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​Opening Chapter: The Prayer That Started It All

[image: ]




The air tasted like cold sugar and pine needles. It was December 1st, and the small, worn calendar hanging on the refrigerator—the one with the faded picture of a seaside town—stared back at me with twelve empty squares. Twelve days, twelve miracles. I hoped.

I was standing in the kitchen, but my mind was stuck somewhere in the previous eleven months—a landscape of exhaustion, grief, and quiet, gnawing fear. My husband had lost his job in the spring. My daughter, Lily, had struggled through a difficult freshman year of college. And the most stubborn weight of all: my mother’s health. It hadn’t been a year for big, glorious answers to prayer; it had been a year for clinging to the sheer, ragged edge of hope.

I picked up the matchbox from the counter, the friction igniting a tiny, sharp flare of sulfur and fire. In the center of the kitchen table sat a plain white pillar candle. It was the only decoration I had managed to pull out this year. It wasn't festive; it was functional. A single, silent beacon.

I lit the wick.

The small flame caught quickly, stretching a clean, bright orange into the dusky afternoon. The light softened the hard edges of the room and, somehow, the hard edges of my heart.

I didn't kneel. I didn't fold my hands. I just stood there, leaning against the counter, watching the smoke thread upwards.

"God," I whispered, the sound feeling too large for the quiet kitchen. "I’m tired. I’m scared. I don’t feel You working. I need a reminder. I need proof. I need eyes that see."

I paused, gathering the courage to ask for what felt audacious after a year of struggle.

"Show me," I finally finished, the prayer simple and raw. "God, show me Your miracles this month."

It wasn't a demand; it was a plea. A desperation disguised as a challenge. I didn't ask for the miracle I needed—the job, the healed body, the restored confidence. I asked to see His work, wherever it was, however small, for anyone else. I needed to shift my gaze from my own overwhelming lack to the abundance of His presence.

That day, December 1st, marked the beginning of my commitment. I pulled a fresh, leather-bound journal from the shelf—a Christmas gift from last year that I hadn't found the heart to use—and placed it beside the candle. I opened it to the first page.

December 1st: The Prayer That Started It All. I wrote. I pray for eyes to see God’s hand at work every day this month. I pray for twelve miracles, big or small, to remind me that He is here, present, and kind.

I titled the first section The December Almanac of Grace, a private pun that only made me smile faintly. I had always loved the quiet reliability of an almanac—the prediction of the weather, the steady cycle of the seasons. I wanted my December to feel reliable again. I wanted to predict grace.

My life, Grace, had felt anything but graceful lately. The name felt ironic when I was navigating the chaos of paperwork and hospital forms. But maybe, I thought, maybe my name was less a description of my own demeanor and more a destination I was still trying to reach. A prophecy waiting to be fulfilled.

I sat down and flipped through the blank pages. The pages felt heavy with potential, each sheet waiting to hold a testament. My goal was simple: to witness a miracle—an undeniable interruption of the ordinary by the divine—every day until Christmas Eve. Twelve stories of hope, to be recorded faithfully.

I knew, even as I wrote the first line, that the kind of "miracles" I was looking for weren't likely to involve parted seas or walking on water. I was looking for the quiet, intimate miracles—the divine appointments, the coincidences that were anything but, the warmth in the cold. I was looking for evidence that the spiritual realm was more real than the bills stacked on the counter.

I closed the journal, placing my hand flat on the cover. The scent of the candle wax was starting to fill the room, a clean, gentle scent of vanilla and hope. My own problems hadn't disappeared; the weight on my chest was still there, heavy and familiar. But for the first time in months, I felt a shift. A purpose beyond simply surviving the next thirty days.

I wasn’t looking for a show. I was looking for assurance. I was looking for the subtle, continuous hum of the Divine in the static of daily life.

The world outside my window looked exactly the same—a typical Tuesday evening in early December. Headlights streamed past on the wet asphalt. A neighbor was wrestling a string of tangled lights onto a bush. Nothing had changed, except for the posture of my soul. I was watching now. I was waiting.

I am not just hoping for a miracle, I wrote in the margin of the journal before closing it for the night. I am preparing to recognize one.

And so, my December began. The clock ticked past midnight, and the date flipped to December 2nd. The search was on.
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​MIRACLE 1: The Stranger Who Paid for the Groceries
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December 2nd

I had spent the morning trying to shake off the dull, metallic taste of worry that December 1st had left behind. Twelve miracles, I thought, stirring my lukewarm coffee. It felt less like a spiritual quest and more like an assignment I was bound to fail. I was ready to settle for a parking spot right outside the post office as my first "miracle."

But the Universe—or rather, the Hand that guides it—had something far more profound in mind. It was delivered to me by a friend, Sarah, who had dropped by unannounced, her eyes wide and luminous with awe.

Sarah works the morning shift at the big chain grocery store across town—the one with the perpetually sticky floors and the cheerful, overwrought holiday music. She didn't even sit down before she started the story, standing breathless by my kitchen counter, clutching a damp mitten.

"Grace, you won't believe what happened," she whispered, as if the story itself was too sacred for a normal speaking voice. "It was an angel, I swear. Or a ghost, maybe. But definitely a miracle."

The subject of her awe was a woman named Eliza.

Eliza was a portrait of carefully controlled chaos. She was a single mother of three, a fact that was etched into the weary lines around her eyes and the practiced efficiency with which she handled a shopping cart. She worked two jobs, one cleaning offices after hours and the other packing boxes at a warehouse, but she was never late picking up her son, Ethan, from school. Eliza lived a life balanced precariously on the edge of the financial abyss. Every purchase was a calculation, every dollar a negotiation with necessity.

This particular Tuesday evening, December 2nd, was supposed to be easy. Ethan had a sudden growth spurt, and she needed milk, eggs, and the one thing he had pleaded for: a small, inexpensive box of Christmas-themed cereal. The total was \bm{\$78.34}. It wasn’t a huge amount, but to Eliza, who was waiting for her warehouse check to clear later that week, it was a mountain.
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