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Sometimes, our grandmas and grandpas are like grand-angels.


~Lexie Saige





Some dates are etched into your memory. Your birthday, your wedding day, the birth of your child, or any other date that changed you are dates that are not only remembered but are usually celebrated. Some dates, though, go down in infamy. Those dates force you to relive what happened whether you like it or not.


September 15, 1998 was the latter kind of date. It was the day my daughter was reborn, in the spiritual sense. It was a day I was reborn, as well.


My husband and I had recently purchased a new car, and our daughter had only been driving for a short time, but we agreed she could use it to go visit her boyfriend. She left with a promise to be careful and to call when she got there. Everything would be fine, I told myself, as I fell into my easy chair to catch up on the evening news.


Half an hour after she left, the phone rang. When I answered, I heard what would send any parent into an emotional frenzy. I heard Jess scream. Then there was a brief silence before she calmly said that she had been in an accident. She was sorry and didn’t want us to be angry that she had messed up the car. She asked if we would come to her.


My husband and I jumped into our other car. We headed toward the mountain road she had directed us to, but were surprised to see EMTs, firetrucks, ambulances, and police cars pass us. I worried there had been an accident on this route that could delay us from reaching our daughter. Then we saw all the lights. And our new car facing us on the wrong side of the road.


I couldn’t get out of my seatbelt fast enough. My child was in that crumpled car. I ran toward Jess, only to be stopped by a police officer holding a clipboard.


I felt sick to my stomach. I could see her in the car, mostly hidden behind the exploded airbag, but I couldn’t see much else. The officer assured me she was being taken care of and that a helicopter was on its way to take her to the hospital. I could barely focus on his words but I clearly heard him say the Jaws of Life. They had to extract her from the car before the rescue flight.


After I gave him some personal information, he told me to walk over to the car and remain calm while I talked to her. She had been in shock, and there were two EMTs in the back seat, bracing her neck and calming her down.


It had rained and the road was slippery. She had hit a van coming from the opposite direction head on. The other driver wasn’t hurt, but Jess had hit his van so hard that the front end of her car was pushed in, the dashboard pinning her to her seat. She had blood around her mouth, and they had to wait to discover the extent of her injuries because they couldn’t see past her upper chest area.


I remember going to the side of the road to throw up before I went to see her. I needed to be her mom.


I approached the driver’s window and smiled. My whole body was shaking. There she sat, with a brace on her neck. She could move her eyes enough to meet mine. All I could think about was the first time our eyes had met when they placed her in my arms after she was born.


I told her in the calmest voice I could muster that she was going to be okay. That she needed to stay strong until they could get her out. She looked back at me calmly. And just like I will always remember the date, I will remember her words.


“I know I’ll be okay, Mom. Grandpa was here. He helped me call you.”


I stopped breathing for a second. What? I needed to be honest with her. They had told me to just keep talking until help arrived. “Honey,” I replied, “Grandpa died last year.”


“I know,” she said. “He was here in the white golf hat and jacket we buried him in. He told me I was going to be okay.”


I didn’t respond. I only fought back the tears and smiled as I nodded. Then I was asked to stand back so they could cut my child out of the mangled metal. I thought about the first time she’d been cut out to save her life — when she was born by C-section.


We stood by for an hour and a half, watching, praying, pleading that she would be okay. The officer came back with more questions, but this time our answers were not what he expected. He asked how we learned there had been an accident. I told him about the call we had gotten from Jess. I mentioned the scream that didn’t make sense, shared her explanation of what had happened and then added her request to come get her.


“That can’t be,” he said, shaking his head. “She couldn’t have made the call. She’s been trapped all this time. Look at her; you can’t see her arms at all.”


I stuck to my story. It was the truth. “Come with me,” he directed.


He led us around to the other side of the car. As he pointed to the floor behind the front passenger seat, he showed us the cell phone on the floor, covered with the white airbag dust. It had clearly not been touched after it flew there during the collision. “You see? She couldn’t have called you on that.”


Then, without a doubt, her words replayed in my mind. “Grandpa was here.” He had been. Oh my God, he had been.


After pulling her out of the wreckage, they flew her to the hospital where we drove, sobbing, and so grateful, so blessed to know she would be fine.


September 15, 1998. The day two miracles happened. The day Jess was spared, and the day that my dad was there to make sure she was okay.


— Kim Garback Diaz —
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The most beautiful thing we can experience is the mysterious.


~Albert Einstein





My husband and I were both serving on active duty in the Air Force and were stationed in Wyoming. One cold spring morning we got the phone call no one wants to get; my husband’s mother, Mary, had been diagnosed with lung cancer. He took a week of emergency leave to spend time with her.


Among the handful of keepsakes Andy brought back from his childhood home in Tennessee was a hand-knitted gray hat.


He couldn’t know that in less than six months, his mother would be gone. And that this hat would end up providing warmth and comfort in every way possible.


You always hear the jokes about the dreaded mother-in-law, but mine was one of those rare, wonderful souls you might meet only a few times in your life. She had the most fantastic, sparkling personality.


The flight back for Mary’s funeral was one of the longest, most heartbreaking moments of our lives. I remember feeling a soul-crushing grief, so heavy it was hard to breathe. The kind of grief that clings to you for months, and at times, still pops up with a vengeance years later.


A few months after Mary passed, we took a weekend trip to Denver. As we drove home, Andy realized he’d forgotten his treasured gray hat at the hotel. We pulled over at the next exit and searched our luggage just in case, but the hat wasn’t there. We called the hotel but they didn’t find it either. Andy’s beloved gray hat was gone.


At that moment, the grief came tearing back. My husband was crushed.


Later that evening, after we had emptied the suitcases and searched the car again, we started the laundry. I brought a basket of clothes upstairs, set it on the bed, and went to take a shower. My husband was downstairs napping on the couch.


Then the strangest thing happened in the shower. I thought I was going crazy, but I swore I could smell my mother-in-law’s perfume, a delicate and very faint scent. The vanity lights over the mirror brightened, almost as if experiencing a power surge, and seemed to glow through the shower curtain. I poked my head out and saw nothing but had an overwhelming feeling of love and peace.


I got out of the shower; a bit unsure if I should mention what I thought I’d experienced to my husband. Until I went to the laundry basket.


On top of the clothes, in the basket I had just brought upstairs myself… was that gray hat!


I quickly yelled for Andy to come upstairs and pointed to the basket. I was too mesmerized to touch it, but he picked it up and turned it over in his hands. His eyes filled with tears.


It was, without a doubt, the hand-knitted hat that we had accidentally left behind in our hotel room. Andy pressed the hat to his face, breathing in the scent of his childhood home, and the memories forever captured in that home-spun yarn.


Since that day, this hat has traveled the world with us. We’ve moved across the United States from California to Maryland, and even to Germany with it. It has gone to France, Belgium, Scotland, and England. And it always makes it home with us.


We have no logical explanation for how the hat found its way back to our home that day from Denver and appeared in our laundry basket. I cannot come up with an explanation that doesn’t defy the laws of physics or the realm of the possible. It is something that should be impossible.


But it wasn’t.


That hat constantly reminds us that miracles do happen. Messages from beyond can come in the least expected of ways and take any form.


Even a gray hat.


— Kristi Adams —
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Dogs are miracles with paws.


~Susan Kennedy





Toby, our two-year-old Beagle mix, sat awkwardly on our back deck. He refused to come to me. We had just finished playing ball and frisbee on a warm May evening.


Hoping he’d only overheated, I left him outside so that he wouldn’t get sick in the house. After giving him water and affection, I proceeded to make dinner and put our four-year-old son, Jadon, to bed.


Later, when I brought Toby back inside, he walked unsteadily past me.


“What’s wrong, buddy?” I led him to his crate, and he vomited inside it. My stomach twisted. “Oh no. Come here boy.”


He obediently came out of the crate. Then he wobbled violently and fell over at my feet.


“Jay!” I screamed to my husband. “Get your stuff! Something’s wrong with Toby! You need to take him to the vet!”


I dropped to the floor as his body started jerking.


“Toby, no!” Tears streaked my cheeks. “Toby!” I rubbed his soft, tan and black fur trying to get a response from him.


His eyes rolled back into his head. Then he coughed twice and lay unmoving with his eyes and mouth opened.


“Toby,” I sobbed and shook him. “Toby!”


Nothing.


James appeared next to me. He carefully lifted our dog and carried him to the car.


That would be the last time I saw Toby.





The vet expressed her sympathy and explained that we would never know exactly what happened. She hypothesized that he had an undiagnosed heart defect. I accepted her explanation, but it didn’t ease the pain.


He was our son’s best friend and only playmate. How do you explain to a young child that he will never see his best friend again?


After this tragic experience, we agreed not to get another dog right away. We already had a new little addition to our family — Jadon’s four-week-old baby brother, Timothy. Adjusting to a new pet at the same time would be too stressful.


But Toby’s absence created a big hole we couldn’t ignore. With the new baby, I had less time for Jadon. And he no longer had a friend to help him cope with the big change in our family.


I started checking local pet rescues online. When I confessed this to James, he admitted to doing the same. So, we agreed to find a dog that wouldn’t require high maintenance. She would need to be submissive, relaxed, and gentle with kids.


I also believed in miracles and trusted that if I prayed while we searched, God would answer.


About two weeks after Toby’s death, I was snuggling with Jadon at bedtime. We had visited some animal shelters without success. I promised him that God would help us find a new dog one day soon.


What happened next defied logic.


“Mom, we need to go see Bailey,” Jadon said matter-of-factly.


“Bailey?” We hadn’t met a dog with that name at any of the shelters. “Who’s Bailey?


“She’s the black, white, purple and blue one at the place where doggie’s get haircuts.” His blue eyes implored me.


“What?”


Confidently, he repeated the information.


Black, white, purple, and blue? “Well, maybe we can go to the pet store this weekend. Good night, buddy.”


I left the room very confused. When did he see a black and white dog named Bailey? And purple and blue?


We’d visited PetSmart a few times in the past where he’d seen dogs being groomed. But we hadn’t been recently. However, they did hold regular adoptions on the weekends.


The next day, I searched the Internet for any black and white dogs named Bailey who were up for adoption. I didn’t find one, but there was a black and white Border Collie named Lucy who would be at PetSmart that weekend.


On Saturday morning, I took my two young boys to the store. As we entered, I noticed another gentleman walking Lucy. I hesitantly approached one of the adoption workers.


“May I help you?” She smiled brightly.


“Yes, we wanted to meet a Border Collie you had advertised. Lucy?”


My shoulders dropped as she explained Lucy had just been adopted. Then she looked at my crew and thought for a second. “But I think I can still help.” She turned and called to another worker, “Can you show them Bailey?”


A chill ran from the top of my head to my ankles. “Wait. You have a dog named Bailey? I didn’t see any dogs named Bailey online.”


“Yes, her foster family decided at the last minute they wouldn’t be able to keep her, so she didn’t make the listing. But she’s super sweet and good with kids!” She eyed Baby Timothy.


“What color is she?” I gripped my cart for stability.


She pointed. “She’s the black and white one over there in that crate.”


I raced to the large crate that held the big black and white puppy named Bailey. Oblivious to the barking chaos around her, she was snoozing. A handwritten sign with large letters read “good house manners and great with kids.”


Then her puppy belly caught my eye. Because it was so pink, her black spots underneath appeared purplish-brown. And a neat little row of blue stitches from her spaying procedure stretched across her lower abdomen.


Black. White. Purple. And blue.


My hands shook as I dialed my husband. “Are you off work yet?”


“Yes, heading home now. What’s wrong?”


“You won’t believe it.” I sucked in a breath. “We found Bailey!”


Whether by dream, vision, or divine knowledge, God clearly communicated with our little boy about our new family dog. So, at this point, I didn’t care if they thought I was a lunatic. With my husband on the way, and our divine gift in front of me, I immediately told the worker we’d take her.


At first she was shocked that we didn’t even get her out of the crate. But when I told her our story, she knew we were to be Bailey’s new family.


It’s been more than six years now, and Bailey Rose, a seventy-pound pointer-hound mix, continues to delight our family. Relaxed, loving and gentle, she’s unlike any dog we’ve ever known. Even as a puppy, she was unusually quiet, easy to house-train and never difficult in any way.


And anyone who meets Bailey also recognizes she’s extraordinary. Of course, when they ask, I always smile and say, “She’s definitely our miracle dog. Do you have time to hear a story?”


— H. R. Hook —
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A God wise enough to create me and the world I live in is wise enough to watch out for me.


~Philip Yancey





It was around ten o’clock when I carefully lifted the phonograph needle off “Sweet Baby James,” ending Mr. Taylor’s personal concert for the evening. The housemates with whom I shared this old Victorian had apparently settled in for the night.


I sat in the dark, cross-legged on the floor, struggling to sort out a life that was slipping away from me. A collection of leftover prescription bottles filled with remedies for aching teeth, strained ligaments, and sleepless nights lined up in front of me on the carpet. I was certain that collectively they could provide the remedy for what ailed me.


I couldn’t think of a single thing I could do to bring hope back into my life. It felt as if there was an expanding hole in the sky that I was being drawn toward, one which I was gradually losing the urge to resist. The reason why I was feeling such hopelessness escaped me. Maybe it was a chemical imbalance, or peer pressure or the stress of my college workload.


There was another possibility that I hadn’t considered at that time. I had been raised in a religious household, and now, in college, I was being introduced to all sorts of new possibilities, including the existential philosophy of Camus and Sartre. The idea that there might not be a God was both foreign and oddly fascinating to me. I began to question what proof I really had for God’s existence in my life. The truth was, He had never shown me any miracles or hard evidence. What if Camus and his buddies were right… that there was no gardener tending this Earth, that this life was, in fact, a convenient mistake, and that when we die, we die… Adios.


And so, one night at bedtime during my sophomore year I notified God that I would no longer be praying to Him, hoping that if He was, in fact, real and listening, that He’d understand. In no time at all, not praying felt like the easiest thing in the world to do. Normal even. And so what happened? Nothing… At first.


But then, gradually, life began to get messy… very messy. The next nine months became the worst time of my life. Three major car accidents, broken bones, broken relationships, in addition to a life without a moral compass, all resulted in a great deal of hurt to myself and to others. Maybe it was the cumulative effect of all that adversity that caused my tailspin into depression, or maybe it was simply that I had informed God that I didn’t want him in my life anymore and he graciously obliged, leaving me with a void which I was ill-equipped to deal with.


So, there I sat in my bedroom, tears welling up in my eyes, as I contemplated Hamlet’s to be or not to be question. And the overwhelming thought that filled my head was that not only would my parents be devastated, but also that my mom, in particular, would blame herself, convinced she had failed me. But I knew they weren’t to blame. Now the tears were unstoppable.


With nowhere else to turn, I instinctively cried out, “God… Help me! Please help me!” And with my next breath, I whispered, “If you’re real, please show me a sign.”


The very moment after those words left my mouth, I heard a series of loud rattling knocks at our wooden front screen door downstairs. I stopped sobbing long enough to listen. I couldn’t help but consider, was this my sign? I heard the heavy front door open. Someone was entering our foyer.


One of my housemates shouted up the stairs that there was someone there to see me. As footsteps began climbing the stairs, I quickly scooped up the prescription bottles and stashed them under my pillows. I dried my eyes with my sweater, walked over to the door, and flipped on the overhead light. The visitor had reached the top of the stairs. I tried to compose myself, grabbed the glass doorknob and pulled open my door.


On the other side of the threshold stood a very average looking man, maybe around forty years old, wearing an overcoat and carrying a briefcase. “Are you Don Locke?” he asked very directly.


“Yes,” I said, wondering what this could possibly be about. Without introduction or an obligatory handshake, he asked with little inflection in his voice, “Would you be interested in life insurance?”


I recall feeling like the question was both comical and tragic under the circumstances. And I very clearly, to this day, remember the tone of my voice reflecting both emotions, as I answered, “No.”


And then this man simply said, “Okay. Good night.” And he turned and went back down the stairs.


Stunned by the absurdity of the entire scene, I sat down on my bed and tried to sort it out. Life insurance? So bizarre. Absolutely surreal. I looked around the room. All signs that a person had been contemplating ending his life only five minutes earlier were gone. I had to decide: Was this episode the most amazing coincidence ever, or had I just experienced the divine intervention which I had so passionately prayed for?


For the next two weeks, the hole in my sky gradually closed, until my depression had completely released its grip on me. It has never returned. Needless to say, my desire to pray returned.


I’ve told this story to many people over the years, and a few have believed it to simply be an incredible coincidence. But about ten years after the encounter, my wife and I met with a real-life insurance salesman at our house. And I learned they don’t cold-call twenty-year-old college students late at night. They introduce themselves with a firm, friendly handshake as they offer you their business card. And they never take your first no for an answer, because they work on commission.


Initially I was reluctant to share this story with many people, understanding it might bring pain to those who wondered why God’s angels failed to rescue their own loved ones when darkness closed in on them. But I’ve come to realize how important it is to be reminded that though God may appear distant or unavailable at times, He’s always standing by.


— Don Locke —
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The relationship between parents and children, but especially between mothers and daughters, is tremendously powerful, scarcely to be comprehended in any rational way.


~Joyce Carol Oates





It was a warm midsummer afternoon and the thunder was coming closer as I sat at a picnic table across from my sister.


A few years earlier, as our mother was dying, she had opened her eyes and smiled at us, saying, “Every year when the flowers are blooming, I want you to get together and have a picnic. I will be there.”


So, there we were with our children on what would have been our mother’s birthday. We were sending our mother birthday greetings in heaven by attaching notes to helium-filled balloons. My sister and the children wrote “Happy Birthday” on their notes with colorful markers as I sat and watched. Then my sister attached each note to a balloon. The children held them tight until the time came to release them as we sang “Happy Birthday” to Grama.


The balloons were as bright and as colorful as the wildflowers that were blooming throughout the park that day. We watched them until they disappeared.


Then my sister exclaimed, “You didn’t send one!” I then realized that in the excitement I had not made a note to send to my mother.


I sat down at the picnic table and chose a bright green marker and an olive-green balloon. My mother’s favorite color was green.


On a piece of paper I scrolled, “Happy Birthday Mom! I hope you are having a really nice day in Heaven today. I miss you so much. If you get this note, can you please send me a sign that you got it?”


We gathered to watch my balloon ascend. It progressed upwards at a steady pace, and then, just as we were losing sight of it, the clouds opened. A perfect circle opened up and we saw the green balloon against the blue sky. Then it rose further and the clouds closed around it.


My sister and I stood looking at each other in awe.


A few days later, I was putting up a curtain rod in my bedroom after a painting project. My older son was standing on a stepladder at one end of the large window holding the curtain rod, and I was standing on a stepladder at the other end of the window. It was late in the evening. Nearly midnight.


As I stood on the stepladder holding the curtain rod, my telephone rang. I was startled because it was so late at night, and I was also startled because the ring tone sounded odd. It was higher pitched than usual, and the ring lasted longer, too.


I started to make my way down the ladder to answer the telephone, but it stopped after just one ring. I thought it was probably a wrong number.


A few moments later the phone rang again — that eerie long high-pitched ring, this time followed by a second long high-pitched ring. I hurriedly made my way down from the ladder and around the piled-up furniture to the phone that was sitting on the floor. When I answered the phone, I heard static and it sounded like the static was echoing from far away.


I kept saying “Hello?” and it sounded as though the static was answering me. I thought to myself that something must be wrong with the telephone lines. I hung up. Then I picked up the phone from the floor, and I froze. I was looking at the phone and its cord and I realized it was not plugged in to the phone jack on the wall.


“How is the painting going?” my sister asked me when she called me the next day.


“Great” I replied with a yawn. I had stayed up late to finish the bedroom. We talked at length about the colors I had chosen for my newly painted bedroom.


At the end of our chatting I said, “Oh I almost forgot to tell you!”


“Tell me what?” my sister asked with curiosity.


I replied, “Mom called.”


— Barbara Gladue —
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Never lose hope. Just when you think it’s over… God sends you a miracle.


~Author Unknown





The fourth of July holidays. Hot dogs and hamburgers sizzling on the grill. Warm evenings with lightning bugs dancing in the breeze. Patriotic music blaring on your neighbor’s radio. Carnivals. Cotton candy. And those fireworks tents that speckle the roadways and parking lots everywhere you go.


So, a few years back my husband and I decided to assist at one of those local fireworks tents near our home. It was much more physical work than we anticipated, but we both are people persons, and we loved the interaction with the public.


Other than the backbreaking setup it was basically like working retail. You rang up the merchandise and the customer paid for it by cash or credit. The incentive to being diligent in your work was that if you didn’t charge enough, it came out of your paycheck. You can probably see where this is heading right now.


By the eighth day in we were tired, and worse yet the cash register was also wearing out. We constantly had to restart it and check tallies. During one such fit we realized that a woman had just departed with more than one hundred dollars in fireworks that had not been officially charged. She thought she had paid, and she had even signed the credit card slip, but the sale amount had not printed on the receipt.


I was panic-stricken. But then we realized that she might have provided her e-mail address to get coupons for the following year. I sent one e-mail after another to her, hoping I wouldn’t end up in her spam folder.


As the day drew to a close, I confronted the possibility of losing that $100. But then, just as we began lowering the sides of the tent, she pulled up. We ran her credit card again, and this time it worked.


I was so relieved I could cry. She, on the other hand, was slightly irritated. It was no wonder, I thought, I had sent quite a few panicked e-mails.


Surprisingly though, that wasn’t the source of her irritation. She was angry that I had somehow hacked her phone number and had texted her about the problem. I assured her that was impossible. I didn’t have her phone number. She showed me her phone and sure enough there was a text to her from my phone explaining the problem.


I didn’t want to debate it, so I smiled and apologized, and she was off. However, to make things even stranger… I didn’t have my phone. I was using my husband’s phone.


I didn’t have her phone number. I didn’t use my phone. But she got a text from my phone.


I guess God had answered my prayer that day when I’d asked Him to help. But who knew that God’s angels knew how to text?


— Pastor Wanda Christy-Shaner —
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Not everything we experience can be explained by logic or science.


~Linda Westphal





New York City. The Saturday after the horror of 9/11. I had just gotten to the first of my three clown jobs for that day when I discovered that I had left my bag of twisting balloons at home. Twisting balloons are the ones you use to make balloon animals.


I was just getting ready to tell the birthday mom that these kids were going to have a balloon-less birthday party when I noticed some balloons that had been left in the bottom of my suitcase. With that, I checked the outside compartment of my suitcase, and noticed some more leftover balloons! Okay, I thought, this would be enough for this party, but what about the next two parties? Would I have enough time to make it home to get my bag of balloons and make it on time for my next two parties? It’s not like you can find this special type of balloon easily in a store.


After the first party, I was walking briskly to the subway in full clown attire since I had to get home quickly to grab some more balloons. But there was a barrier by one of the fire stations. Going around this would mean walking a few blocks out of my way, definitely making me late. I tried to cut through but I was stopped by one of the firemen.


With panic in my voice, I told him I needed to get to the subway ASAP or I was going to be late for both my jobs. He thought about it and then he responded, “I’ll make a deal with you, Clown. I’ll let you through on one condition — that you go into the station and entertain the kids for a couple of minutes.”


I agreed without hesitation. When I walked into the back room of the station, I noticed eight sad children sitting at a long table coloring. After trying to cheer them up as best as I could with shticks and jokes, I felt it still wasn’t enough. Just on a whim, I reached into my pockets, which originally were balloon-less. There I found exactly eight balloons. I made balloon animals for all eight kids, putting smiles on those sad faces, and then headed for my next job, I still hadn’t figured out what to do about my lack of balloons.


When I got to my next party, I again opened up my suitcase, which I could have sworn I emptied out at my last gig and noticed some more balloons! I even had enough balloons to make up for the popped ones!


On the way to my last party, I was approached by some more kids requesting balloons…Yup! You guessed it!! I reached into my pockets and there they were! It happened again when I got to my last party, as well as being approached by some more kids on the way home. Balloons just seemed to be materializing out of nowhere!


Every one of those balloons was a small miracle for a child. I still don’t know how it happened, but I know it was just what we all needed on that very sad weekend.


— Susan P. Zwirn —
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Blessed are those that know the path out of their carnal flesh, for they shall attain intuition.


~Michael Bassey Johnson





It was my first college party, and I was a very excited, barely twenty-one-year-old girl with no clue about the danger I was facing. I put on my cutest outfit and went to this gathering full of college and grad students, most of whom were much older and more experienced than I was.


I had recently broken away from the religion I had grown up in. Though I always kept God and Jesus and kindness (and spirituality in general) close to my heart, I must admit I was a little bitter about my strict upbringing. I was eager to go and experience what “party life” was like.


Arriving at the tiny apartment building in downtown Salt Lake City where the party was being held, I assumed I was in good company. Everyone around me seemed extremely successful and motivated. Some were graduating with doctorates, some were biologists, and one man was training to become an airline pilot. It was this handsome young man who seemed to take an interest in me throughout the night.


It never once crossed my mind that I was in danger while at this party, so I was relaxed and having fun. I was more concerned about how I looked and making new friends than anything else. I also kept accepting drinks from the guy who was training to be a pilot.


As the night drew to a late close and everyone attending had begun ordering their Ubers and Lyfts home (all of us being sufficiently buzzed or drunk from drinking) I began to make my own plans to Uber home. It had been a wonderful time and I’d made new friends and felt on top of the world.


Suddenly, my admirer said there was no need for me to get an Uber. Instead, he offered me a ride back to his place, where he assured me I could safely crash on his couch and he’d take me out to breakfast the next morning.


I definitely should have been wary, but this guy was a motivated college student and was training to fly airplanes! He was cute and sociable and seemingly friendly. Naïve twenty-one-year-old me sensed absolutely no danger as I thanked him and crawled into his car, planning to crash on his couch for the night.


You can probably guess what happened next, so I will leave this part of the story somewhat vague. I fell asleep and when I woke up I was being brutally attacked. He hurt me in a way I will not describe, and the searing pain put my body into flight mode. I screamed and tried to escape the place, but he kept picking me up and throwing me back onto the bed I had woken up in.


I believe the only reason he eventually left me alone was because I began throwing up so violently. In fact, I was puking so aggressively, my body in complete panic mode, that I actually choked on my vomit in the bathroom and began to suffocate.


I can tell you that suffocating to death is much more peaceful than you can imagine — at least it was for me. When I stopped breathing for long enough, I consciously experienced myself leaving my body. I saw my physical body still lying on the bathroom floor, up against the toilet.


I was hovering in the top corner of the tiny bathroom and I remember looking at my body and becoming very sad. The first thing I experienced was a deep love for myself. I remember looking at my body and sadly saying, “Wow. I’m so beautiful.”


I don’t believe I said this in a vain way, but more out of respect for all that my life had become at that point and all that I had made of myself as a person.


My conscious attention then turned to the fact that I had left my body and that I was surely going to die. “I can’t believe this is how it ends. I die at the hand of this jerk,” I remember thinking to myself somberly. I was mostly at peace, but there was quite a bit of sadness and even a slight bitterness that my life would be taken this way.


What comes as a surprise to me and probably will to you, is that when I left my body, it was as if I had always been in this ethereal state, like the super conscious or higher self is a part of you that is always present and watching. The transfer from my physical body and into my “soul” was as natural as blinking.


Looking at my body and mourning, I then looked to my right and saw these breathtaking streams of color — aqua, ice blue, teal. Those waving colors meant something to me — that I should go back to my body. I heard a loud clap and I was back in my body, gasping for air.


I was completely conscious of what had just transpired. For whatever reason, my attacker had decided to leave me alone. I washed up and called my mom for a rescue. I would never report what happened to me that night. I was afraid no one would believe either story: the horror, or the miracle.


— Jessica Joe —
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Believe in miracles. I have seen so many of them come when every other indication would say that hope was lost. Hope is never lost.


~Jeffrey R. Holland





It was Mother’s Day 2017. My daughter and I were sitting in the living room watching the early morning news when we heard my son call out. “Mom,” he said, “Mom.” And then there was a bumping sound as he fell against his bedroom doorframe.


We were beside him in seconds and while I got him seated Sarah called 911. That was at 7:15 A.M. By 8:30 A.M. he was in the neurology department at St. Luke’s and it was apparent that he had suffered a stroke. I was terrified and broken hearted.


By 9:00 A.M., we three — my daughter, my other son, John, who had come immediately from his home in Liberty, and I, stood beside Brian’s bed as the neurologist explained to him what they thought was happening and what they intended to do. My daughter and I watched as he listened attentively, made steady eye contact, and asked questions appropriate to the situation. It was a few minutes before the realization that something significant had happened came to us. This was my fifty-one-year-old son, who was high functioning but severely autistic with multiple ancillary disabilities. He had never acted like this before.


My daughter turned to me and we searched each other’s faces while we both wondered: “Who is this? Is this our Brian who was lost?”


I gestured toward the door, and we fled into the hall.


“He called me ‘Mom,’ Sarah. He called me ‘Mom.’ ”


Even as a very small child he had called me “Mother.” The other children called me “Mom” but from him it was always “Mother.” From the time he could talk his vocabulary was totally out of sync with that of a child. My friends said he spoke like an old man. He had never, and I mean never, called me “Mom.”


“And he’s talking to the doctor… and looking right at him,” Sarah responded. My son had been unable to make eye contact since the age of five. We stared at each other, overcome with the wonder of it… but the question hung there. “Will it last?” she asked me.


“Well, if it doesn’t, for how long will he…?” I couldn’t finish the question.


A month later we came to believe the change was a lasting one and it has been. Although Brian still needs care and support, my son is home.


He had been far away in that land of autism, which has its own laws. It is a land that requires constant vigilance against any and all human contact, both physical and emotional. It demands from its residents an extreme effort to process the cacophony of sound and senses in the world, leaving no room for everyday things like affection or joy. It is a land of sorrow, both for the residents and for those who miss what could have been.


Brian had left us slowly when he was a child, but he came home in an instant thanks to the stroke. For how long no one knows, nor do they know why he is here with us again.


Now we must learn new rules. Accept new happiness. Give up old habits. We are surprised to hear his voice in conversation. We’re unprepared for his soft questioning of something he sees on television. Unused to his smile or chuckle, his steady gaze. Totally overcome with his pleasure in experiencing tastes and smells and the loveliness of the world in spring.


I yearn to run up and down the street… knock on all doors… tell all who will listen, “Come and meet my son. He has returned. Come and meet my son, Brian.”


— Laura Lewis —
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The prayer that begins with trustfulness and passes on into waiting will always end in thankfulness, triumph, and praise.


~Alexander Maclaren





“It’ll be $1900, and that includes parts and labor,” the mechanic told me over the phone. It was the last week of October in 2001 and the transmission had gone out on my car. Money was tight, but if I maxed out the only credit card I had, along with using everything in my checking and savings accounts, I would have just enough to pay for the repair.


“Okay, go ahead and fix it,” I replied with a sigh. I needed transportation to get to work and to get my kids to school, so it had to be done. After hanging up with the mechanic, a thought struck me and I uttered it out loud to myself: “What about Shane’s birthday gift?”


My son Shane was turning nine on November 1st. For the last six months or so, we had been making weekly stops at the local skateboard shop so that Shane could browse. He dreamed of having a skateboard made just for him and he spent hours with the owner of the shop discussing the pros and cons of the different brands of decks, trucks, wheels, and bearings. After one particularly lengthy visit to the shop, I had apologized to the owner for taking up so much of his time. He said that Shane was always well-mannered and respectful and he genuinely enjoyed talking with him. He told me that we were welcome there anytime.


The skate shop owner was right about Shane; he was a good kid. He’d sometimes struggled in school, but the extra effort he had been putting in this year was already being reflected in his grades. That was one reason I’d promised to get the new skateboard for his birthday. He deserved to be rewarded.


Shane often spent hours trying to piece together a working skateboard from a few old ones that we had bought at garage sales, but eventually there weren’t enough usable parts remaining and he was left without a board at all. How could I explain to him that I wouldn’t be able to buy a new one? It broke my heart to have to break a promise to my son. I prayed that I could find a way to keep my word.


November 1st arrived way too soon and Shane was up early that day. I made his favorite breakfast and listened as he chattered away about all the tricks he would be able to do with his new skateboard. I hadn’t told him yet that the money for his gift had been used to fix my car. I tried to tell him several times, but the words always seemed to get stuck in my throat. I was still holding out hope that I could find a way.


In the car on the way to school Shane went over the plans for his big day. I was to pick up Shane and his friend Derek after school and we would go straight to the skate shop. Shane would get his skateboard, then we would pick up his sister, Scarlett, from her school. We would all go to the skatepark for a couple of hours, then stop for pizza and then finally, go back home for birthday cake. I smiled weakly and nodded in agreement, all while fighting back tears.


On the way to Scarlett’s school, I began to rationalize in my head. I thought “I can still manage to afford a pizza and I can bake a cake at home instead of getting one from the bakery. Shane can probably borrow a skateboard from Derek’s older brother so we can still go to the skatepark. Maybe he won’t be too disappointed?” But I knew that he would be.


I continued holding back the tears until after I’d dropped off my daughter. But as soon as she was out of sight, I let them flow. Life had been difficult for too long and the struggle had finally caught up to me. I felt guilty for not being able to keep my promise to my son and for not explaining it to him sooner. I felt guilty for not being able to provide better for my children and for other things that had happened that were beyond my control. I felt so tired, overwhelmed, and sad.


I was about halfway home when my crying began to subside, and I started to pray. I prayed for one thing and one thing only and that was for help in finding a way to get Shane’s birthday gift. I told the Lord that if He would help with that, then I would work hard to make everything else better for my family.


I finished my prayer while pulling up to a stoplight. As I waited for the light to turn green, I casually glanced out my window and something caught my eye on the other side of the street. “Is that money?” I said aloud. The morning sun was in my eyes, and I squinted to get a better look. “Yep, that sure looks like money!” I quickly looked around and there was not a single car on the road in either direction, so I hopped out, ran across the street and picked up the cash. It was a one-hundred-dollar bill! My heart was flip-flopping in my chest! I saw that there were four more bills nearby, so I quickly gathered them up and ran back to the car.


The light was still red, so I took the time to count the cash that was tightly clutched in my hand. It was one hundred and eight dollars! The cost of a custom skateboard was one hundred dollars plus sales tax for a total of one hundred and eight dollars! My prayer had been answered for the exact amount that I had requested!


As I think back now on that strange event, I am still baffled. At that time of morning there was always bumper-to-bumper traffic on that street, so where were the other cars that day? The cash was across the street, three traffic lanes away and in the shadow of the gutter, so how could I possibly have seen it? What were the odds of me finding the exact amount that I had asked for in my prayer? Some might call it coincidence, others might say that the universe provided, but my heart tells me that it was a miraculous gift from God.


It was several years later before I finally told Shane the story of how he got his first new skateboard. He gave me a hug and thanked me for always trying to make his birthday special.


I still smile when I think of my son’s ninth birthday. Shane passed away in 2012 and those precious memories are all that I have left of him now. I’ll always be grateful for that answered prayer and the birthday miracle that it provided for my son.


— Tammy Childers —
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