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I have been a seeker and I still am, but I stopped asking the books and the stars. I started listening to the teaching of my soul.

~Rumi



In the summer of 2000 I found myself between homes, identities and careers. It had all started eighteen months earlier, when I quit my job in public radio news because it no longer suited me. After that I spent several months working freelance and temporary jobs in New York City before applying to a summer yoga studies program in the green hills of western Massachusetts.

At the yoga center, I found the atmosphere, teachings and community that my soul had been longing for. I stayed on for an additional year to soak up all I could learn about healing, nutrition, Eastern spirituality and personal growth. I cultivated deep and lasting friendships and trained to become a yoga teacher. It felt like being in graduate school, minus the tuition and research papers, and I loved it.

And that’s where I was in August 2000 — finishing up my yoga training, knowing it was time to move on from my radio career, and yet scared to do so. I didn’t really feel qualified or ready to teach the ancient science of yoga or make a living at it. I was eager to leave the countryside and return to the city, but going back to my old life didn’t appeal to me and I didn’t know where else to go. I needed help, so I gathered some friends who were also in transition and we met each week to support each other.

One night during this time I had a powerful dream:

I was determinedly making my way across tall rock formations in the Grand Canyon. As I’m not even much of a hiker in waking life, this was pretty strange, but there I was, boldly trekking. At one point in my journey across the canyon I came to a place where the next rock was too far away for a safe leap, and I froze. I somehow knew there was no going back, yet I was too afraid to take the next step.

Suddenly, part of me split off — like a cartoon character — and jumped, falling hundreds of feet to the ground with a splat. As I peered down in horror, I saw a crowd gathering around my fallen self. What happened next was even more bizarre. To everyone’s amazement, the me who had fallen got up, brushed herself off, and walked away.

Up above, the frightened me was somewhat emboldened by this triumph. Very shakily, I stepped forward into the air. Immediately, a kind of magic carpet appeared under my feet and transported me to the next rock, Aladdin-style, where I safely landed.

And so it went, all across the Grand Canyon.

This vivid dream, which came to me during a time of great change and uncertainty, told me two important things: 1) You may fall (fail), and it may even happen in front of lots of people, but it won’t kill you; 2) When you take a step forward, despite your fears, help will arrive.

A few months later, I left the yoga center and moved to Boston, where I began to teach yoga and personal transformation workshops. I’d landed there without a job, but I had a car, a new set of skills and generous friends with guest rooms. I also had colleagues who let me substitute-teach for them and referred me to places where yoga and workshop instructors were needed and welcomed.

Today I’m a writer, teacher and coach. It’s a career I never could have foreseen from my news-anchor chair at the radio station, and it came about by following my heart in the direction of what promised greater fulfillment, and by having faith. Many of my big life changes have been accompanied by wide-eyed “What the heck am I doing?” moments at 3 a.m. By the light of day, however, if my inner convictions were stronger than my fear and anxiety, I forged ahead.

A few years ago, I saw that the yoga center where I started was offering a new certification program. It looked great, but it was expensive. With a shaky hand, I picked up the phone, heard enough to convince me that this was the right thing for my career, and gave them my credit card number. Within months, the money that I was investing started coming back to me in unexpected ways.

In the end, I believe it’s the things we don’t try that haunt us more than our so-called mistakes and failures. As the poet Mary Oliver suggests, we have just one “wild and precious life” to live, and it’s not a dress rehearsal. As I tell my students and clients, life is always ready to assist us, but we have to take that first, inertia-busting, empowering step.

Since that memorable dream, I’ve taken many more leaps of faith and trusted that I’d be transported with grace to my next adventure. And I have been.

— Kim Childs —
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Unable are the loved to die. For love is immortality.

~Emily Dickinson



To say that my heart was broken was an understatement. My younger sister, Anna, who was also my best friend, had passed away from leukemia, and I was living in a fog of grief.

I got up each day, did what I had to do, came home, stared at the TV, and then went back to bed. This cycle continued for more than a year. My heart physically ached, and doing anything that I used to find enjoyable seemed wrong without my sister there to enjoy it with me.

Since I was still going through the motions, my family didn’t worry about me too much. They were fighting their own battles with grief and figuring out their own lives without Anna. Since no one was worried about me, I wasn’t worried about myself.

It was the second summer after her death when I had the dream.

In the dream, I was sitting at the dining room table with my family, and we were about to eat supper. Anna was gone, but not in the sense of death — more in the sense that she was out of town. The phone rang, and my father answered it.

He looked at me, phone receiver in his outstretched hand. “It’s for you.”

I was confused as to who would be calling me. Since my sister’s death, I had turned down almost every invitation and pushed away almost all my friends.

I walked over and spoke a cautious “hello” into the phone.

“Hey, it’s me, Anna.”

She didn’t have to say her name, I knew her voice instantly. Even though I knew I was dreaming, her voice warmed me. It was crystal clear, and I felt as if she were standing right by me, even though we were on the phone. I wanted to speak, but couldn’t find my voice.

“I don’t have long, but I just wanted you to know that I want you to be happy,” she said.

“Happy?” I repeated.

“Yeah.” Her voice was cheerful, as it always was, and I could picture her smile — her glorious smile that could lighten the darkest of rooms. “Like you were in conservation.”

“Conservation?” There was so much I wanted to say to her. I wanted to tell her how much I loved her, how much I missed her, and how sorry I was for not staying longer at the hospital on the night she died. But all I could do was repeat the last words of her sentences.

“Yeah,” she said. “Gotta go. Love you.”

The phone went silent, and I woke up. The dream was still vivid and replayed in my mind as I lay in bed contemplating what she had said: Like you were in conservation.

What did she mean by “conservation”? I thought about our last six months together. Two of those months I had spent as a bear researcher in the mountains of New Mexico. It was most definitely conservation work, and as my brilliant sister had reminded me, it was one of my happiest times.

As the sun peeked over the horizon, I got up, dressed, and put on my boots. As I started toward the door, ready to go hiking for the first time since Anna’s death, the phone rang.

I grabbed it quickly so I could tell whomever it was to call back later, before the motivating effects of the dream wore off and I fell back into my fog. The line was quiet, but in my mind I could hear my sister’s voice saying, “Be happy.”

— Jennifer McMurrain —
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You may choose to look the other way but you can never say again that you did not know.

~William Wilberforce



I woke up with my heart pounding. The screaming in my ears was my own. As my eyes adjusted to the 3 a.m. darkness, it dawned on me that it was just a dream. No, it was a nightmare.

In my nightmare, my daughter, who was studying in Australia at the time, was abducted and sold into human trafficking. I remember every agonizing detail of the dream, from the faded floral pattern of the peeling wallpaper in the stairwell where they grabbed her to the dread in her eyes, the terror in my heart, and my panic that it would take me twenty-four hours to reach Australia, way too long to start the search for her.

With my husband still lightly snoring, I grabbed my phone and texted my daughter to make sure she was okay. While I waited for her reply, I started to search for flights to Australia — as if I were Liam Neeson in the movie Taken. Unlike Liam Neeson however, I had no idea what I’d do when I got there.

Finally the ping of her text. “I’m fine, Mom. What’s up?”

I sank into the pillows with relief and prayed. “Thank God it wasn’t my daughter” was immediately replaced by the awareness that it had actually happened to somebody else’s daughter.

Somebody’s daughter had been abducted and sold that night. Somebody’s daughter ran away and was sucked into the web of human trafficking. Somebody’s daughter was brainwashed to think there was no hope, no way out. Somebody’s daughter was being used for profit and the salacious enjoyment of men in a dark and evil underworld. Somebody’s daughter was silently crying out for justice.

That night, across the world and in my own state of New Jersey, people of all ages, colors, and genders were being held against their will, their passports confiscated by unscrupulous “employers,” and forced to work as nannies, maids, and bonded laborers with no hope or chance for freedom.

It’s a tragic fact that there are more people in bondage today than there were during the Civil War, in fact more than at any time in history. There are an estimated thirty million people caught in human trafficking — modern day slavery — whether it is the sex trade or forced labor or child prostitution. It’s the fastest growing and second largest criminal activity in the world.

Shortly after my nightmare, I saw a post on a friend’s Facebook page about purchasing items made by survivors of human trafficking. I left a comment that I was interested in this issue. Then another Facebook friend, one with no connection whatsoever to the one who created the post, left a comment saying, “If you do something, let me know.”

I stared at her comment for several minutes. I wondered if this would be one more time when I would want to do something, yet actually do nothing. Maybe it was time to actually do something.

So I reached out to Tanya, who created the original post. We’d only met once, but still we were friends, at least in the Facebook sense of the word. I knew I needed to do something even though I had absolutely no idea what it was.

Over her kitchen table, Tanya and I shared our thoughts and some information about the subject and the few organizations we were familiar with. We were just two suburban moms, outraged over this colossal issue, wanting to answer the question, “How can we make a difference from here?”

We committed to pray about it, and we agreed to meet again to watch a movie that we could possibly show to others.

I knew so little about an issue that was so big. I wondered what we could accomplish. After all, there were just two of us. That phrase “just two of us” reminded me of a Bible story where the prophet Elisha and his servant were facing an army of evildoers. The servant feared that there were just two of them, but the prophet answered, “Do not be afraid. Those who are with us are more than those who are with them.” (2 Kings 6:16) I realized that even though there are thirty million caught in human trafficking, there are more than seven billion people in the world. And most of those people would be opposed to trafficking. If they knew about it.

Edmund Burke, who famously said, “The only thing necessary for evil to triumph is for good men to do nothing” also said, “Nobody makes a greater mistake than he who did nothing because he could only do a little.”

Around this time, I saw a photo of a cardboard sign that read, “I always wondered why somebody didn’t do something about that. Then I realized. I am somebody.”

That quote and picture galvanized my decision to at least “do a little.”

In the days that followed, I casually mentioned my new endeavor to selected friends and family. With each discussion, my boldness and excitement grew because each person in one way or another said almost the same thing: “I was looking for a way to get involved in this, but didn’t know what to do.” Just like me!

In less than two months, our group grew from two to twenty-two! Within this diverse group, we had people of different ages and from all walks of life. Some had experience and wanted to be involved with the legislative and government side of the problem. Others were more interested in compassionate care for the survivors. And others were somewhere in between. We even had two members who were moving to Cambodia, which is a source, transit, and destination country for human trafficking.

We created a mission statement, a website, and a plan of action. Justice Network was born. Less than four months after that kitchen table conference, we hosted the movie showing of Trade of Innocents with over 100 people in attendance and an information fair featuring representatives from eight local and global organizations. And that was just the beginning.

Justice Network was formed to raise awareness of the issue and support for organizations locally and globally that are already on the front lines fighting this heinous evil. JN exists to educate, equip, and empower friends and neighbors to become advocates, providing education about the facts and ways to fight the issue and directing support to those organizations helping victims and survivors.

We are part of the New Jersey Coalition Against Human Trafficking, participating in and contributing creatively to their activities, particularly events leading up to the 2014 Super Bowl and the FIFA World Cup in 2026, both in New Jersey. Large sporting events are an attraction to human traffickers. With the Super Bowl coming to New Jersey just six months after Tanya and I met in her kitchen, we never believed that we’d be taking such an active part in raising awareness in our communities.

Through both secular and religious organizations, change is taking place. Traffickers are going to jail. Victims are becoming survivors and thrivers. People are changing the world. I’m a real housewife of New Jersey out to change my corner of the world and do what I can to positively impact the lives of those in peril. And it all started with a nightmare.

— Susan Allen Panzica —
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We cannot banish dangers, but we can banish fears. We must not demean life by standing in awe of death.

~David Sarnoff



In 1994, I lost my brother Ron. In 2008, I lost my sister Micki. In 2011, I lost both my parents within two weeks of each other.

Losing someone you love is devastating. Mere words can’t describe the pain and anguish of loss. My heart hurt so much, some days I couldn’t do much more than breathe. Even that was an effort.

And where did they go after they died? That question bothered me most of all. I needed to know that my family was all right, no matter where they were. Not knowing their final destination just added to my pain. I begged God to let me know my family was okay.

Then I had a dream.

I saw myself lying in bed. The woman in bed didn’t look like me but I instinctively knew it was me. The woman closed her eyes, and the next instant I was in her body. I was in pain. I hurt all over, a general achiness. I was extremely tired — even breathing was too much of a chore. I knew I was dying. I could feel my body slowly shutting down, but surprisingly I wasn’t frightened. I had lived a good long life and this felt like the next phase — a natural progression. I didn’t fight it. I found myself relaxing. I was ready to go.

Then I left my body with force — the only thing I can liken it to is being shot out of a cannon. It was quick and painless.

I felt weightless. My first thought was: I’m free! The body was so heavy and so cold; I was relieved to finally be rid of it. It felt like being immersed in a pool of heavy, cold clay, then someone pulls you out and you’re free to move your arms and legs; you can twist and turn without any effort.

Then the euphoria hit.

Those who have died and came back usually can’t find the words to describe how wonderful they felt after leaving their bodies. I am struggling to find the words, as words are so limiting. Euphoria comes closest to describing what I felt at the time.

As I shot into the air, my arms fully extended on both sides and transformed into butterfly wings. The colors of my wings were such an array of colors, all blended perfectly together. I knew those colors were as unique as my personality. Each design on my wings represented some part of my life. My wings were my pride and joy, my personal signature of having faced a crisis and risen above it. I knew others would see my wings and know instantly the intimate details of the life I had lived. Like an intricate tapestry, each color and each design meant something and blended together, telling the whole story.

I flew to the left and flew to my right and did somersaults in the air. And laughed the whole time.

As I neared what I perceived to be heaven, I saw a crowd of people. The crowd was so vast that I couldn’t make out individual faces. I could tell they were waiting for me. All of them. I felt they were all family and friends who were gathered together to joyously welcome me “home.”

After I “landed,” I recognized the faces. I knew each and every one of them. Just like a football player who made an outstanding pass or a baseball player who hit the winning home run, and fellow players slap them congratulations on the arm and back, that’s what I felt. Hands reached for me, touching me lovingly, as if in congratulations of a job well done.

I remember feeling “I’m home.” Like I had been on a long, painful, tiring journey and now I could put those heavy suitcases down and relax. The struggle was over. Finally.

I stood, looking at the crowd and felt more love coming from them then I’ve ever felt in my life. I felt complete and whole. My mind and my soul and my body were in perfect harmony. Every good feeling I’ve ever had magnified a million times over.

The crowd slowly parted. I saw a figure standing in the back. As the last few individuals moved out of the way, I saw her.

She was smiling. And breathtakingly beautiful.

There was a soft golden light all around her.

“Mom!” I yelled as loud as I could, ecstatic to see her again.

When I had last seen her, she was on oxygen. Her hair had been streaked with gray, her eyes dulled from pain, and so thin and frail. The woman before me now was in the prime of her life. Her hair was soft, silky and brunette, her eyes bright, and her body healthy. I stood looking at her in awe and amazement, unable to speak.

“Death is not a punishment but a reward,” she told me telepathically. “The world has it all wrong. They’re afraid of death and worry about it all their lives. There’s nothing to be afraid of. Death is wonderful; to be free of that body; to be free of all the cares and concerns we had on earth. You can see, I didn’t die. We never die. Our soul is eternal. It cannot die. So don’t be afraid of it. Death is a door through which we enter into joy.”

When I woke up, it took me a while to realize it was just a dream. It all seemed so real. The colors looked so vivid, and the feelings so strong — how could it all have been a dream? Is it possible I actually visited heaven?

Most importantly, what did it all mean?

After spending hours reflecting, pondering and questioning, I finally came to a conclusion: It is what it is. My mother was specific. She meant what she said. And I am to take it at face value. Whether the dream was real or imaginary isn’t the point. I’ll never know the answer in this lifetime, so no point in questioning it further.

The real point is: the “dream” changed me.

Up until then I had always thought of death as a punishment. Awful, terrible, agonizing. Now I saw it for what it really is, a beautiful, joyous, liberating experience.

I don’t know why God in all His wisdom predestined the body to die. But like a caterpillar that changes into a butterfly, the transformation is necessary.

Thanks to that dream, I’m no longer afraid of death.

When it’s my time to go, I’ll have a place in heaven among my friends and family. Much as I want to see them again now, I’m in no hurry to get there. I still have my life to live. I’ll eventually get there. When it’s my time.

Thank you, God, for letting me see my mom again. And more importantly, for letting me know death is not the end but the beginning of a wonderful new life. Death is merely a door through which we enter into joy.

— Pam Phree —
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If you want to turn your life around, try thankfulness. It will change your life mightily.

~Gerald Good



I slid into bed exhausted. I shook my head as I remembered something I had read a few days earlier: “If you don’t go around barking all day, you won’t go to bed dog-tired at night.” Well, I wasn’t one to go around barking all day, but I certainly did my share of whining and whimpering to myself. Maybe that was why I was so tired.

I had been teaching and brought home more music theory books to correct. It had been a long, hard day, and I was disgruntled with many things. As usual, near the top of my list were my husband and his lack of help. Why couldn’t he help out more? Why couldn’t he see what I was struggling to do and lend a hand? The children needed constant care and supervision. The yard and garden work were never-ending. The wash was piling up, and my kitchen floor needed to be washed — again! All these things had been eating away at me all day. I mumbled a quick prayer and was soon fast asleep.

Sometime later, I awoke with the words from my dream ringing in my ears. “I’ll meet you over at the appreciation table.”

In my dream, I seemed to be at a large conference where there was so much commotion that I almost walked right past someone whom I knew to be very important. Was it God? He told me to meet him at the appreciation table, whatever that was.

Now I lay there in the darkness pondering his words. Of course! He was trying to tell me to be appreciative of my husband, children and home instead of bemoaning all the little things I would like changed. How easy it was to get all tied up in what I would like to have, instead of being grateful for what I did have.

As a new morning dawned, I realized I also had to start a “new” day with a new way of thinking about my husband and our home. With God’s help I would choose to turn each negative thought into a positive thought or prayer. As I folded the laundry and matched up the socks, I thanked God for the little feet that pitter-pattered around our house. I thanked God for a husband who chose to spend his evenings at home. I could also appreciate the fact that he worked hard all day to support us, and I could fathom why he felt he deserved a break. Over the next few weeks, I learned to look for the positive and found I was a much happier person for it.

“I’ll meet you over at the appreciation table.” These words from a dream turned my life around! They helped me adjust my attitude and brought me to a beautiful place of thankfulness and true contentment.

— Annie Riess —
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Don’t be pushed by your problems. Be led by your dreams.

~Ralph Waldo Emerson



My husband and I bought what we thought was our dream home — a Frank Lloyd Wright–style house in Texas with a gorgeous live oak tree gracing the front yard. After extensive renovations, we moved in. One week later, our joints started aching, and we felt as if we’d aged ten years. The culprit? Extreme allergies from live oak pollen. We desperately needed to find a new home — fast.

Thus began the dreaded search for a house with no live oaks, an almost impossible task in a city where these enormous trees shaded nearly every yard. Our caring, enthusiastic real estate agent was determined to find the perfect house for us. But as eager as we were to leave the terrible allergies behind, we were equally determined not to be pressured into buying another home that was not a good fit for us.

That resolve was underscored one Sunday morning at church after several exhausting weeks of nonstop house hunting. Our desire to hold out for the ideal house had begun to wane, and I felt myself starting to cave in to our highly motivated salesperson’s timetable.

As I stood to sing, a strong voice rose inside me: “Don’t buy a house just to buy one.”

It was a clear directive.

However, our successful “top sales” agent thought we needed to accomplish the goal of finding a new house quickly. When that failed to happen, her caring morphed into pushing. Because our goals no longer aligned, we made a mutual decision to part ways.

A few days later, this recent parting occupied my mind as I stumbled back to bed following a middle-of-the-night bathroom trip. I sent a heartfelt petition heavenward, asking for help in finding a new real estate agent. When my alarm went off, I was jolted out of a deep sleep. Stunned, I awoke to something extraordinary.

I lay still, my mind flooded with the memory of a vivid dream — rich details of pulling up to a two-story home and entering a lovely foyer. More images emerged: elegant arched doorways, hardwood floors, high ceilings. “This is exactly the house we have been looking for!” I cried out in my dream.

I reached over, picked up my notebook, and recorded as much of it as I could remember. Believing God speaks through dreams just as He did in biblical times, my husband and I had kept dream journals for years.

I was beyond excited. I had lifted up one prayer, but God had answered an even bigger one. There was just one problem: I had no address. How would I find the house?

Hoping to locate it, I scanned listings online — even For Sale by Owner homes that are occasionally advertised — but nothing came close. I called my husband, who was out of town on business, and shared the dream with him. The next afternoon took me to a nearby doctor’s office for a weekly allergy shot. On the way back, I asked for guidance to the house of my dream. Slowly, prayerfully, I turned down one street and then another, scanning for vital “For Sale” signs in yards of two-story homes. Nada.

Then, I rounded a corner and saw it — a stately, two-story yellow brick house with a For Sale by Owner sign in front. Could this be the one? With my hand shaking, I copied down the phone number and then drove straight home and called the owner.

An answering machine took my call. After several anxious hours, an older woman called back and set up an appointment for the next morning. As we were about to end the conversation, she asked, “By the way, what time did you see the house?”

Not an odd question, perhaps, except I’d heard it before — spoken in my dream!

“Around 4:30,” I responded. “Why?”

“Great,” she said. “You saw my For Sale by Owner sign before I listed the house with my friend at 5 p.m. That means I can sell it directly to you and save the commission.”

I hung up, taken aback. Our conversation precisely mirrored a mystifying one in my dream and explained why it was not listed online. Yet, I was miraculously led to the house anyway. I slept very little that night.

It felt like déjà vu as I walked into the entryway the next morning and looked around in wonderment, enveloped by beauty and light. It was an enchanting old home built in 1927, full of the now familiar arched doorways, original floors, tall ceilings and windows from my dream. As I walked through the home, it checked almost all of the boxes on our wish list. Clearly, it was the dream house we were meant to find. My excitement was tinged with mounting anxiety because the house was now listed in the Multiple Listing Service, and the whole world would know about this delightful gem.

I called my husband as soon as I returned home. “What do you think we should do?” I asked, barely able to breathe.

“Make an offer on it today!” he practically shouted.

My heart was pounding. Things were moving way too fast.

We had no real estate agent and needed one quickly — the reason for my early morning prayer in the first place. One whom I had recently met and trusted came to mind. I called, and she agreed to work with us on negotiations.

After my husband returned the next day, the three of us toured it. Even though our current house had not yet sold, we made the tough decision to buy the new one. We never regretted it.

We loved living in that beautiful home with its thirty-two tall, elegant windows that filled it with natural light — and no live oaks in the yard. We made significant upgrades, and it grieved us to sell it twelve years later to move to another state. We believed it was a gift given to us in a dream, after all, and we wanted to pass it on to someone who would treasure it as much as we had.

We left a “What We Love about This House” flyer on the dining-room table for potential buyers, describing its numerous assets, and included a special reference to finding it as the result of a dream.

The third couple who came to see it bought it. A few days later, we sat in the real estate agent’s office feeling a little sad about selling when a letter arrived from the buyers containing their deposit. Also included was a thoughtful note expressing their love of old homes and the careful restoration they had done on their current home. The letter closed with, “We saw a number of other homes in our search but were totally convinced this was the house we wanted. One of the biggest deciding factors was that it had been given to the owners in a dream.”

The blessing of the dream that had set in motion our purchase of this wonderful home was now carrying it forward through another sale and blessing the new owners. A priceless gift had come full circle.

— Ruth Rogers —
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God strengthens those hands that serve others.

~Apoorve Dubey, The Flight of Ambition



I was in the vegetable section in my local supermarket, picking the ingredients I needed for my weekly meal plan. I hadn’t been there long and was still at the beginning of my shopping when the face of a lady in my church appeared clearly before me.

“Do her weekly shopping.” I heard the gentle but insistent voice in my heart very clearly.

I knew it was divine guidance, but to my shame, I stubbornly resisted. The church I attended had around six hundred members, and I hadn’t been attending that long. Although I had seen this lady, I didn’t really know her. Sure, I knew she was married and had two small daughters, but that’s all I knew. I wouldn’t have a clue what to buy for her, and I was worried she would be offended by my charity.

I finished shopping, buying the things I needed for myself, and went home. I felt a heavy weight inside. I knew I had not obeyed, and I felt bad for the rest of the day. But I had no spare time left that day. I was booked up and couldn’t get back to the supermarket even if I had wanted to. That evening, I felt decidedly uncomfortable. It’s hard to pray to God when you know you haven’t obeyed what He told you to do!

Eventually, I told God that if He would walk around the supermarket with me and tell me what to buy, I would go the next morning. Then, by faith, I got up the next day and went shopping.

I really did feel guidance as I put things in the trolley — meat for the week, fruits, vegetables, toilet paper, snacks and biscuits for the girls. Eventually, the trolley was full, so I went to the checkout. I had found out from someone at church where the family lived. I hoped they would be in because I had no space for any of these items in my own fridge or freezer after doing my own big shopping the day before.

I pulled up near their house and noticed they had a disabled parking bay outside. I hadn’t known anyone in their household was disabled. When I rang the doorbell, there was no response. The house was silent, with no noise of kids playing or the sound of TV. I got a sinking feeling. What was I going to do with all this stuff? Then I heard someone shuffling down the hallway. The husband opened the door. He looked somewhat confused and a little unsteady. Recognising my face from church, he told me his wife wasn’t home yet.

I took a deep breath and then explained my visit. I told him that I needed to buy them some groceries, and I hoped they wouldn’t be offended. He wasn’t offended at all and willingly accepted the bags, taking them into the kitchen. He told me he’d recently had an operation to remove a brain tumour and hadn’t been able to work as the surgery had left him epileptic. That explained the disabled parking bay outside their home. He thanked me for the groceries, and I left.

At the next church service, his wife sought me out to ask if I was the one who had brought the shopping over. She said her husband had memory lapses and couldn’t remember who had blessed them, but he did remember it was a white lady. As most of my church is black, I guess that narrowed the search down a lot! As she thanked me, she became very emotional while telling me that they had no money to buy food or groceries, and she had been praying for provision. She said I had bought the exact brands she would have bought, even down to the same toilet paper. I had bought them a lamb joint, which she had told God she wished she could buy as a treat for the family. And I had chosen the exact biscuits that her daughters had picked out the week before, but she had told them she couldn’t afford to pay for them and put them back on the shelf.

I was so grateful that I had the opportunity to help that family. We became friends, and when I got married a few years later, this lady was instrumental in helping us find our first home. God really did come shopping with me that day. But more than that, He showed me firsthand how He hears the prayers of those who cry out to Him in their need, and He moves others to respond, even when we have no idea why!

— Carolyn Akinyemi —
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Perpetual devotion to what a man calls his business, is only to be sustained by perpetual neglect of many other things.

~Robert Louis Stevenson



My neighbor’s two-acre yard is immaculate. And for that I am grateful. It is that yard that saved me from neglecting my children. Or, rather, it should have.

The year was 2004. My daughters were in fifth grade and kindergarten. My husband and I had just started a new ministry. As part of that ministry, we volunteered at an afterschool program. The only problem was that we didn’t volunteer one or two days per week, but five days, Monday through Friday, without fail. We were at “the club” from three o’clock until well past closing time, sometimes not arriving home until eight o’clock.

When the opportunity arose for me to become an employee, I welcomed it. Of course that increased my hours. I was then at “the club” as early as one in the afternoon and sometimes stayed as late as nine o’clock. Next came the opportunity for me to become the club’s director.

“This is a great opportunity,” my husband told me. “You’re already making an impact on the kids. Imagine what you could accomplish as director.”

“I don’t know,” I told him. “We’re forcing our own kids to be there every day after school and into the late evening.”

And even though our fifth-grader was able to do her homework while the other children did theirs, and even though both girls seemed to enjoy “the club,” something wasn’t quite right. I felt guilty about not being home with them in the afternoons. I was giving so much of my time to the other children and hardly any to my own.

While considering the director’s position, I had a dream. In the dream, I saw my neighbor’s yard. The once well-cared-for lawn was overgrown with weeds. My neighbor, haggard and worn, said, “I’ve been so busy taking care of other people’s yards, that I haven’t had time to take care of my own.”

When I awoke, I thought, “Wow, I can’t believe how horrible Mr. Jones’ yard looked.” (Yes, I really live next door to the Joneses.) But then I dismissed the thought.

Later that morning, I randomly opened the Bible to Song of Solomon, and read: “My mother’s children were angry with me; they made me the keeper of the vineyards; but mine own vineyard have I not kept.”

It took me a moment to make the connection. But still, I did nothing about it.

Then, my older daughter’s grades started falling. And my family no longer had time to do more than gobble down dinner before going to bed. And another employee at “the club” began to resent my presence and make my time there miserable, even to the point of mistreating my children.

That’s when I heeded the dream and the scripture reading and quit “the club” and began, once again, to spend the evenings tending to my own vineyard. A few years later, when the opportunity arose for my husband to volunteer in an afterschool program, I knew my limitations. We had a third child by then, too. Rather than joining my husband, I continued picking up my children from school, heading home, and taking care of my own vineyard.

— Linda Jackson —
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The reason birds can fly and we can’t is simply because they have perfect faith, for to have faith is to have wings.

~J.M. Barrie, The Little White Bird



All my life I’ve had flying dreams that ended badly. They always ended with flying that became falling and that terrible feeling of tumbling out of control toward the ground below. I’ve noticed that I have more of these flying and falling dreams when my life is in turmoil.

So I guess it’s no surprise that I had a lot of these dreams in the year before I turned fifty, which was an intimidating milestone for me. I’d heard so much about how women become invisible at fifty, about all the physical and emotional difficulties that come with the age.

I tried to talk myself out of it. My career was in a good place, my family was doing well, and I felt great. So why worry?

But this kind of worry is rarely rational and it doesn’t respond to a reasoned argument. I continued to fret, to look at myself in the mirror and wonder who I was at this age. Fortunately, I didn’t have to rely on reasoning to pull me out of my anxiety. I was rescued, by my sister and my friends and by a dream.

For my fiftieth birthday, my sister and some of my friends threw me a party. They went all out, giving me beautiful silk scarves, new shoes, a massage, and, of course, a great deal of chocolate. My sister even bought me a Barbie doll, because we never had them when we were growing up and she knew I had always wanted one.

“It’s about time,” she told me, “that you have exactly what you want, just because you want it.”

Then, one of my Jewish friends told me that in the Hebrew Scriptures, every fifty years is referred to as a Jubilee year. At that time, slaves were freed, debt was forgiven, and all old chains were broken. Fifty is a year of liberation.

That night, I dreamt I was at the beach with my husband. As we watched the sun play on the water, he took my hand and said, “Let’s fly.”

I was suddenly frightened. “I don’t know if I can,” I told him.

“Sure you can,” he said. “Just go ahead.”

I started moving my arms as if I was swimming, and sure enough, I began ascending toward the sky. I heard my husband laughing, and he joined me as we soared through clouds, dipped down toward the water, and then soared again. For the first time in my life, I was flying in my dream, and I wasn’t at all afraid. In fact, I felt completely in control of the situation, as if I’d been doing this my whole life. The motion was gentle and soothing, and the vista was grand. I felt connected to the earth and water below me, and yet free of its gravitational constraints.

When it was time to land, we simply swam downward to a gentle landing.

Dreams are the stories our souls tell us when we’re ready to hear them. That night, fifty years of falling ended and I understood that I’d accepted my personal power in a new way.

The next morning, I woke up and decided that fifty was indeed a Jubilee year after all.

— Barbara Chepaitis —
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If you want to be happy, be.

~Leo Tolstoy



I had been teaching high school for nearly two years. The job was stressful: I planned lessons, I helped students, I graded papers, and I sponsored extracurricular activities. And I was never happy. I was always tired, feeling empty and unfulfilled. Worse, my co-workers seemed to love their jobs — or at least, they found fulfillment in teaching. My inability to share their joy left me feeling nauseated and guilty on top of everything else. I felt sick most nights and I was sleep-deprived.

That was what I was thinking about when I met my grandfather. It was the middle of the night, and I was lying on the hallway floor — close to the bathroom door, just in case — wrapped in a comforter. I had been fighting hot and cold flashes and had been shivering as I dozed into a strangely still sleep.

And then I saw him — my grandfather — in a dream.

It was a shadowed world, and when I entered I had the impression that I was being allowed in against the rules. It was calm in a way I have never experienced before. In the darkness, a single spotlight shone down upon the world, affording me a view of the only thing I was allowed to see: my grandfather, who had died twenty-five years earlier, a year before I was born.

All I knew of my grandfather was what I had learned from my mother. He was her paragon: a caring, dedicated teacher, a talented linguist, and a loving father. He was my mother’s guide and mentor, her inspiration as a teacher and a parent. I had seen a picture of him once, and I recognized his silhouette. He stood just far enough in the spotlight for me to recognize him, but no further.

When my grandfather saw me, he held up his hands the way a police officer directing traffic might do. He was directing other shadowed figures, and they all stopped at his gesture. When he turned to me, he still wouldn’t let me see his entire face.

“Why in the world are you so worried?” he asked me. “Why are you doing this to yourself?” His tone of voice was caring but matter-of-fact. He didn’t question how I had come to him; he merely accepted the fact that if I was there, it meant that I needed help.

“I think I’ve chosen the wrong career,” I said. “I chose to be a teacher because my mother loved it so much. But I don’t think I have her passion. I’m always tired after work, and I feel like something’s missing.”

He simply watched me. He knew I wasn’t finished speaking before I did.

“The problem is, I’ve always wanted to be a writer — ever since I could first hold a pencil. It’s what’s in my blood, and I feel that being a teacher I’m betraying that dream. I feel like I’ve already given up on it.” I was shocked at my words. I hadn’t even realized my dream of being a writer was an issue.

I could just see him smile through the shadows. It was the same expression a parent might have when explaining away a toddler’s irrational fear of the bogeyman. Once again, his voice was soothing and rational.

“I don’t understand what the problem is,” he said, and the way he said it immediately calmed me. “Your teaching ability is intuitive. Lesson ideas come easily to you. The desire to help others is in your blood. You’re making such a big deal out of it, but it’s all in your mind. Go to school each day, teach your students, and then go home and write. It’s as simple as that. If you want to be a writer, then write. Spending your days at school has nothing to do with it. Write, and your dream will happen. The only one stopping you is you.”

It was such sound, simple advice; I had made the problem so complicated that I hadn’t been able to see the answer. Of course being a teacher didn’t mean giving up on writing! I just needed someone else to tell me.

I wasn’t given a chance to thank him or to say goodbye. Instead, I woke up wrapped in that comforter feeling better than I had in a long time. Serenity flowed through me as I climbed into bed and slept straight through to morning. After school the next day I began work on the first short story I had written since college.

All of my publication credits — from articles to short stories, novels to performed plays — have come since that encounter with my grandfather. I even dedicated my first novel to him. Since the dream, my students asked me how I could be so much calmer than many other teachers. And, of course, family members noticed the change, too.

My mother questioned the motivation behind my renewed calm and subsequent success in writing. “What happened to you?” she asked. “What changed?”

When I described the dream to her, tears welled in her eyes. Her loving father had spent his life mentoring her, and she took comfort in the fact that even from the great beyond, he was still working his magic. Whenever I feel the threat of stress, I just remember that dream: my grandfather’s smile and the most important lesson I’ve learned in life. Change is possible in all things; it just needs to come from within.

— Val Muller —
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