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Praise for


WHEN GOD HAPPENS


“True stories like these require those who don’t believe in angels, or the God who sends them, to explain the unexplainable. A related question: who wants a God one can explain, who would be no God at all?”


—CAL THOMAS, syndicated columnist


“These real stories of how God miraculously altered situations for the love of His people are a powerful read.”


—DIMAS SALABERRIOS, author of Street God


“Reading When God Happens is like receiving an intravenous dose of hope in a world parched by hopelessness. It will remind you not just to hope for miracles but to expect them.”


—MELANIE HEMRY, Guideposts magazine writer and author of fifty-four books
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Jesus also did many other things. If they were all written down, I suppose the whole world could not contain the books that would be written.


—John 21:25, NLT





INTRODUCTION


Reading and writing about miracles can be a tricky thing.


On the one hand, we don’t want to exploit the sensational—turning God’s work into a sideshow spectacle, suggesting He’s some sort of magician who must perform to convince a skeptical audience of His existence. In fact, it was Jesus who said, “An evil and adulterous generation seeks for a sign” (Matthew 16:4, ESV).


There’s also the danger of suggesting those who experience the miraculous hand of God are somehow special or more loved than the rest of us.


Yet by refusing to share and celebrate His miraculous doings today, are we not putting His light under a bowl and refusing to let His love shine to an ever-darkening world?


Our aim in this first volume (of what we hope will be many) is to share His goodness, allowing a starving, yet doubting world to see more of who He is. We want to encourage others with the fact that there are no laws of physics or science a loving God must follow to express His love.


In short, we hope each of these following stories will display a particular aspect of His glory:


• “Miracle on Highway 6” describes God breaking the laws of space-time to empower a Good Samaritan couple with the help of two “mysterious strangers” to perform the impossible after a fiery crash


• “A Season of Angels” reveals how the terrorist action of blowing up the federal building in Oklahoma City caused a young woman to encounter three very different angels


• “She Wrote, ‘Miracle of God’ ” captures how God brought a newborn, who was diagnosed as medically dead, back to life


• “She Belongs to Him” shows the great lengths to which God will go in order to protect His chosen from the hands of the enemy


• “Writing on the Wall” illustrates that God can use even the classified section to make His will known


• “Pursued by God” conveys God’s great love for those who persistently pursue Him


• “When God Heals” demonstrates that God is interested in healing not only physical bodies but also broken hearts


• “Supernatural War” explores the power of Christ working through even the most inexperienced to set a prisoner of Satan free


In Revelation 12, Scripture says we triumph over the enemy with two things:


• The blood of the Lamb


• The word of our testimony


That’s what these accounts are: testimonies. They are a reminder that the God who reached down to touch those He loved in Bible days has not changed. He has not turned His back on us or left us to our own devices. As Scripture also states, “[He] is the same yesterday, today, and forever” (Hebrews 13:8, NLT).


Of course, there’s always the risk of comparison. We may find ourselves asking, “If God healed them, why didn’t He heal me?” We wish there was one clear answer. There is not. Sometimes it may be because we are asking for a cheap substitute when He has planned something far greater than we can comprehend. Like little children, we may be asking for a truckload of candy bars when He has a full course (and far healthier) meal just around the corner. Maybe, as a friend, James Watkins, suggests, there are times God insists on giving us bread and fish when in our ignorance we are demanding scorpions and snakes.


With that in mind, maybe it’s a good policy to never demand answers from God. “Why are You doing this? Why are You doing that? Why aren’t You doing it my way?” There are very few instances in the Bible where God gives an account of His actions. In the best case, it would be like explaining quantum mechanics to your pet. In the worst case, our questions would lead to the gross and dishonoring act of a creation insisting its Creator defend Himself—something that in all of human history has never turned out well. Instead of standing on the railroad tracks to demand an oncoming freight train stop and explain its intentions, it’s more profitable to ask God how. “How can I use what is happening to accomplish Your purposes? How can I use it to get on board to wherever You’re taking me?” And, most importantly, “How can I use this situation to Your glory?”


We have been diligent to confirm the accounts in this volume are true. Many are from authors and friends we trust. We’ve asked others to verify the facts of stories from those we don’t personally know.


Finally, if you have a miracle story that can be verified, and if you think it will encourage others, please drop us a line at www.WhenGodHappens.com.


We trust and pray you’ll find these testimonies as inspiring as they were to us.


Angela Hunt


Bill Myers





CHAPTER ONE


MIRACLE ON HIGHWAY 6


CHERI CLEMMONS


On March 25, 2009, I developed a craving for hot dogs. The more I attempted to ignore the craving, the stronger it became. “Cody,” I told my husband, “I know we are eating healthy to shed this winter weight, but I really have a hankering for hot dogs.”


I was surprised by his response. “Me, too! I didn’t want to say anything, but my craving is turning into an obsession. Well, if we’re going to cheat on our diets, then let’s get a hot dog worth the extra calories. What do you say we have a little cheat meal and enjoy a kosher dog?”


I grinned. “I’d say you’re the man with the plan.”


We looked forward to our “forbidden” meal, but a powerful thunderstorm moved in and showed no signs of moving out.


“Cody,” I said when my stomach began to rumble, “it’s six thirty. How much longer do you want to wait out the storm?”


Cody studied the sheets of rain hitting the driveway and flowing into the yard. He let out a deep sigh. “Let’s head into town. Maybe the storm won’t seem so bad once we’re on the road.”


We had only traveled a quarter mile when a truck pulled a U-turn in front of us.


“Cody, look out!” I braced myself for impact.


By some miracle, our hydroplaning car avoided hitting anyone else. We stopped on the shoulder a short distance away from an accident. Looking over my shoulder, I saw an SUV upside down in a ditch. Flames appeared near the engine, and a crushed compact car rested next to the SUV.


Instinctively, I reached for my phone and dialed.


“Nine-one-one. What’s your emergency?”


“There’s been a really serious accident on Highway 6,” I said. “We have a vehicle upside down and on fire! These people are trapped and we need the Jaws of Life. We need help now!”


Words seemed like pitiful tools to express the urgency of the situation, but a conviction rested at the center of my gut. No one was going to die here today. I would not watch anyone die. God was going to show up and save those people.


I bolted from the car as I called my parents. “Mom, you need to start praying! Call your neighbors. There’s been a serious accident with one car already on fire.”


Screams and frantic cries pierced the early evening air. Making my way to the SUV, I spotted the source of the sounds: two little girls with a man in the tall grass. Later, I learned the man reached through the broken rear window and pulled the girls from the backseat of the vehicle. Their nanny was driving them home from school when the accident happened.


In front of the SUV, a bearded, young man in glasses scooped water from the rain-filled ditch and attempted to douse the flames. He paused only long enough to acknowledge me then backed away from the car. “Get back! It’s going to blow!”


“Is anyone else in the vehicle?”


“I don’t know, but you need to get back. It’s going to explode.”


The man with the two girls echoed the warning. “Get away. It’s not safe!”


I looked back at the upside-down SUV. Flames rolled around the driver’s window, obscuring my vision. Sprinting around the back, I picked my way between the vehicles and peered into the compact car. The driver’s arm hung slightly out the window, and his head sagged forward and to the right. I could see broken glass in his ear and blood on his clothes.


My mind raced. His legs. Where were his legs?


His legs disappeared into the mangled wreckage, and the steering wheel cut into his torso. I knew no one could free him from the wreckage without divine intervention. I took a deep breath, reached out, and squeezed his forearm. I felt a supernatural authority rise within me as I declared, “You are going to be okay.”


He lifted his head and looked at me, his eyes bulging from their sockets. He groaned. “—I’m not.”


“Yes, you are. God is going to get you out of there.”


Now, to check on the other driver—the nanny. I dropped to my hands and knees. Sharp metal and broken glass pressed into my palms as I crawled toward the SUV. My head almost touched the ground as I peered through the driver’s window. I locked eyes with a lady hanging upside down. “How many people are in there with you?” I called.


“It’s just me.” She paused, looked down, and then looked back at me. “My left foot is on fire. But if you have a knife, you can cut me out.”


I circled the vehicle and saw fire filling the vehicle. The driver’s window went black as flames licked against it.


As Cody raced toward me, I cried, “Cody, get your knife! There’s a woman on fire and trapped in her seat belt. She said you can cut her out.”


Cody quickly ran to our car and retrieved his knife. I called my parents again, my voice quivering. “Dad, a lady is on fire and trapped in her car. Cody is going to try to climb in and get her out. Pray! Call nine-one-one and tell them we need help now. People are burning.”


“Tell me where you are. I’m on my way.”


“Dad, there’s no time. The fire is spreading, and Cody is going in now.”


I could hear fear in my father’s voice. Always quick to jump in and help people, Dad had no choice but to trust God this time.


Standing close behind my husband, I watched as he got down on his knees and squeezed between the vehicles. He tugged a solid sheet of cracked glass from the SUV’s front window. Mumbling, “I can’t fit,” he continued to look for a way into the car.


I could hear Cody asking God to help him, to show him what to do. Finally, he squeezed his upper body through a back window. The space allowed him to slide the knife toward the trapped woman.


The vehicles were so tightly jammed together that I had to stand behind Cody and lean over him. “Tell me what to do to help. Tell me what to do to help,” I said.


With Cody in the vehicle up to his belly, I caught a glimpse of the woman’s hands when the first explosion rocked us. A fireball consumed Cody and the woman, and the shock knocked my head back as the flames rolled over me, wrapped around my bare legs, and skipped up my back. I was aware of the heat but more aware of an odd quiet—my husband had fallen silent.


Memories of a documentary about a submarine explosion ricocheted through my brain. That explosion robbed the sailors of oxygen, suffocating them.


The deafening silence, combined with that awful memory, kicked me into prayer overdrive. I prayed in words and groanings, trusting the Holy Spirit to convey my thoughts and feelings.


I grabbed Cody by the hips and yelled, “Tell me what to do!” An instant later, I heard the most beautiful sound—Cody talking. “Put your hands over your head,” he told the trapped woman, “and I’ll pull you out.”


As the sharp knife cut through the seat belt, the woman dropped from where she was dangling. Then I saw her lock eyes with Cody. She wasn’t going to make it out. The driver’s headrest was in the way, leaving only a six-inch gap through which she would have to crawl.


Recognizing his task was impossible, Cody cried out to God.


Still gripping Cody, I felt a bump against my hip. From the corner of my eye, I saw a flash of bright, white light, and then smooth porcelain hands reached past me and grabbed Cody and the woman. In the blink of an eye, those two were lying on the grass next to me. I heard the pssshhhhtt of a fire extinguisher as someone doused the flames on the woman’s lower body.


But Cody wasn’t thinking about his close call; he was thinking about the man in the compact car. On his knees, he looked up at me with desperation in his eyes. “If we were in our truck, we could push the burning SUV off the other car.”


A lady in the crowd ran over to help Cody move the injured woman away from the fire as I ran over to the smaller vehicle.


My mind raced to come up with a solution. “God send your angels to get this man out of the car. Send them now!”


I could feel faith rising in my chest, stirring inside me as my prayers become more fervent.


These were not prayers of desperation that begged and pleaded for God to show up. I prayed ferocious prayers of faith and authority, commanding the angels of the Lord to save the young man.


After several failed attempts to enlist the help of bystanders, I was rushing back to Cody when a large explosion engulfed both vehicles in flames. Horrified, I turned toward the small car. Through the flames, I could make out the shape of a man’s head. His neck and shoulders slumped toward the passenger side as thick smoke and flames rolled over him. Cody saw the man, too. His mouth dropped open as shock and horror swept across his face.


With my eyes closed, I belted out from the depth of my soul, “Lord, send your angels now!”


“Cheri—look!” I opened my eyes and followed Cody’s pointing finger. The young man was lying in the grass not far from his car. His arms stretched over his head as a weak cry for help escaped his lips.


What? How did he get out of the car? Who put him in the grass?


With no time to wonder about details, I hurried over to the young man and collapsed in the grass next to him. I hesitated to touch him because his condition was not good. When I first saw him in the car, he was covered in blood but not burned. Now his skin was black.


I closed my eyes and prayed. A moment later a warm hand grasped mine, and a woman leaned against me, joining with me in prayer for God’s mercy.


I don’t know how long we prayed for that young man, who we later learned was named Tony. When I finally opened my eyes, I noticed a stranger sitting at Tony’s feet and a slender, gray-haired man kneeling a few inches in front of me. He leaned forward, gazed intently into my eyes, and smiled. “Calm down,” he said. “Everything is going to be all right.”


I smiled in return, nodding as I continued to pray. The man had a reassuring and gentle voice. And his eyes—they were pools of love. Nothing about that man felt natural to me, not for that time and place.


Several smaller explosions rained debris over us, spurring me to duck and run for cover.


Free of the blinding smoke, I spotted Cody lying in the grass next to the woman from the SUV. Mud, broken glass, and blood stained his clothes. The woman was alive and people were caring for her.


I looked at the lady still holding my hand. “That’s my husband over there in the grass. I’ve got to check on him.”


As I approached Cody and the woman from the SUV, I saw the sweetest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. Smiling while holding the woman’s hand, Cody said, “Dear, I think you’re going to need a haircut after this.”


The woman looked up at Cody with an impossibly wide smile. My heart melted as love and peace washed over me. A short conversation followed introductions. The woman’s name was Linda. Cody declared he was fine. A few minutes later, Linda said, “Would you mind calling my boss and letting her know I may be late to work in the morning? And someone ought to call the girls’ parents and let them know about the accident.”


You could have knocked me over with a feather. Was she kidding? What kind of woman could have burned feet, a crushed hip, a broken leg, scorched hair, and enough of her wits about her to think of those kinds of phone calls? Talk about a dedicated employee!


Emergency responders started preparing the injured for transport to the hospital.


When the lady who was praying with me walked over, I made some introductions. “This is my husband, Cody.”


“Oh! This is your husband? I helped him pull Linda up the hill. I’m Terri.”


“Well, thank you, Terri, for helping Cody pull Linda out of the car.”


She shook her head. “I didn’t. No one did. No one was with you.”


“No, someone bumped into me, and I saw arms reach past me. I assumed they were yours.”


She smiled. “No one was with you. Standing on the hill, I watched you and your husband between the cars. Then there was an explosion and you guys were surrounded by flames, so I couldn’t see you anymore.” More emphatically, she repeated, “No one else was there, only you two.”


Could she be right? I glanced back at the wreckage where the two cars lay next to each other. How could more than two people even fit in the space? It was so narrow that I had to stand behind Cody.


A paramedic came over to examine Cody. After a cursory look, he told Cody he ought to go to the hospital. “We ran out of supplies, so I can’t take care of this here.”


A Good Samaritan overheard the conversation and brought alcohol and gauze for Cody’s wounds. When a news crew approached for an interview, Cody shook his head. “No, thank you. I don’t want to be on the news.”


Terri grabbed Cody by the arm. “You have to tell them! There was a miracle on Highway 6 tonight, and angels showed up. I’ll tell them with you!”


She was right, of course. At least two angels had been on the scene, maybe more.


I clung to Cody’s arm and surveyed the scene around me. The highway was closed in both directions, creating a line of vehicles stretching toward both horizons. A CareFlight helicopter sat in the center of the highway, blades slowly turning as an EMT loaded one of the little girls. The flashing lights of numerous emergency vehicles dotted the landscape.


Then I saw it—a perfect rainbow stretching from horizon to horizon over the scene. The news crew started to film the rainbow as people around me pointed.


Still visibly shaken, Cody gripped my hand. “I could see the vehicle filling with flames, and I could feel the heat on my face. I told God I was scared and didn’t want to die this way. I didn’t want to be burned up or scarred for life.”


I looked at Cody’s bloody face and hand. “I have to agree with the paramedics on this one. You really should go to the hospital and get a few stitches.”


Cody grinned. “I’m not going to the ER unless I can get a shower and clean clothes first. I’m not sitting in a cold room all night in wet clothes.”


When we got home, I stopped Cody before he could shower. “Wait, I have to get a picture of you.”


“Like this? What on earth for?”


“I want to get a picture because you have never looked more handsome than you do right this minute.”


I snapped the picture and smiled. I didn’t want to ever forget the miracle God performed that night. I wanted to pet my husband’s face and feel his smooth, unburned skin.


While I waited for Cody to clean up, I absently brushed the front of my jacket. I hesitated when my fingers felt a crusty texture, and I glanced down, expecting to find a layer of mud.


I discovered melted fabric instead.


[image: Image]


We arrived at the hospital amid a buzz of activity. The staff coordinated with other hospitals to send the injured to units best suited to their specific injuries. We asked about Linda and the young man from the compact car, but they could only tell us the victims were taken to other hospitals.


The nurse knew about the accident but wanted to hear details. We recapped the accident, telling her about the fires, angels, and miracles. Her expression slowly changed. She furrowed her brow, cocked her head to one side, and narrowed her eyes. “Your voice wasn’t raspy when you got here, and you didn’t have a cough. We need to check you in because that’s not a good sign. We need to take a look at your lungs.”


The doctor entered the examination room, sliding into the chair in front of Cody while flipping open his chart. “I see you have a contusion on each side of your forehead, minor burns on your hands and face, and a couple of gashes we’re going to suture. The x-ray also shows something deep in your hand, glass or metal—I can’t be sure. I’ll try to get it out first. So, tell me about these injuries.”


The doctor glanced back and forth between us, listening intently as we tag-teamed our narrative.


As we finished our story, the doctor leaned forward and inspected my jacket. The front, the side, one entire sleeve, and half of the back was melted. Taking a penlight out of his breast pocket, he inspected my nose and ears, looked at my jacket again, and then studied Cody’s face. “We have a medical term for this,” he said. “It’s called a miracle of God, and there is no other explanation. Your husband’s face should be more melted than your jacket.”


After several failed attempts to locate the object made visible by the x-ray, the doctor said, “The more I dig around in your hand trying to locate this object, the more risk I run of damaging tissue. You need to have an orthopedic surgeon look at this. In the meantime, I’m going stitch you up, and then you’ll be good to go.”


He looked at me. “You, on the other hand, we’d like to keep for observation tonight. You have smoke and heat damage to your lungs and larynx.”


Since we didn’t have health insurance, we opted to go home with a stern warning to return immediately if my condition changed.
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Well after one o’clock in the morning, we were still excited as we stopped at a twenty-four-hour drugstore. A young man, his hoodie pulled low over his eyes, asked us for change. Cody’s heart went out to the boy. After giving him money, Cody asked the young man to come inside with us.


I walked over to the pharmacist to give them privacy, and later Cody told me what happened.


My husband wasted no time sharing the gospel. “Do you know who Jesus is?” he asked.


“Yeah,” the young man replied. “Sometimes I go to church with my grandma. That Jesus, He’s a good man.”


“He is a good man. But Jesus is much more than that.” Cody explained salvation and why we need a savior. Then he shared details of the accident to point out how fast things can change. “Hell is a real place with real flames,” he said. “If an unsaved person were to die today, those flames would be their reality for eternity. I’m telling you things can change fast. You can walk out of here tonight, be shot by a rival gang member, hit by a car, and killed. You don’t know what your future holds.”


The boy got the message and wanted to accept Christ as his savior. Cody took his hands and led him in prayer. That boy was unashamed and hungry for the love of Christ he felt in Cody. He wanted to know Jesus, the One who can pull people from burning cars and change lives.
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Several days later, we went to the hospital. Through a partially open door, I could see Linda eating lunch, so I stepped into the room. “Linda? Do you know who I am?”


She looked past me at Cody and smiled. “No, but I know him. Your face doesn’t look familiar, but your voice—I know your voice. I heard you praying.”


She recounted the accident with the same calm demeanor I had witnessed days before. Linda said that as soon as Cody cut the seat belt and she fell onto the ceiling, she realized she would burn to death because there was no way out. She asked God to send an angel and then felt a presence in the vehicle with her. She saw Cody’s hands reaching for hers. Then a bright light flashed, and another set of hands reached into the vehicle.


As we talked, I realized that in our weakness God shows Himself strong, showing up in a situation where man is helpless to do anything. God created physics, so we shouldn’t be amazed or surprised when He bends the laws of science and nature to perform miracles. Yet I am continually awestruck by the God we serve.
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Two weeks later, I was sitting on an examining table, slightly frustrated because I was not healed. I listened as the doctor explained why lungs were slow to mend. “It’s difficult to get medication down in them to help the healing process.” He picked up his prescription pad and wrote two prescriptions: one for medicine, and one for me not to talk for seven days. “I want to see you back again, and we’ll discuss speech therapy.”


When I squeaked out, “After therapy, will I have a better singing voice?” I got a brief smile followed by a stern look. “No, but you will learn how to talk without stressing your vocal cords. Without undergoing any sort of procedure, we won’t know the full extent of damage. You run the risk of forming scar tissue and altering your voice permanently.”


On the way to the pharmacy, Cody picked up the second prescription and waved it. “I know a lot of guys who would love to have one of these.” He grinned. “Next visit, I’m going to ask if I can get a stack for my friends.”


I gave him the look and scratched out the following note: Laugh it up, funny boy.


Later I asked God why He was taking so long to work on my lungs. “You miraculously removed whatever was lodged in Cody’s hand, and I’m so thankful. You saved people from burning vehicles. I know You can heal me instantly, and I’m not complaining. I just don’t understand why it’s taking so long.”
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