clutched my five-month-old daughter, Kelly, willing her to breathe. Every few minutes I suctioned out her nostrils and throat. But she fought me, fussy, gasping for breath, half-whining, half-crying. 

			This is crazy, I thought frantically. She’s supposed to get better here, not worse.

			“Come on, Kelly. Come on, sweetie.” How could I explain to a five month old that if she calmed down, things would seem better? The irony wasn’t lost on me. Calm down. I felt as much a wreck as she was.

			I spied a drinking fountain off to the side of the courtyard where we waited to see Father Jozo and remembered that Kelly hadn’t eaten in a while. Maybe if I could get her to eat something, that would calm her down and she would feel better. I gently placed Kelly back into her stroller, grabbed the formula and a bottle from her baby bag, and headed to the fountain. 

			I gripped the nozzle and gave it a twist. Nothing. The bottom of the fountain was bone dry. I twisted again harder. It had to work. Kelly’s tortured, gasping whimpers were constant now. I clinched my fist—an outward symbol of what my chest was doing. What my soul was doing. 

			My husband, Drew, came to the fountain to help.

			“It’s… it’s not working!” I felt so frustrated, so helpless. I had been a military doctor—I had seen everything the medical and military communities could throw at me—from rare diseases to catastrophes. I’d been calm and rational in every circumstance. When a volcano erupted on the island where I was stationed and thick ash covered my base—I’d handled it with strength and poise. When a fellow soldier from my squadron was killed in a helicopter accident and his remains burned beyond recognition, I kept a cool head and did my job. 

			This was different. This was my child. My baby girl. Drew and I had prayed for a girl. We’d pinned our hopes and dreams on this precious gift.

			“She’s struggling!” I looked desperately around the courtyard for another fountain. “I’m going to go find some water.” Still grasping the bottle, I ran toward the church. I stepped into the dimly lit foyer at the back by the sacristy—the room where the priests’ vestments are kept—and could hear Father Jozo giving his homily on how we must trust God, that he knows our every need. Right then I needed water. I rushed down a hallway to my left but could find nothing. I could no longer catch my breath.

			My thoughts became frantic. This isn’t how it’s supposed to happen. We’re supposed to bring her on this trip. We’re following God’s plan. I knew enough from my medical training that Kelly could die. But we still had at least another four months. Four months.

			She could die at the place where she’s supposed to be healed.

			I turned and headed the other way. My hand had grown sweaty around the bottle.

			What do I do? I don’t know how to help her! My mind swirled until it began to doubt. Should we have even brought her here? Should we just go home? 

			But we’d traveled halfway around the world. We’d come to Medjugorje, the place of miracles, because I’d received miracles here before. Now my daughter needed a miracle. 

			I’d prayed. I’d begged God to heal her. Everyone I knew was doing the same. And my heart kept nudging me back to this place. To Father Jozo, a man strong in the Spirit. A holy man who, with one touch and one prayer, could restore health and bring wholeness. I knew Kelly would be okay if we could just get her to him. But we were running out of time. And he was still speaking, no urgency in his voice, no comprehension that he needed to hurry things along. 

			I have to get her formula! my mind screamed. A part of me—the rational part—knew the formula wasn’t going to do much to help my daughter. My quest seemed wild and inexplicable. But it was the only thing I could control. I could find water. I could make formula for her to drink. I would do that, if nothing else.

			I stopped and gasped a tiny cry. A door to my side opened and a nun stepped out and looked at me. Her face registered concern, and in a language I couldn’t understand she asked me something.

			“Water. I need water!” I held up the bottle and tried to communicate through sign language. My eyes were moist with tears.

			Finally, she understood and nodded. Lifting a hand, she gestured for me to follow her down the hall. On her heels, I shadowed her until she opened another door and pointed inside. There was a drinking fountain.

			“Thank you!” I said, running to the fountain, half afraid it wasn’t going to work either. As I turned the nozzle, fresh, cold water flowed out and splashed onto the base. I filled the bottle and rushed back to the courtyard. As soon as I opened the church door, I saw Drew hunched over Kelly, suctioning out the secretions. He looked hopefully toward me. I grabbed the formula, poured it into the bottle, and picked up Kelly to feed her. Her little body felt so limp in my arms, it was like holding a rag doll.

			Now she’ll be okay, I reassured myself.

			Clear, runny secretions kept oozing from her nostrils. I suctioned it out again and put the bottle to Kelly’s lips. Since she had little muscle tone, she was unable to turn her head away, but still she wouldn’t allow me to feed her. 

			“She can’t breathe, that’s why she won’t eat.” Drew, also a doctor, said what we both knew. I looked at him pleadingly. Now tears gathered on my eyelashes. I blinked hard, trying to keep them at bay. I wouldn’t cry. The rational part of me knew it would do no good right now. But my heart felt otherwise.

			“What are we going to do?” I asked, hoping he’d have the answer, but knowing he wouldn’t. He was as helpless as I was. Without saying it, we refused to take her to the local hospital. 

			I suctioned her again, held her up against my chest, and patted her back. Nothing helped. 

			My dreaded reality crashed down like a boulder onto my heart. She’s going to die. Right here in my arms, before we can even get her to see the priest. Why, God? I did everything you asked. I brought her all the way over here. I did as much as I could. There’s nothing left for me to do. 

			And God wasn’t coming through. I felt lost. I looked at my precious daughter suffering, and I couldn’t fathom that God wouldn’t heal her. Why wouldn’t he heal a beautiful little girl with parents who had faith, who were sharing their faith, who were willing to be ridiculed as physicians for taking their daughter halfway around the world in search of a miracle? That alone was playing a fool for God in the medical world. 

			We did it all and where was God? He had the power. And Kelly was an innocent little life. What possible reason would there be for her to die? 

			I suctioned her again and gently nudged the bottle against her lips. She was spent and felt listless in my arms. Her eyes were sorrowful and held deep anguish. And her face bore a light shade of blue. I looked again at Drew. All the color had drained from his face.

		

	
		
			PART 1

			A Call to Faith

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			Everything I Wanted

			 

			I never really wanted to be married. I hate to admit that I never really wanted to be a mom. And if I’m honest, faith wasn’t really high on my priority list either.

			I had my eyes set on something else: from the time I was twelve I wanted to be a doctor. I loved everything about the medical field. I loved science, helping people, and being in control. I loved the challenge of figuring out diseases and how the body worked. I loved that I could be an expert in a specific area of medicine. And I knew that becoming a physician meant long hours, a fast pace, and a heavy workload—all things that don’t leave room for a family. But my independent streak made me okay with that trade-off. Solving the mysteries of science would give me all the fulfillment I wanted or needed.

			Although I was raised Catholic, religion didn’t hold my interest either, and it certainly didn’t seem to connect to science. Growing up I attended parochial school where we were taught that God is love. But that didn’t mean a whole lot. I had no use for a faith that gave me little guidance but wanted me to give up control to a God who loved me but who didn’t seem all that powerful or interested in my daily life. And even though I attended a Catholic college and medical school, I learned more to trust my own instincts, that science and medicine would ultimately cure or handle any problem, and I could control my own destiny. So while I attended mass most weeks, it was more out of guilt. It really had no meaning, and other than mass, faith never entered my life outside of one hour a week.

			I studied hard and made it through college with my dream intact. But at the end of my first year of medical school, I ran out of funds, and in order to continue, I joined the navy. Under their health professional scholarship program, the navy paid all my medical school expenses in exchange for four years of service. It meant putting off a residency in dermatology—my desired field—but it offered an opportunity to put my medical skills to use in other ways. Although I’d never considered a life in the military, at a loss for other financial options, I knew this was the route to help me realize my goal. So I accepted, was commissioned as a lieutenant in the United States Navy, completed medical school, and headed to San Diego for my new life to begin.

			Everything was going according to plan and I enjoyed every minute of my service. The navy ended up being a wonderful adventure in which I gained essential medical experience, I made friends, and loved the life of being a navy officer.

			Then I met Drew and my whole life changed.

			Drew was an orthopedic doctor who was also serving in the military. I was immediately attracted to him, but still wasn’t interested in getting involved since I had my military service and then my residency to consider. But as we dated, I felt my goals begin to shift. Perhaps I could make room in my career for a husband—especially since Drew had become my best friend. I could tell him anything and we could talk for hours. He was handsome and one of the kindest men I’d met. And I fell in love.

			And when he proposed I immediately said yes.

			We married and Drew wanted to start a family. Again I was faced with possibly compromising my dream. Could I obtain the career I’d worked so hard for and be a mother? I had my doubts, but agreed to have children. 

			When I got pregnant and then suffered a miscarriage at eight weeks, I was surprised by how devastated I was. I hadn’t really wanted children, but then to mourn the very thing I’d thought I didn’t want came as a shock. And worse was how I found out. 

			I went to my doctor for an ultrasound and as the radiologist was running the test, he blurted out, “Well, there’s no heartbeat. That baby’s definitely not going to make it.” I was crushed, and I could barely get out of the office. I ran into the bathroom and sobbed.

			With that pregnancy, I’d found myself with all these emotions and dreams of the way life would be with this baby. And in a blink it was gone. The baby. The dreams. I mourned for months. 

			Slowly life returned to normal and I continued down my career path. And soon I was pregnant again and gave birth to our son, Drew Jr. I found that I treasured this precious child and was astonished that I loved being needed—and wanted. I began to cherish this idea of motherhood and didn’t argue when Drew wanted us to try for another child.

			But eight weeks into this new pregnancy, miscarriage visited me again. I couldn’t understand why. I knew that I could get pregnant and give birth to a healthy child, so why was I forced to suffer another miscarriage? For some reason, though I mourned, this loss didn’t hit me as hard as the first one. Perhaps because I was busy with my career and my toddler.

			Two years later, along came John.

			I worked hard to balance my work and family. I continued my time in the navy and pursued my residency in dermatology there. But soon I discovered my goals began to change again. While I still wanted to be a specialist in my field, I now wondered about my military time—I worried about being deployed and away from my family. So after nine years with the navy, now as a Lt. Commander, I made the difficult decision to leave. I hadn’t dreamed of being in the military, but I enjoyed my time and service, and I loved all the people I had worked with. It had become an integral part of me. 

			I went on to complete a fellowship in Mohs Micrographic Surgery at Scripps Clinic in La Jolla, California. Mohs surgery is a special tissue-sparing method of removing skin cancers. It was an extremely busy year, and I reveled in every minute of it. 

			But another change came at the end of my fellowship year when I gave birth to our third child, Jack. I found parenting a family of three was the most difficult thing I had ever done. To handle three small boys at once was no easy task. So I transitioned into private practice, which allowed me more time to spend with my family. 

			I had worked hard to succeed and now I had everything I had ever wanted: a fulfilling career, a wonderful husband, three adorable and active boys, and a beautiful home overlooking the Pacific Ocean (that had even been featured in Better Homes and Gardens). My life was complete. I could think of nothing else I desired.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			The Dream

			 

			I stood in an enormous house with raised ceilings and open, spacious rooms. It was a beautiful and comfortable home, uncluttered and well kept, with well-placed furniture and decorations throughout. A large floral arrangement graced the round entry table, and as I glanced around the house I noticed several smaller bouquets. I went to the second floor and began to look around, locating every closet, every chest, any nook and cranny. I saw a large desk in one of the rooms and I walked to it. One by one, I pulled open the drawers and rummaged through the contents. I couldn’t find what I was looking for.

			My search became more desperate as I headed to a large side table, pulled open the drawers, and spilled the contents on the floor.

			Where is it? I wondered.

			I walked quickly to the adjoining room, threw open a closet door, and began pushing clothes out of my way. I reached onto the top shelves and grabbed the boxes there. An intense drive within me compelled me to keep looking. But it wasn’t there either. In frustration I began to pull out the clothes and throw them to the floor. I was growing more frantic in my search.

			Suddenly, as I grabbed more clothes to push out of the way, I heard a soft, penetrating voice from overhead.

			“Cyndi, what are you doing?”

			“I’m looking for something,” I said, still throwing anything that was in my way. 

			“What are you looking for?”

			“I’m looking for something!”

			“What?”

			I fell to my knees with a heavy sigh, still clutching the clothes I had in my hands. I took a deep breath and answered. “That’s just it. I have absolutely no idea. But I can’t stop looking!”

			I dropped my head to my chest in utter frustration. 

			In that moment of silence, the voice said, “You are looking for the meaning of your life. And your search will lead you straight into the arms of Jesus.”
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			I awoke with a start, the vivid dream still seared in my mind. My heart was pounding against my chest and I was breathing rapidly.

			I lay listening to my surroundings, partially paralyzed from fear. Finally I gathered my courage to look at Drew, who was sleeping comfortably next to me.

			What in the world does Jesus have to do with anything? I wondered. I hadn’t thought about Jesus in so long that it felt strange even to hear his name. Other than the times my family and I attended mass, Jesus never entered my thoughts. And to be honest, Jesus rarely entered my mind during mass either.

			I mentally replayed the dream. I tried to think of something that may have triggered it, since experts say our subconscious often deals with the issues from our daily life. But there was nothing. I wasn’t experiencing any trauma or feeling any pull toward God. My life was perfect. I had everything I wanted or needed. I was happy. I was successful.

			So why was I so desperate in my search?

			I rolled over and pulled the covers up around my neck. A small thought began to nag at the back of my mind: Am I really happy? Is my life really complete? Without acknowledging it, I knew the answer.

			No. 

			With the wealth and success and family and career, happiness always seemed to elude me, as though it were just beyond my grasp. It wasn’t that I was unhappy; I just wasn’t completely satisfied. For years I’d felt that something was missing. I remembered getting my diploma from medical school and thinking that would make me feel I’d achieved everything and I would have this unbelievable sense of accomplishment and completeness. I thought I was going to be like, I achieved that. I’m a doctor! But I felt exactly the same as I did the day before.

			I figured it would come after I finished my internship—then I’d feel complete. But it didn’t happen then either. So I thought that if I could get accepted into dermatology, I would feel whole. 

			At one point I’d considered going to law school, to get a dual degree, because I thought maybe I just needed another degree. And then I figured, well, maybe when I got married, then I would be… but no. 

			Birth of my first child. No. 

			With each new accomplishment I had thought, Now I’ll be fulfilled. I had achieved awesome things! But a peace and centeredness never quite settled completely over me.

			What you’re looking for is Jesus.

			No, that couldn’t be it. After all, I’d spent years in Catholic school. My mom was a devout Catholic. My uncle was a priest and my aunt a nun. I’d tried the religious route. And three decades of church and spirituality hadn’t succeeded in fulfilling me.

			What you’re looking for is the meaning of your life, and your search will drive you into the arms of Jesus. 

			Jesus! How ridiculous. How absurd. But I couldn’t push it out of my mind—the dream seemed so real.

			It’s just a dream, I finally concluded. It doesn’t mean anything. But as I closed my eyes and drifted back to sleep, I still wondered if there were some clues there. And how exactly could Jesus fit into my life’s purpose?

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			Hiding

			 

			Jesus.

			I was so far from Jesus. And I felt sad that I wasn’t exposing my children as much as I should to a relationship with Christ, even though they were just babies. 

			I wanted to get closer to Christ. I hadn’t realized how far I had drifted from my faith. But I wasn’t ready to take any major steps to get back to my Catholic roots—other than attending mass. Drew had never expressed much interest in spiritual things and I didn’t really want to broach the topic with him, so I kept it to myself.

			Three months after the dream, one afternoon I left work at the usual time and headed home. I pulled onto El Camino Real and drove through the heart of Encinitas. The traffic, which was usually heavy at that time of day, was like a parking lot. I hit stoplight after stoplight, and the six-mile trip from my office building to my house seemed to take forever. Twenty minutes passed and I was still sitting in the jam and growing frustrated. 

			As I hit yet another stoplight, I sighed heavily and began mindlessly to look at the shopping center to my right. I spotted the usual places—Rubio’s Fish Tacos, T J Maxx, and a cinema. Then one store in particular caught my eye. The sign above the shop said “Chronicles” and another sign in the window announced that this was a Christian bookstore. I’d never seen that store before. I’d made that drive at least a year-and-a-half and had never noticed it. 

			I remembered that my niece’s baptism was the following weekend and I needed to get her a gift. 

			Maybe they’ll have something appropriate in there, I thought. I glanced around at the thick traffic and then looked at my watch. It was getting late and I needed to get home to start making dinner. But I was still a good distance from the house and I really didn’t want just to sit in my car.

			So I wormed my way toward the parking lot entrance, made a quick right-hand turn, and parked. As I stepped out of my car, I started to rethink my decision. I’d never before been in a Christian bookstore. I wasn’t sure what to expect and felt nervous about what I might experience. I knew they weren’t going to attack me! But I had an odd feeling about the whole prospect of entering this new and unknown world.

			I knew I didn’t have a lot of time, so that helped calm me. I’d rush in, take a quick look around, hopefully find something, buy it, and get out. So I picked up my step and headed for the door. 

			As soon as I walked in I felt overwhelmed. There was a lot to take in all at once! Christian stuff was everywhere. I noticed a sweet, pleasant aroma that permeated the shop. Some type of contemporary music filtered through a speaker system. I was surprised that the music was kind of catchy. Not the hymns I would have imagined, but more contemporary. The singers talked about how God loves us.

			A tall woman approached me, smiling. She looked to be in her fifties, medium build, with short brown hair and reading glasses, and as-sweet-as-pie nice. For some reason, the whole scene irritated me. Everything about the shop felt syrupy and sappy.

			“Can I help you?” she asked.

			“No, no. It’s okay. I’ll just look.” I felt uneasy and definitely out of my element. I wanted to “blend in” as if I felt completely at ease, but I wasn’t sure what exactly I was looking for, so I decided just to roam. The store was brimming with every kind of religious item I could have imagined. I walked past a counter that looked like a jewelry case. It held rings and bracelets and bookmarks, and on the top were placed little keychain ornaments. To my left was a whole section of CDs and DVDs. Another section had rows of books, and the back wall housed a whole row of Bibles. Throughout the store were banners and artwork hanging from the ceiling. To my right were all kinds of gifty items: paintings, plaques, pottery with Christian insignia on the sides, cards. Having never entered a store like this before, I felt as though I was being smothered with holy things. I wandered toward the back of the store, and against the back wall I saw a simple ceramic cross with a girl kneeling in prayer on it.

			Perfect, I thought as I took it from its hook and headed toward the cash register. I wound my way through the aisles and found myself slowing down as I hit the book section. I love to read and even though I was so busy with the kids and my work, and the clock was ticking for me to get home, I couldn’t help myself by wanting to browse just a little.

			A small sign hung above one of the bookcases that said, “Catholic Books.”

			I walked over and began scanning the shelves for anything interesting. As I took a closer look at what the store had to offer for Catholics, all of a sudden, a few feet from me off to my left, a book suddenly fell off a shelf and landed almost directly in front of me. 

			I froze and could feel adrenaline rush through my body. Had anyone else seen what had happened? I quickly looked around to see if anyone had accidentally knocked it over, but no one was around me. The hair on my arms stood on end. I looked again to see if maybe someone was on the other side of the shelf. But I was alone. Slowly I moved closer to investigate. 

			The portrait of Mary, the mother of Jesus, on the deep-blue cover immediately caught my attention. She looked beautiful; clothed in blue and white, she was smiling gently with an expression that emanated pure love. My heart melted. I bent down and picked up the book. Medjugorje: The Message read the title. Next to Mary, it read: “On June 24, 1981, six children in the mountain village of Medjugorje in central Yugoslavia reported that the Virgin Mary had appeared to them on a hillside. Allegedly she has been returning every day since.”

			I flipped the book to the back cover and read that the book’s author, Wayne Weible, was a Protestant journalist who had heard of the children’s story and set about to investigate their claims.

			Something about the book seemed familiar. I slowly and tenderly caressed the book cover, trying to figure out why I knew that name, Medjugorje. Then it came to me. When I was a teenager, my mother had mentioned the miracles of Medjugorje to me. She had been excited and intrigued by the prospect of what these kids had experienced. I hadn’t paid much attention at that time, but now the memories of my sweet mother flooded my mind. I had been close to her—we spoke over the phone nearly every day. But she had passed away suddenly several years before. I still missed her terribly.

			I started to page through the book and wondered, Whatever happened? Had the church approved what the kids had seen? I was sure that whatever had happened was now finished.

			I put the book to my chest, determined to buy it. I thought it would be a fun and interesting read. Not every day do people see Mary, I rationalized. But also, it was a way to connect with my mom, whom I had lost nearly a decade before. Now with my book and the cross, I worked my way to the cash register. It was time to make my exit.

			Halfway to the front, however, I stopped as reality came crashing back in on me. 

			What am I doing? I don’t have time to read this. And then I thought about Drew. How would I explain that I was reading religious stuff?  

			I put the book on a shelf and continued toward the cash register to purchase the cross for my niece. But then another thought stopped me midway: This is an important moment in your life. You can either leave and your life will never change, or you can go back and get that book and your life will change. 

			The gauntlet had been thrown down. It was as though someone were asking me, So what are you going to do? 

			I wasn’t unhappy with my life, but I wasn’t completely happy with it either. That dream was still playing in my mind and making me wonder if the perfect life I thought I had was just a façade. I felt as if I stood at a crossroads. Do I step out of my comfort zone to get what I want or do I stay comfortable? I stood still for a moment. Never one to run from a challenge, I knew that if I didn’t pick up that book, I would always wonder what could have been. 

			I went back for it. Really, what could happen from reading a simple book?

			Still, as soon as I got home, I quickly and quietly went to my closet and hid the book under a pile of clothes. I may have purchased it, but I didn’t need to announce that fact to my family.
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			That book haunted me and I had not been able to think of anything else that night since I brought it home. I had to start reading it as soon as I could. I lay in bed, next to Drew, and waited an eternity for him to drift off to sleep. Finally when I heard his breathing become deep and regular, I knew it was safe for me to retrieve the book from its secret place. 

			Gently I pulled back the covers and slipped quietly out of bed, tiptoeing my way to our walk-in closet. I opened the door slowly and went inside to where I had hidden the book on Medjugorje. I felt like a teenager hiding a cigarette habit from my parents!

			I don’t know why, but I felt uncomfortable discussing with Drew anything religious, and I especially didn’t want him to know I was reading about something spiritual. I guess I was afraid I would look like a fanatic, and explaining that I was reading a book about Mary appearing on earth in our lifetime sure sounded close to being just that.

			I sneaked to the family room, where I turned on the lamp next to my cozy chair. I fell into it, pulled a warm throw around me, and opened the thick paperback book.

			I read the history of Medjugorje, which was a tiny parish in the distant countryside of the former Yugoslavia, today’s Bosnia-Herzegovina, just over its border with Croatia. It was there, on the evening of June 25, 1981, that six children, most of them teenagers, reported to see the Blessed Virgin Mary beckoning to them from a nearby hillside. They ran to her and fell at her feet in prayer. Every day since, Mary has continued to appear to them. According to the book, her appearances were still occurring. Her messages to the children, or the visionaries, as they were known, were for the entire world: return to God, return to prayer, and live in peace with God and people.

			I was deep into the book, unaware of my surroundings, when I noticed something happening to me. A numbing sensation, as though I were being shocked with electricity, was running through my entire body. As a doctor, I knew this was definitely not normal, and yet I could not think of a medical reason to explain it. 

			As I looked at my hands, feeling this intense sensation run through them, I suddenly received an infusion of knowledge. At that moment, I knew without any doubt, that Mary was real, that Jesus was real, and that God truly existed. Up until that point, I had treated God as a fairy-tale figure. I’d always wanted to believe he was real, but I’m not sure I would have bet money on it. Because I had been so scientifically and medically oriented, I was a victim of relativism: that you can believe what you want, but nobody can prove it. People told me that God existed, but I couldn’t prove it. I figured God was probably real, but I wasn’t totally sure. And then all of a sudden, as I read this book, I had this knowledge that without a doubt, God was real. I sat and basked in that knowledge and joy.

			And then a vision flooded my mind’s eye. I was alone on a large stage, standing behind a microphone and looking out at a sea of faces fixed upon me. I was speaking to them—about God and my faith in him. As quickly as the vision came, it and the feeling of electricity left my body and I found myself sitting alone in my chair with the book still in my hands.

			This can’t be happening, I thought. There is no way! I mean, what in the world could I tell anyone about God? I have absolutely nothing to say about faith.

			Now deeply frightened, I flung the book across the room. I wanted it—and everything it represented—as far from me as possible. I stood and nervously began to pace. Then I began to plead with God, No, not me, God. Please don’t do this to me. I am the last person who should do this, and you know it! I was shaking. I have no story to tell!
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