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Miracles come in moments. Be ready and willing.

~Wayne Dyer



I remember holding my mother’s hand when I was a little girl and being mesmerized by the bands she wore on her right ring finger. The rings had belonged to my mother’s mother, and her mother before that, and had been handed down through the generations. They were the only things remotely of value that any of the women had ever owned.

The engagement ring consisted of a small center stone surrounded by even smaller diamonds. I remember using one finger to gently trace the outline of that delicate gold band, so thin and frail from years of wear. None of the women ever had the means to have it repaired.

As a teenager, I used to beg my mother every single day to let me wear those rings, and she never would. Then, one sunny Saturday when I was seventeen years old, she gave in and let me borrow them to wear on a date. That very morning, my mother had announced that — after twenty-three years — she was finally filing for divorce from my abusive father. As she slipped the rings onto my finger, she made me promise that I wouldn’t let anything happen to them, and that I’d return them to her the second I came home. Eager to finally have a chance to wear them, I gave her my word, childishly crossing my heart as I did so.

I never had a chance to keep that promise.

That night, while I was away, my father came back to the rundown rental house we had all shared, armed with a revolver. Without saying a word, he shot everyone in the house, killing my mother and brother and badly injuring my sister before taking his own life.

I wore those rings every single day for seventeen years.

Then, a few years ago while decorating the Christmas tree at work, I looked down to find that the center stone was missing from my mother’s ring. For three days straight, I searched everywhere for the diamond. I swept the entire room where I had been decorating, pulling everything apart and retracing every step. I methodically sifted through every speck of dirt and debris, and checked every sequin, bead, and piece of glitter three or four times. The stone never did turn up, and finally I had to accept that it was just gone forever.

Thinking about the situation in the days that followed, I realized something. Although I had really hoped to find the diamond, I never felt desperate about the situation. The minute that I noticed it was gone, my very first thought was, If you don’t find it, you’ll just have it replaced. No big deal.

Had the same thing happened to my mother, I know exactly how she would have felt — we would never have had the money to fix that ring, and it would have been lost to her forever. These were her mom’s rings, the only thing handed down to her, and they were probably the nicest things that my mom had ever owned. She meticulously cared for them and wore them with great pride. Knowing how much they meant to her, it would have been a huge blow, and she would have been frantic over the whole ordeal. I could picture the desperation in her eyes as she looked for that tiny stone, and I knew she would have been crushed when she didn’t find it.

All that my mom ever wished for us was that we would have it better than she did. She wanted more for us. She wanted us to leave behind that poverty and desperation she so often felt. In many ways, that wish has come true, and I know she’d be proud that I didn’t have to worry over that little diamond or anything else. So, even though I really hoped that I would find the stone that had been hers, I decided that I would have the rings repaired, and she would understand.

That Christmas, when it was time for the decorations at work to come down, I was in a terrible mood. It had been a chaotic several weeks, and I was busy and tired. I took the decorations from the tree and wrapped the ornaments for storage. But when it was time to put away the tree, I couldn’t find the box anywhere. Agitated, I grabbed the tree by the base and dragged the entire thing across the property, outside and to the storage building fifty or so yards away from my office area. There, I threw it into the corner and slammed the door, leaving it forgotten for an entire year.

When the following Christmas season rolled around and it was time to pull out the tree and put it up, I found it exactly where I had left it. By then, it had been covered up with other discarded junk — empty bags, a broken weed eater, and a piece of water hose that had been chewed up by a lawn mower. I kicked all these items out of my way and dragged the pathetic artificial tree out of its corner and into my office. There, I began the painstaking process of shaping this battered and abused piece of junk into something that slightly resembled a pine tree.

While doing so, I thought about my mom — about those rings and the day that she gave them to me — and breathed a silent apology to her that I had lost her diamond. Suddenly, just as I had that thought, I got so cold that I physically shivered, and the skin on my arms broke out in goosebumps. All at once, as I pulled up one of the little branches of the tree, a sparkle caught my eye. It was a tiny diamond, just lying there, as if someone had put it on the branch of the tree, stood back and waited for me to find it.

Scarcely daring to breathe, I reached out with a shaking hand to pick up the stone. Gently, I laid the diamond in the palm of my left hand, convinced that I was imagining the entire thing, that I would blink and nothing would be there after all. But it was there.

Somehow, after having been up for the entire season the year before, after all the abuse that I had bestowed upon that tree, after having been pulled across a parking lot and abandoned in a pile of garbage for an entire year, the diamond was there. It just didn’t make sense. How could that tiny speck of stone still be on the tree, perched on a branch without having fallen out anywhere? It was a miracle, plain and simple.

That day, I got the best Christmas present I ever received. It was not the diamond, although I am thrilled to have the same stone that my mother cherished back in my possession. No, the best present was the confirmation that my dear mom, whom I miss so much that it hurts, never left me at all. She is here, every second, watching over me still. I know it, as sure as I know that diamond was never in that tree until the second that I felt a chill come over me, and my mother laid it there for me to find.

— Candy Allen Smith —
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God has not taken them from us. He has hidden them in his heart, that they may be closer to ours.

~Author Unknown



His name was Mark, and he was my first real boyfriend. He was a tall, blond hunk of a guy, with electric blue eyes. He was a senior and on the football team. He would walk me to class and grin at me as he dropped me off at the door. That sideways smile always made my heart flutter. When class was over, he would be there, casually leaning against the wall, books resting on his hip, and take my hand to walk me to the next class or to the lunchroom to sit and talk. He taught me to drive his car, me shifting gears as he pushed the clutch, sitting on the center console with his arm draped across my shoulders.

It was everything a first love should be.

Sadly, as many high-school sweethearts do, we drifted apart after graduation. He joined the Navy, and I moved with my mother to the West Coast to start a new life. We stayed in touch sporadically, but as the years passed, we lost touch with one another. Now and then, something would bring him to mind, and I would wonder how he was, and if he ever remembered me as fondly as I thought of him.

News filtered back to me that he was battling multiple sclerosis. A mutual friend saw him in our hometown and called to tell me that not only was he fighting MS, but he had been diagnosed with leukemia as well. He was struggling to get around with two canes, but apparently his famous grin was still as bright and happy as it had always been.

I thought a lot about the young man I had known and the dreams we shared. When my workday was done, I looked up his phone number to call him and catch up. I am not a person prone to “stage fright” or shyness. For some strange reason, though, I could not dial the number. I sat there staring at the phone, seemingly at a loss for words. Finally, I decided I would wait a bit.

A week or so later, a girlfriend of mine from home sent me a message on social media that Mark had died. I was filled with such sadness that I’d not called to talk to him; it had been so unlike me to hesitate. It haunted me for weeks afterward, a chance I should have taken to connect with someone I had loved so much.

I have been lucky to make my childhood dream job a career. Being on air as a radio personality has been a great joy for me. As an avid book reader, I often do interviews with authors so that I can share my love of reading with my listeners.

One morning, I was scheduled to interview a famous psychic medium to promote her new book. As a rule, interviewers do not request personal readings — as a gesture of respect. We talked at length about some of her experiences in assisting the FBI and police on cases, and how her gifts affected her everyday life.

As the interview drew to a close, she suddenly stopped in mid-sentence. She asked if it would be all right for her to tell me the message she was receiving.

To be honest, I have always been a bit of a skeptic, but here we were live on-air, and I was curious.

She was quiet for a moment. Then she said, “It’s Mike, no, Mark. Mark is here, and he wants you to know something very important.”

I think I was holding my breath at this point, and she continued, “He wants you to know there was a reason you couldn’t call him that night. He wants you to know that he stopped you and doesn’t want you to feel sad anymore.”

She explained that he had been in a deep coma that night, hovering between worlds. He had been drawn to me, sitting there. He had put a hand on my shoulder and whispered to me, “Wait,” believing that if I got no answer and left a message, his not returning it would hurt me. He wanted me to know that he remembered everything in the same way I did, with a smile and with love. Our time had been important to him, too.

By now, the tears were streaming down my face. How could she possibly know? She asked me if this had relevance to me somehow, and I managed to confirm it. She told me he was no longer in pain, and that he would always be an angel watching over me.

Finally, as the time of our interview concluded, she hesitated and laughed a bit.

“He wants to know,” she said, “can you still drive a stick shift?”

With that, she disconnected, and there I was, live on-air, and a complete mess.

That night, I called his mother, who was still living in our hometown. She shared with me about his son and the love he had for him. She told me of the coma that he had been in for several days and the night he passed, surrounded by those who loved him.

Some say these messages are just wishful thinking. Some say there are no such things as angels.

I can’t help feeling that I have been touched by one, and I will never be the same.

— Cj Cole —
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Don’t believe in miracles — depend on them.

~Laurence J. Peter



I tried not to worry, but I was scared. The job I had lost was a good job, and I was good at it. It wasn’t my fault that I lost it; it was just what happens when a government contract isn’t renewed. I accepted my lot and filed for unemployment benefits.

My full-time job now was finding a full-time job. I searched diligently and tried everything I knew to find work, but without success. Weeks went by. If I didn’t find a job soon, I wouldn’t be able to pay the rent on my apartment — a modest two-bedroom in a four-story walkup. And then what?

It was the early 1970s, and job hunting was done the 1970s way. Print copies of your résumé. Peruse the Help Wanted ads in the local newspaper. Mark the jobs you think you might qualify for, even if you think they’re long shots. Write a hello-I’m-wonderful cover letter, put it in an envelope with your résumé, and mail it to the employer. Tell everybody you know that you’re available for work and ask them to help get the word out. Make phone calls and knock on every door.

One Saturday morning, the knock came on my door.

Silently grumbling, I arose and walked down the hall, temporarily abandoning my collection of Help Wanted ads and stack of résumés on the kitchen table. Why was it that every time I got my toddler settled down with her toys and started my job search, someone interrupted me?

“Hi,” said a smiling woman in jeans when I opened the door. “I’m Melba. I just moved in upstairs. Can I borrow your phone for a minute? I’d like to call the phone company and ask them to turn mine on.”

A neighbor in need — of course, I would help. “Hi, Melba. Sure, come on in. I’m Carole,” I said, leading the attractive woman who looked about my age — early thirties — to the phone anchored on my kitchen wall. “Help yourself while I run into the other room and check on my little one.”

Returning a few minutes later, I found Melba holding the phone to her ear and looking down at my résumé on the table. Apparently, the phone-company rep had placed her on hold for a moment. “Coffee?” I asked, holding up my glass coffeepot for her to see.

Putting her hand over the mouthpiece of the phone, she responded, “Yes, thank you.” Barely glancing at me, she continued to look down at my résumé on the table.

Soon, her conversation was finished, and I invited her to sit down. She did and picked up one of my résumés. “May I look at this more closely?” she asked. “I gather you’re looking for a job.”

“Yes,” I said, “and spending all my scarce money on paper, envelopes, and postage stamps.”

“Well, your search is over. You’re exactly the person I’m looking for.”

I was puzzled. “What? What do you mean?”

A cup of coffee later, she had told me exactly what she meant. She was special assistant to the CEO at her company, and they had been searching for someone to fill a staff vacancy for which I was uniquely qualified.

Our conversation continued for several minutes as I elaborated on my experience. I answered her questions, and she answered mine. It was the most informal job interview I’d ever had, I would reflect later. I was happy that the company she represented provided a very needed service that I would be proud to support.

“Can you come in on Monday? I’ll introduce you to my boss, but that’s just so you and he can get to know one another. He has delegated hiring authority to me,” she said, telling me the salary. “I haven’t found anybody who is even halfway as qualified as you are for the job. How soon can you start?”

I was incredulous. “You mean, just like that?”

“Well, you’ll have to fill out all the forms and pass the reference checks. But, yeah, just like that. I mean, if you like us.”

“Like you? No, I don’t like you,” I replied. “I love you.”

She laughed. “I’ll slip one of my cards underneath your door as soon as I find one in the boxes I’m unpacking,” she said, with one of my résumés in her hand as she walked to the door.

I let her out and leaned back against the closed door. What had just happened? Was she for real? Was this divine intervention? Perfect timing? Had I found a job without even leaving my apartment, making a phone call, or knocking on a door?

Yes, as it would turn out on Monday morning when I signed the official offer of a job that seemed tailormade for me. It would support my daughter and me for a couple of years until both Melba and I moved on to even better opportunities in our careers — but not until after we had built a friendship that endures to this day.

It was a fateful day. No, not the day I found a job. The day the job found me.

— Carole Harris Barton —
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Out of difficulties grow miracles.

~Jean de La Bruyère



Parkinson’s ravaged my wife Joan’s body for four years. By the end she weighed eighty-five pounds, couldn’t speak or move a limb, and could only communicate by blinking her eyes. She was also in excruciating pain. I called Hospice in to make recommendations on pain control and to aid with Joan’s end care.

As was my habit for the two years of her nursing home residence, I arrived in her room at 9:00 A.M. and greeted her with a kiss. Then I massaged her rigid legs, and sat beside her to read. I had no idea whether she heard me reading to her or not, but I chose to believe she did.

The hospice attendant called me aside to tell me she believed Joan was very near the end and that I should call the children in to see her.

Our three children gathered around their mother’s bed. Hearing their voices bidding their mom goodbye and declaring their love for her gave me a sense of finality — and profound sadness. They tried to be strong for her, but the tears on their faces told the truth.

Mrs. Deaver, the hospice assistant, was reading scripture aloud: II Corinthians 5:17: “Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation; old things have passed away; behold, all things have become new.”

I lay beside Joan on the narrow hospital bed, held her as close as possible, and prayed for the Lord to receive her. My heart was breaking; a significant piece of me for fifty years was about to be taken from me. What would I do? How would I go on without her? I was experiencing total helplessness and gut-wrenching loss.

I noticed there was movement in Joan’s rigid body; she raised both arms upward and was whispering. Mrs. Deaver and I exchanged looks of disbelief because Joan had been paralyzed for six months. But now she seemed to be greeting someone and welcoming that person. Her face glowed with joy.

“Joan, honey, what are you doing? Who is here?” I was stunned.

“I am talking to Jesus. He is here to take me to heaven, but first, I need to talk to you. Please do not interrupt me — just listen.”

I sensed someone had placed me in a surreal suspension of time, place, and dimension; a profound sense of calm enveloped me. The experience was frightening yet beautiful, euphoric. And for the next twenty-five minutes, Joan reviewed our life together. She spoke of the good memories, accomplishments, the challenges we faced together, why she loved me, and what she expected of me after she went home to be with Jesus.

Then–she went home!

“Praise God,” Mrs. Deaver and I declared in unison. We knew we had witnessed a genuine miracle.

I fell on my knees next to Joan’s bed and thanked the Lord for His miracle. What a beautiful end for us both.

— J. Ross Archer —
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Nothing has more strength than dire necessity.

~Euripides



“Hand me that wrench, Tammy.”

I did what my Pappaw Luther said. I was about ten years old, and hunkered down near a car he had jacked up and was working on. A light gray one with a black top.

I didn’t give his mechanic work a second thought. He’d lain under cars before, fixing them, and I’d seen him do it a dozen times. He lay on his back underneath in the gravel, only his head and shoulders visible. The rest of him, from chest down, was under the car.

It was a pretty summer day. Life on my grandparents’ farm was quiet that day, with almost everyone having attended the funeral of a relative. My mother didn’t want to attend, so she volunteered to babysit all the kids — my siblings and cousins. Usually the yard would be full of running, playing, laughing kids.

It was a one-hundred-acre farm, and my pappaw worked on the car in front of his house.

I liked hanging out with my pappaw once in a while. He was a man of few words, but when he talked, he liked to explain how things worked and what he was doing. He was a diesel mechanic and farmer, and could build or fix anything with his hands. I looked up to him and thought he could do anything — invincible.

That’s why my brain was so frozen and stunned when the jack slipped and the car fell straight down onto his chest with a sickening thump.

He couldn’t move, and the only sound was a slight gasp of “Get Dana,” so I ran as fast as I could toward the trailer my mother, sister, and brother lived in.

My mouth opened to scream to my mother as I ran, but no sound would come out. My voice had frozen in my throat.

Finally I reached the door, and I screamed, “The car fell on Pappaw! The car fell on Pappaw!”

My mother and I ran back to the car, and he still lay as he had when I left — trapped under the car on his back.

My mother gripped the bumper of the car and lifted it, urging, “Scoot out! Scoot out!”

Pappaw scooted in the gravel, and my mother scooted the car over and set it back down.

My mother couldn’t have weighed more than 115 pounds.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. At ten, I knew something extraordinary had happened, but, on the other hand, it seemed like a perfectly normal thing for a person to do when a car crushes someone’s chest.

My mother ran to the farmhouse to call an ambulance.

“I don’t want to go to the hospital,” my pappaw said. “With this hole in my sock.”

Well, he did go to the hospital, and the doctors were amazed that he only had some bruises.

“It should have killed him,” the doctor said.

At the time I thought of the incident as amazing, but now as an adult, I believe it was a miracle. Two miracles really. One, that my mom lifted the car and scooted it over. And, two, that Pappaw had only some bruises.

People claim adrenaline, and I don’t doubt that. But the truth of the matter is, not everyone in a state of panic can lift a car, and not every person who has a car fall on his chest survives with just a few bruises.

All I know is that I witnessed firsthand the power of miracles that summer day so long ago.

— Tammy Ruggles —
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Christmas is the day that holds all time together.

~Alexander Smith



His name was Benjamin Adair. His friends knew him as Bud and he owned a truck stop just outside Wickenburg, Arizona, “the dude ranch capital of the world.”

The truck stop included a motel and restaurant. It was actually located in a tiny town called Circle City. Bud had converted the place into a ranch. He had built a corral and kept half a dozen horses in it for his own children and the neighborhood kids to ride.

I met Bud while working as a reporter for the Phoenix Gazette, Phoenix’s former afternoon daily newspaper. Bud was a colorful character who loved to dabble in politics. He never won an election, but he ran for sheriff of Maricopa County, Arizona. and even once tried for the governorship.

Bud loved living in the desert, and he liked his neighbors. Each Christmas he would truck in a towering Christmas tree, decorate it lavishly with bulbs, lights, and ornaments, and invite the neighborhood kids in for a special celebration. The area supermarket managers would provide him with turkeys and Bud would dress himself as Santa and provide everyone who showed up with a plate of hot turkey and trimmings, as well as gifts.

The local news media liked Bud and we gave him ample publicity to make the Christmas party work. But one year it looked like it wasn’t going to happen. Three days before Christmas, Adair called me and said, “We’re not getting our turkey donations this year and I might have to call off the Christmas party.”

I knew the previous year Bud had served turkey dinners to just under 2,000 children and adults. But the supermarkets he dealt with had made some changes in their policy and had placed a hold on any large-scale donations.

“So where do you stand, Bud?” I asked.

“Well, we’ve got the Christmas tree and hundreds of wrapped presents beneath it,” he said. “But no turkeys.”

After hanging up the phone I drove out to Circle City. Bud greeted me with a hot meatloaf dinner — he was famous for his meatloaf — and we sat down to discuss his gloomy prospects. Just as the sun was setting. a large semi pulled onto his parking lot. Steam was hissing from the truck and the driver stepped out and shook his head.

“My air conditioning isn’t working and I’ve got a load of frozen turkeys that are going to spoil,” he said.

Bud looked at me. I looked at him. We smiled.

We did some fast talking for the next hour or so. When we were finished, he called his boss. Then he shook Bud’s hand.

On Christmas morning, Bud served more than 2,000 turkey dinners. He gave each of the kids a wrapped gift. And the truck driver — you guessed it — played Santa Claus.

— Geno Lawrenzi, Jr. —
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When you get to your wit’s end, you will find, God lives there.

~Author Unknown



My husband had been out of work for months. We’d borrowed money from family members for groceries, gas and utilities. Bill collectors were calling every day and treating us as if we were criminals. Stress was eating away at our family.

One day, as I was driving to work, enjoying the silence and the beautiful Vermont spring scenery, I heard a voice. It said, “Turn on the radio.” Weird, but I did it. Then I listened as the voice on the radio told listeners about a contest the local shoe store was having. This was the last day to enter. They were also giving away free pieces of pizza. All you had to do was fill out an entry form and you could win a cruise to Bermuda and $25,000.

I decided to stop at the shoe store on my way home. My son would enjoy the pizza and I would enter the contest.

It was a busy day at work and I ended up forgetting about the shoe store. Then I heard that voice again: “Turn on the radio.” I did, and I heard the same announcement about the contest. I had one hour to get there.

What were the chances that I would hear a voice twice in one day telling me to listen to the radio so that I could hear the same pitch twice? I actually said out loud, “Thank you, God, for the reminder.” Then I drove to pick up my son. He was hot, tired and a bit cranky. He just wanted to go home, but he gave in when I told him about the pizza.

A storm was coming in when we got to the shoe store, and the radio personality who was conducting the contest outside the shoe store was packing up his equipment when we got there. I quickly filled out the form he handed me. Then I drew a cross in the upper right hand corner of the small white square of paper and said a silent prayer.

By that time, the pizza was all gone, my son was disappointed and it had started to rain. We drove home.

That night, as we were all catching up on how our days went, I mentioned what I had done on the way home. My husband was a bit perplexed, as I didn’t normally participate in contests.

I explained about the voice and my family looked at me like I had two heads. I warned them, directing my comment to my husband: “When my name is called tomorrow, I won’t be able to hear it as I will be walking across the street to my job. Would you be able to listen for me and let me know?” He had a funny look on his face and said, “When your name is called?”

I laughed, stunned that I had said that and used the Angels in the Outfield movie quote, “It could happen,” in my defense. I didn’t think any more of it.

My husband didn’t call me the next morning, but a coworker excitedly ran over to me when she got to work and said, “Kris, the radio station just called your name — you won the cruise to Bermuda!”

I was floored. I don’t win things. My life had been hard lately. I get seasick on boats. I didn’t know what I was going to do with the trip. I didn’t know if I was on a timer to call back, so I called the radio station to confirm they actually called my name and sure enough, I won the trip! Because I won for my local station, the station was entering my name into the second contest nationally to win a gift card for $25,000.

I didn’t think any more of it. I didn’t hear any more voices.

Two weeks later I was sitting in a meeting with someone I supervise and the phone rang. During meetings, I typically ignore the phone but I had the sudden urge to pick it up. I apologized. It was the DJ from the radio station. I had won the $25,000 gift card!

My coworker sitting across from me looked at my face and was worried. All I could say over and over was, “Oh my God, Oh my God!” My supervisee was worried something bad had happened and I gave her a thumbs up assuring her it was a good “Oh my God.”

We were able to pay back my family and get the bill collectors off our backs. Stranger things have happened to others, I am sure, but I listened to the voice and was rewarded. I still get goose bumps when I think about this.

— Kristine Benevento —
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When you live your life with an appreciation of coincidences and their meanings, you connect with the underlying field of infinite possibilities.

~Deepak Chopra



We all heard her screaming for help, and the six of us turned to see where the screams were coming from. But that part of the Florida Everglades was so thick with jungle-like vegetation that seeing anything beyond thirty or forty feet was almost impossible.

It was late December 1972. While working with the police in Virginia, right outside of Washington, D.C., I had been attending a law-enforcement training program in Miami with four colleagues, just days after Christmas. We were planning to return to Virginia the next day, right before New Year’s Eve.

But there were loud knocks on our hotel-room doors as the Miami police requested assistance in their recovery efforts due to an Eastern Airlines airplane crashing right into the heart of the nearby alligator-infested waters of the Everglades.

Within minutes, the five of us were dressed and running for the waiting patrol cars of the Miami Police Department. Not long afterward, we were assigned to a large airboat located in a staging area several miles within that endless swamp. The driver quickly started the motor, and the enormous propeller began spinning invisibly in the dark night.

We traveled at breakneck speed in and around countless tributaries, soon arriving at the smoldering wreckage of the enormous airliner. It seemed to cover a very large area of the swamp, perhaps a half-mile across, but it was still dark out and impossible to be sure. There were several fires still burning, and, with our motor turned off, we started to hear the shouts of survivors, some barely clinging to life.

Most of the passengers and crew had tragically perished in that awful crash, but, after almost twenty-four hours of searching, we and countless other airboat police officers had rescued more than sixty people, and we weren’t about to stop looking. Rescue helicopters had been hovering above us for almost the entire time and airlifted countless survivors to area hospitals. But now, as it grew dark again, the numerous helicopters couldn’t safely be flown in and out of the area.

Using our spotlights to see in the dark, we slowly scanned the entire area at one end of that enormous crash site, but we couldn’t find anyone else. The police radio did confirm that a few other survivors had been rescued, and many bodies had been recovered. Our motor was shut off again, and we slowly drifted around in circles, hoping against hope that we would see or hear someone. The only sounds we heard came from countless insects, and we smelled the occasional odor of burning materials. As we approached the thirty-hour mark, and as almost all our cans of gasoline had been used up, we received a call over the police radio to cease our search and return to the staging area. Reluctantly, we did as ordered and were soon speeding back.

But then, when we were more than a mile from the crash site, we heard those screams for help. Her voice was so high-pitched! Our airboat driver instantly shut off the motor, and we drifted to a stop. The six of us turned to see where the screams were coming from. Using the spotlights again, we looked all around but only saw the thick vegetation.

“Hello!” one of my associates shouted, but there was no reply.

Using two oars, we silently drifted around but didn’t hear anything else. Yet we had heard a woman’s frantic cry for help, so someone was obviously alive, and we weren’t about to give up.

“Hello!” the officer shouted again, but there was still nothing.

About twenty minutes later, as we drifted in increasingly large circles with our spotlights shining through the pitch-black darkness of the night, we came upon a tiny, raised mound of earth, almost like a small island no larger than twenty feet in diameter. And it contained one severely bent-over palm tree, the top of it almost touching back down to the water’s edge.

On the upper half of the palm tree’s limb was a young woman, maybe thirty years of age, and her arms were tightly wrapped around the trunk of that tree. Several alligators were in the dark waters close to the base of that tree.

“Help me,” she said in almost a whisper. “Please, help me.”

The driver stayed in the airboat, but two of us were quickly up that tree. While the other three stood underneath, we gently lowered her into their waiting arms. Within minutes, we had her safely in the boat with us as we sped back to the staging area.

We then helped the rescue squad carry her to one of the waiting ambulances.

“Were they still there?” she asked in a quiet voice.

“Was who there?” I replied.

She touched my left forearm and said, “The angels… the ones who put me up in that tree.”

I was stunned, unable to say anything. She smiled at us as they closed the rear doors to the ambulance.

Several days after our New Year’s Eve celebrations back in Virginia, we learned that the young woman had fully recovered and was uninjured, aside from being dehydrated. And I, to this day, believe that, for whatever reasons, she was carried by angels for over a mile from the smoldering wreckage of that airliner and placed safely up in that palm tree. And I also have to believe that the six of us in that airboat were placed there at that exact moment in time. I can’t explain any of it, but I do believe it.

— John Elliott —







[image: Story 9] The Day Nanny Died



We cannot banish dangers, but we can banish fears.

We must not demean life by standing in awe of death.

~David Sarnoff



Nanny’s body barely created a bump in the bed as she lay under the hospital sheets. I stood with my brothers and sisters alongside my mother as we gathered around her bed. The doctor held the do-not-resuscitate order in his hand. Mother was letting her go. Nanny’s body could take no more. For the second time, she was paralyzed by a catastrophic stroke that affected her entire right side. We were there to say goodbye. My mother intended this to be a beautiful moment before she slipped away. But as it turned out, Nanny wasn’t quite ready to go.

Nanny struggled to sit up and speak to my mother. A garbled sound came out. Nanny’s irritation showed as her good hand flew in the air, waving wildly for Mother to move closer. She did. Nanny tried again. But with the right side of her face motionless, nothing she uttered was decipherable. Frustration showed on the left side of her face. She fell back in defeat.

Horrified, I cringed. Only sixteen years old, little things like school and dogs and elevators produced fear and trepidation in me. Withering bodies clawing for life scared me for real. Someone dying was a nightmare I had not encountered. Gillian, our dog, had died. Hit by a car. But he hadn’t struggled. He hadn’t cried.

I glanced around and saw my distress reflected in my siblings’ faces. Death was in the room. I was frightened.

I watched as Nanny’s good hand reached out, like a claw, and grasped my mother’s arm. Mother leaned in as Nanny tried to speak again. A horrible rattle came out. She was drooling. Gone was my lovely, elegant grandmother who had played cards with us and taken us on fantastic cruises. In her place was someone I didn’t know.

I tried not to recoil.

Mother grabbed a tissue and moved to wipe the drool off Nanny’s face.

Suddenly, Nanny’s voice cleared. She sat up, unhindered. All signs of her stroke were gone, but she was still clearly annoyed. She flapped Mother’s tissue away and wiped her mouth herself.

She spoke. “Anita, I need you to listen. I’m trying to tell you where I hid Aunt Bess’s diamond ring.”

My jaw dropped. Now, Nanny was known as a great hider. She stashed dollars in jelly jars, rings in the sofa and her silver tea set under the bathroom sink. Everyone knew that. My mother was quite confident they would never find all the things she had hidden. Mother had spoken of “Nanny’s stash” many times in frustration. She had tried to get Nanny to tell her where things were, but Nanny had always shooed her away, saying she would tell her when she needed to know.

Now, here Nanny sat, lucid and functioning, talking about her hoard. So bizarre. I swear, if Elvis Presley had walked in and serenaded us, I wouldn’t have been more surprised.

My mother was shocked too, her eyebrows raised almost to her hairline. And she hadn’t moved an inch. I watched as the tissue in mother’s hand fluttered to the floor.

“Yes, Mother?” my mother said.

“I’ve placed Aunt Bess’s ring in Gone with the Wind. I hollowed out the book.” Nanny giggled, seeming pleased. “The book is on the third shelf in the library, left side.”

Stunned, Mother nodded.

Nanny’s giggle transformed to an expression of loving impatience as she turned and addressed an empty spot at the end of her bed. “Herman, I am not ready yet. Give me a minute.”

Herman was my grandfather, her husband and the love of her life. He’d died seven years ago, so I was surprised to hear her addressing him. Confused and still flustered, I looked to see if he was standing there. He wasn’t, at least not that I could see, but I couldn’t help but smile. I couldn’t recall a time when Grandpa wasn’t trying to hurry her up. He called Nanny “DD,” short for his “Delayed Darling.” She’d laugh and say she was never late for anything important. An inside joke. Everyone knew the only time she’d ever been on time was the day she married Grandpa. He told her he was not standing before the congregation and waiting for her. So she’d promenaded down the aisle before the flower girls and her bridesmaids, causing gales of laughter from all those who knew her well.

I always hoped to have a marriage like theirs.

Nanny turned back to my mother. “And you found my bracelet?”

Mother nodded again.

“Just a minute,” Nanny said to the end of the bed.

“And the silver coins?” Nanny asked. Her voice had passed bossy and was right on its way to vexed, exasperated and demanding. Nanny shot my mother a look meant to burn. I’d seen that look before. Nanny believed that a quick switch on the butt made children more attentive. I was glad I was not in the hot seat with my mother.

Nanny’s hoard of silver dollars flashed before my eyes. Great memories. Nanny used those coins as gambling money to teach us to count. We played 21, like in Las Vegas. By the time I was six, I could count better than anyone I knew. I loved those coins. I hoped mother had found those. I looked at her in time to see her nod.

Nanny looked relieved.

Nobody spoke. But everybody’s eyes flashed around the room trying to assess if anyone else was seeing this… this… bizarre something we were experiencing.

By the look on everyone’s face, everyone was.

“Good.” Nanny lay back on the bed and closed her eyes. A contented look settled on her face. For a minute, she said nothing. Then she spoke again. “Okay Herman, I’m ready.”

And she died. Right then, that very instant.

Silence. Then wild chatter filled the room as everyone started talking at once. A glint, something like an errant sunbeam, hit the window and caught my eye. It sparkled and then vanished. I wondered for a second, but dismissed the thought.

The doctor alone remained silent.

Finally, my mother turned to him and asked, “Did you see that?” She sounded rattled. “Have you ever seen anything like that before?”

“Yes,” he said, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly. “I see this more often than you’d think.”

I looked back at Nanny, knowing she wasn’t there. I’d watched her life pass to… to… I didn’t know where. But, wherever Nanny and Grandpa had gone, they were together and happy.

Later, as we drove home, I realized one more thing. I was not afraid of death anymore.

— Karen Ekstrom —
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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



In April 1995, my wife Debbie and I headed out with our three-month-old daughter to our favorite camping spot: a clearing on a large cove overlooking rugged beauty and awe-inspiring homes perched on seventy-foot cliffs.

Debbie, an avid reader, was happy to curl up under the majestic oak trees with her books. Our daughter was a delightful baby who truly enjoyed the peaceful, outdoor setting. I spent the mornings and evenings fishing. During the days, we took walks in the woods, swam in the clear, cool water, and enjoyed our idyllic time together. During the evenings, we cooked my day’s catch of fresh fish over an open fire and then lay together in the hammock watching the stars.

As our week neared its end, Debbie decided to take the baby home and give me an extra day alone for a marathon of fishing. We packed up most of our gear, leaving me the bare necessities, and Debbie and Kayla left. I had no idea at the time that it might be the last time I would see them.

I hit the lake before dawn that glorious Sunday morning. The sun was shining brightly, and the fish were plentiful. After a long day of fishing and swimming, I was ready to head back when I noticed hundreds of crappie crashing against the west edge of the cove. I had to have one more shot at them! I started up my outboard motor and headed across the 2,000-foot-wide lake at full speed.

Then I felt something pulling at my leg. I glanced down and saw that my foot was caught between my fishing rod and the line. As I leaned over to free my leg, I hit the tiller handle on the motor, forcing the boat into a sharp turn. The jolt knocked me into the water. The motor was still turned, causing the boat to circle me. I tried to grab the side of the boat as it circled me, but it was moving too fast. I began to feel desperate, realizing that I was at least 1,000 feet from either side of the lake in 100 feet of water with no life jacket.

Suddenly, shockingly, the motor straightened out, and the boat took off down the lake, leaving me stranded. I tried not to panic and prepared to swim for the bank. The wind was blowing briskly, causing small waves to cover my head at times. I was in pretty good shape, but for some reason, I wasn’t making any progress. I could barely move my left leg, and I was desperately out of breath.

About halfway to the bank, I realized I was not going to make it. I was exhausted. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t move my leg. The lake was empty. I slipped under the water, furiously fighting to stay afloat. Suddenly, I had the awful awareness that I could die. I slipped under the water again, praying to God to give me the strength to go on. It was no use. My arms and legs ached to the point that I could no longer move them. I knew it was the end. I said silent goodbyes to my wife and baby daughter and asked God to watch over them.

As I managed to break the surface once more, I was thrilled to see a boat speeding toward me. I was shocked when I realized it was my own boat. For a horrifying moment, I thought that it was coming back to finish me off, but then I saw two men on my boat, waving and shouting. With one last burst of strength, I shouted, “Help me!”

The boat pulled alongside me, and the men lifted me into the boat. I was gasping for breath. As we reached the bank, I finally noticed with horror that my shorts were shredded and barely hanging on my body. Three deep gashes were just below my hip. I realized that when I had fallen into the water and the boat had first circled me, the propeller blades had actually run over me, causing the severe wounds. The frigidness of the lake had kept me from bleeding out.

As we waited for EMS, my rescuers told me how they had come to my aid. George Miller and Grady Walker were construction workers who had been working on a new home on the cliff inside the cove. They had not been scheduled to work that Sunday, but they had chosen to anyway. Taking a break, they’d noticed my boat driving in circles, but they had thought someone was just playing around on the lake. Even after they saw me and realized I was in trouble, they knew they had no way to come to my rescue. That’s when the true miracle occurred. George and Grady heard a crashing sound on the bank below. They looked down and saw that my boat had driven itself onto the shore!

After the boat amazingly straightened out from its spin and headed a quarter-mile down the lake, it made an unexplainable ninety-degree left turn into the country-club harbor, then drove itself past dozens of expensive yachts and pleasure boats without touching any of them, before turning to the left again, and finally crashing onto the bank below where the men were working. It was a miracle!

Taking advantage of this amazing opportunity, George and Grady dropped their tools, ran down the steep bank and hopped onto the boat. Quickly, they pushed it back into the water, hopped on board, and headed straight back for me, saving my life! George said it seemed that someone had been driving the boat. I said, “Yes! God was driving the boat!”

My wife met me at the hospital. She and the doctor were amazed by my experience. The gashes in my leg required nearly sixty stitches. There is no doubt that if the boat had not made its miraculous trip to the shore and the construction workers had not come to my rescue, I would have drowned in the lake.

A few days later, Debbie and I went back to Lake Travis to seek out my rescuers. Again, they told us their version of what had happened, and we all agreed that a miracle had taken place.

About six months later, I received a sad phone call from George’s wife. She told me he had died of pneumonia. She’d found the thank-you note we had given him and called to give me the sad news. I said another prayer, thanking God for extending George Miller’s life, allowing him to save mine before God called him home.

— Michael Evans —
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