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Finding My Truth


We do not create our destiny; we participate in its unfolding. Synchronicity works as a catalyst toward the working out of that destiny.


~David Richo, The Power of Coincidence


I’d been seeing a gifted healer named Kathy as part of a holistic approach to treating the symptoms of my traumatic brain injury. She gave counsel and did energy healing. I’d been seeing her monthly for about a year and I always felt better after each session. Then one day, as the session ended, she asked me suddenly, “Could you possibly be adopted?”


I laughed and said, “I don’t know. I have a birth certificate with the names of both parents who raised me on it. However, I have always felt different from everyone else in the family, so I wouldn’t be surprised.”


I had said that to make light of the question. Still, later that night, I decided to call my parents. When I questioned my father, he started stammering, and my mother’s response was odd, too. I began to search for more information. After several frustrating months with no results, I decided to stop searching and “let go and let God.”


Six months later, I was on the phone with Kathy complaining that my mother expected me to go to a three-hour Christmas celebration. I didn’t want to attend, but felt obligated. She reminded me I was “grown” and had been considered an adult for more than thirty years. Then she asked, “What do you want to do?”


I responded, “Sit on an island somewhere.” She encouraged me to do what would make me happy, and she added that if I decided to go to the islands, she would go with me.


I decided to do it, even though Christmas was only a month away and most places were already fully booked. I told my travel agent that I was flexible as long as the flight wasn’t more than three hours, and she said that if I was willing to drive 100 miles to Philadelphia, fly out on Christmas Day and return on New Year’s Eve, she could get us to St. Thomas in the U.S. Virgin Islands.


We set off on our adventure on Christmas Eve, but our first day on St. Thomas was disappointing. The beach near our hotel was small and crowded.


We decided to travel to the other side of the island the next day, and we randomly chose a restaurant in another hotel to have breakfast. The restaurant was practically empty, so we were surprised when the waitress sat two women right beside us.


Soon, we were chatting and sharing stories about how we arrived at this isolated location. We were so engrossed in conversation that an hour passed before we exchanged names. When I handed them my business card, which said Sheila Quarles on it, one of the women stared at it. And then she said, “I had a sister who was adopted by a Quarles family in Washington, D.C.”


I answered, “I’m from D.C.”


She looked at me and said, “I remembered hearing the adults discussing how this family promised to take care of her feet, which needed special attention.”


“I had trouble with my feet and had to wear special shoes,” I answered.


She then said, “We heard she was modeling. We didn’t understand how with her foot problems.”


I told her I had been a model for a department store, and my picture had been in the newspaper. Everyone gasped.


I began to cry. I was sitting next to my biological sister.


She had started looking for me six months earlier because our mother had died, and I was the only missing sibling. She further explained that she actually lived in St. Croix and was visiting her friend on St. Thomas when they decided to try this restaurant.


My sister was returning home that day, and I agreed to go with her to St. Croix. I packed my bags and met her at the small plane that would take us there. She held my hand, and I cried as I looked out the window.


When I arrived at her home, we actually had some of the same items. We had also sent out the same holiday greeting cards. We had so much in common that I felt as though I was home. She called my aunts, sisters, and brothers and told them I had been found.


That year, by deciding to do something very different for Christmas, I set off on a miraculous journey and I discovered my truth. And if you’re wondering what happened to my friend Kathy, who helped to create this miracle, after I met my sister at the breakfast table, Kathy said, “my job is done.” She booked the next flight home. Five years later, I offered to lend my skills to assist Kathy with her business, Inner Journeys, and I’ve been her business partner for ten years now.


~Sheila Quarles
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Warily We Roll Along


I could not have made it this far had there not been angels along the way.


~Della Reese


The ink had barely dried on Joe’s discharge from the Navy when we rolled out of the driveway in Fortuna, California and headed for home sweet home in Philadelphia. This little adventure took place in 1986 when we were driving our old Pontiac LeMans, which was ugly, faded, and lacked both air conditioning and a radio.


At least the old girl was reliable… mostly. We had both chosen to ignore the quirky little hiccup sound that happened occasionally on hills. But after about three hours on the road, still in northern California, we noticed that the odd little engine hiccup had developed into a full-blown cough. The car lurched its way up every hill, teetered at the top, and then wheezed down the other side. Clearly, we weren’t prepared for the streets of San Francisco, let alone a cross-country trip over mountain passes.


In San Francisco, the car did that thing that cars do, behaving perfectly on hills for two different mechanics. With our attempts to repair the car thwarted, we set off again on our trip, pretending not to notice the road rage of the drivers forced to follow us on single-lane mountain passes. To remedy this, we flipped our daily routine and began driving from midnight to daybreak so as to slow down fewer of our fellow travelers.


That kept us out of heavy traffic, but still didn’t solve the problem. Our crippled engine continued to wheeze its way over hill and dale.


One morning, as a huge hill loomed ahead of us, we pulled over to let a peppy little vehicle pass us. Much to our surprise, the driver pulled over behind us.


As he stepped out of his vehicle and headed in our direction, all I could think about was how long it might take the highway patrol to find our bodies.


“Hello,” the driver said with a smile. “Looks like you two are having some car trouble.”


“Just a little,” Joe said. “That’s why we pulled to the side. Sorry for any inconvenience.”


“Don’t worry. I think I can help. My name is Tom.”


Joe got out of the car, and they shook hands.


A few minutes later, Joe stuck his head in the window.


“Annie, have you got a pencil?”


I rooted around in the glove compartment and plucked the stub of a pencil from between the folds of our road map.


“Will this do?”


“Perfect,” he said, and off he went toward Tom, pencil in hand.


Tom grabbed the pencil and shimmied under the car. A few minutes later, he emerged. By this time, I’d joined Joe on the side of the road.


“That should do it,” Tom said.


“Do what?” I asked.


Our new friend explained that the fuel system of a Pontiac LeMans engaged two separate fuel lines. One hose carried gasoline to the engine; the other siphoned off the excess and returned it to the tank. This saved gas when it worked, but the design was flawed. As the car aged, the tubing deteriorated, and the siphon hose wound up extracting most of the fuel needed to fire the engine up a hill. The warmer the engine, the more pronounced the problem.


“I plugged the siphon hose with the pencil. That should take care of the problem,” Tom said.


“You’re a genius!” I exclaimed.


“Not really,” he said. “But I am a retired automotive engineer.”


We wanted to pay Tom, buy him breakfast, walk his dog — something, anything to show our appreciation — but Tom would have none of it.


He just laughed and offered to follow us for a bit to make sure we were okay. After a while, Tom waved as he headed toward the exit, and we tooted our horn in thanks.


Later, Joe told me that while chatting with him, he’d learned that Tom wasn’t just a retired automotive engineer. Tom was part of the original team that designed the Pontiac LeMans, and he knew his way around that engine like a heart surgeon knows his way around a chest cavity. And there he was driving along behind us that morning, realizing that we might be having trouble with hills. What are the odds? The hair on the back of my neck still stands on end when I think of it.


We traveled home without any further worrying. Along the way, we enjoyed the excitement of Las Vegas, the vistas of Yosemite National Park, and the majesty of Mount Rushmore — all because an angel in our path knew exactly what to do with an old pencil stub.


~Annmarie B. Tait
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What Are the Odds?


Coincidences mean you’re on the right path.


~Simon Van Booy


The scheduling desk of the imaging center where I worked as a Nuclear Medicine Technologist hadn’t allotted enough time for my patient’s exam. I could tell the woman was frustrated — she had taken off work for the test — but she remained pleasant as the front-office staff arranged to reschedule her visit. I introduced myself and let her know I would be the one performing her test when she returned. I apologized for the inconvenience, and we made small talk as the receptionist clicked through the calendar looking for the next available time slot.


When the woman was offered an appointment nearly three weeks away, I decided that would not do. I volunteered to open the nuclear-medicine department two hours early the following day. I didn’t want her to have to miss another day of work. She was extremely grateful and left the clinic with a smile.


The next morning, the imaging center was just coming to life as I helped my patient off the exam table following her test.


“I don’t suppose you’d be interested in another job, would you?” she asked, her hopeful tone catching me off-guard.


I’d grown quite fond of my co-workers. I was not, however, fond of the fifty-mile drive to work every day.


She had connections at the city’s military hospitals and told me they were always looking for good people. She handed me her business card and asked me to call her. I thanked her, and she was on her way.


It didn’t take long for me to decide to call the number on that card. Before I knew what was happening, I was scheduled for an interview at a local military base.


Within hours of leaving the interview, I received a phone call. The job was mine if I wanted it. I couldn’t believe my luck! The benefits package was amazing, and my drive would be cut in half, not to mention civil service jobs were highly sought after and extremely hard to come by.


There was a hitch, though. My college degree was in radiology technology, not nuclear medicine, and while I had completed all of the additional training as mandated by the Nuclear Medicine Technology Certification Board, I had never taken the time to actually sit for the test. I would need to successfully complete the Nuclear Medicine exam within a few months of my hire or risk losing my dream job.


I decided to take a chance. I turned in my resignation to my employer and began the application process to sit for my boards. I had two weeks left at my current job, and I wanted to get the test application all tidied up so I could start my new position feeling confident.


There was a lot more paperwork than I had anticipated. I would need to submit an affidavit signed by the radiologist under whom I had performed the majority of my training. He needed to attest to the fact that I had completed the required hours of on-the-job training. Luckily I had done nearly all the training under the watchful eye of one doctor. All I had to do was find him.


I thought it would be easy to find Dr. Smith, but I discovered he no longer worked for the clinic where I had done my training. The company had been bought out by a large corporation, and their human resources department offered me no help in locating him. It was a dead end.


The radiology community is a small one, and I felt pretty confident that I could call around to a few area clinics and find Dr. Smith, or someone who knew where he was currently employed. When I struck out yet again, I turned to the Internet. A Google search of his name and profession turned up nothing. I had exhausted every avenue I could think of. My co-workers, many of whom had tried to help me find the elusive doctor, were as stumped as I was.


If I couldn’t find this man, then I couldn’t sit for my boards. If I couldn’t sit for my boards, then I could say goodbye to the amazing job opportunity that had basically fallen into my lap.


I was becoming increasingly stressed over the situation. I woke up one morning well aware that I only had two days left with my current employer and no hope of getting my test application approved without Dr. Smith’s signature.


There was still one thing I could try. I began to pray: “God, I give up. I’m handing it over to you. I don’t know where Dr. Smith is, but I know that you do. If you could please help me find him, that would be great. If not, I’ll accept that this job was not your will for me.”


I got dressed and made the fifty-mile drive to work. I’d give it one more day before I spoke to my boss about rescinding my resignation. I was at peace with it — mostly — although I would be lying if I said I wasn’t disappointed.


I started the morning QC tests on the equipment and stood in the doorway of the nuclear-medicine suite while I waited. That spot happened to give me a view of the clinic’s long hallway, and that turned out to be very fortunate, because who rounded the corner just then but Dr. Smith! I charged toward him, talking so fast I don’t think he understood me at first. I told him about the events of the last two weeks and how I had been desperately searching for him.


Dr. Smith laughed at my animated account and explained that he was now working for a temp agency for doctors. He told me he had been sent to my clinic to fill in for our staff radiologist.


I returned to my office and picked up the phone to call my husband, Joey. “You’re not going to believe who just walked into the clinic!” I said when he answered.


“Wow, what are the odds of that?” Joey said after I told him the good news.


I hung up the phone and noticed a movement in the doorway. I looked up to find Dr. Smith.


“Melissa, I have to leave.” He handed me a piece of paper. “Here’s my contact info.”


“You’re leaving now? Already?” I asked, confused.


He nodded. Dr. Smith explained that he had driven to the wrong clinic. That day, he was scheduled to work at our south-side location, thirty miles on the other side of town.


What are the odds, indeed?


~Melissa Wootan
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An Unexpected Gift


One does not play the piano with one’s fingers; one plays the piano with one’s mind.


~Glenn Gould


My grandfather married his first wife, Edith, when they were both nineteen years old. When she was twenty-one and heavily pregnant with twin sons, she bent over the oven and her apron caught on fire. She panicked and ran from the house to find my grandfather, who was out working in the fields. By that time, she was engulfed in flames. The babies were stillborn the next day. Although the doctor, my grandfather and their family tended to her in the upstairs bedroom of their farmhouse, Edith died about two weeks later.


Grandpa rarely spoke of Edith. He lived alone in their home for five years before marrying my grandmother and having a family. My father and his siblings knew nothing about their father’s first wife until they were playing one day and ran through the cemetery of a little church located in the middle of their farm. There they happened upon the headstones of Edith and the twins.


That farm became a refuge for me after my father died when I was only five. This year, on his birthday, I was looking for a way to honor and remember him. It was a lovely day, warm and sunny, so I spontaneously decided to drive down to the old farm.


Once I reached the farm, I didn’t quite know what to do with myself. My cousin owns it now, but he and his family weren’t home. I had my two Golden Retrievers with me, and I let them run for a bit in the field behind the church. Then I decided I would visit the old church and graveyard to “look for Edith.”


In all the time I had spent at that farm, I had never looked for Edith’s headstone. I found the boys first — “twin sons of Foster and Edith McDonnell.” Although I had always known it was there, I felt a twinge upon actually seeing it. The larger headstone was just behind the first. Edith Little McDonnell, 1905–1926. A white plastic flower had been placed in front of the stone — the only flower I saw in the cemetery. Apparently, someone else was remembering Edith, too.


I wandered for a while, enjoying the quiet, the sound of the birds, and the fresh air. I could see my cousin’s home where Grandpa’s house had once stood down the hill. I was happy to see that the new home fit in, and by closing my eyes, I could imagine the old farmhouse as it looked all those years ago. I put the dogs back in the car and prepared to leave but decided to walk to the front of the church and look over the hill one more time. Just as I did, a truck pulled in, and the man inside looked at me. I wavered, thinking I should jump in my car and run away, but then decided I had as much business to be there as anybody. So I continued standing on the steps looking out over the view.


The man came over to inquire as to why I was there. I told him I had just been exploring the old cemetery and what I was looking for. His name was Tim, and his interest was caught immediately. He walked back through the cemetery gate with me to see the headstones I had been looking for. I told him who Edith was, and we began to put some pieces together. He had known my aunt and uncle, had grown up nearby, and was lovingly restoring the old church and caring for the cemetery. He invited me in to see the progress he had made inside the old church. The inside of the building looked well cared for. An altar from the late 1800s still stood in its place.


Tim played me a hymn on the old piano in the church. I complimented him, adding that it reminded me of my grandma, who had lived in the old house down the road and used to pound out those hymns on the piano in her living room. That piano had been there when my grandma moved in, as it had belonged to Edith.


Tim turned and looked at me. That moment is frozen in my mind. He said, “I know where that piano is.” I couldn’t believe it. I had not thought about that piano in years.


It seems that when my cousin tore down the old house, he didn’t know what to do with the piano. He knew that Tim loved music, so he put the piano on a forklift and drove over to Tim’s house. Tim did not need the piano, but he refinished it, put on new keys and pads, and tuned it up. Eventually, Tim gave away the piano, and the man to whom it had been given had called him just a few months ago. He said he was moving and asked if Tim wanted the old piano back. He did not, so the man moved, leaving behind the piano for whoever moved in after him.


I couldn’t believe it. The piano from the home I loved was still in existence, in a town about twenty miles away, right next to the one where I live.


I left the old church and headed straight for New Philadelphia, stopping only to drop off the dogs. Tim had said that the house was on High Street, on an alley and close to another old church. We had visited that church just a few months before; I could not believe I had been so close. I found the house and jumped from the car. I went up the steps, feeling a little foolish, not quite sure what I was going to say when I knocked on the door. No one answered, so I began to look around, and I realized the house was still unoccupied. Not knowing what else to do, I returned to my car. A neighbor was outside, so I asked if he knew anything about the owner of the house. He said the church actually owned the house and it was going to be torn down.


I walked over to the church and met the director of music. She knew about the piano. The church had tried to sell it, but the two people who had been interested had decided it was too heavy to move. Now she just wanted to get rid of it.


That piano now sits in my house. After the movers brought it to me, I sat down to play. There was an echo when certain keys were hit, and when I heard that sound, I began to weep. It was the echo of my childhood.


~Sara Conkle
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Home for the Holidays


There’s no place like home.


~Dorothy, The Wizard of Oz


Just after Thanksgiving, I awoke to the sound of footsteps in the kitchen followed by the aroma of freshly brewed coffee. Home from college, my daughter, Carolyn, surprised me with a special birthday celebration beginning with breakfast in bed. On a tray adorned with fresh flowers were my favorites: an omelette, hot coffee, and a homemade muffin, along with handmade cards revealing the day’s events, including “Picking out a Christmas Tree.”


On the way to pick out our tree, I surprised Carolyn and myself by suggesting that we stop at Petco and look at the dogs that were up for adoption. I had been saying that I traveled too much to get a dog, and I was trying to focus on my freelance writing career, but something was nudging me to look anyway. Nevertheless, I confidently announced to Carolyn that we would not be getting a dog that day. We were just looking.


All that changed when I held tiny Ebenezer in my arms. He was a two-year-old Yorkie-Chihuahua mix and he fit perfectly in the crook of my arm as his big brown eyes stared up at me. As I cradled him like a baby and rubbed his tummy, he dozed off, completely oblivious to the chaotic surroundings.


After about twenty minutes of cuddling, I asked the 4 Precious Paws rescue representative, Julie, for more information. She shared Ebenezer’s story, explaining that he had been in a hoarding situation with fifteen other dogs. They lived in a small partitioned area of a patio and, at the time of their rescue, were filthy, flea-infested, and in need of heavy medication for parasites. She added that Ebenezer was a sweet dog with a delightful personality. The more I heard and the longer I held him, the more difficult it was to let him go.


After my questions were answered, I remained curious, asking, “Ebenezer seems like an odd name for this dog, especially since he’s so sweet. He’s definitely no Scrooge.”


“Oh, that was just the name we gave him when we rescued him a couple of weeks ago,” Julie explained. “We gave all the dogs Christmas names. Jingle is right over there.”


“So what was Ebenezer’s original name?” I asked.


“His name,” she said, “was Toto.”


With that, Carolyn broke into a grin and said, “Looks like you found your dog, Mom.” I had recently launched my blog called “Tales of Oz,” inspired by my nickname “Oz” (for my last name — Osborne) as well as The Wizard of Oz.


As I finished the adoption paperwork, I gave Julie my “Tales of Oz” business card, complete with its yellow brick road theme. She smiled and said, “Looks like it’s a match made in heaven.”


And it was.


Since Toto’s arrival, we have enjoyed a smooth transition, and I can’t imagine my life without him. My quiet empty nest is now filled with a new energy as well as occasional barking, and my exercise routine has improved with our mile-long walks each morning. Toto is the inspiration for many of my stories as he sleeps on my lap while I write. He even has his own column in our local newspaper called, “Toto Around Town.” There’s no doubt in my mind that we were destined to meet — not in Kansas, but in Indiana.


And so there is a happy ending for this tiny, lovable dog. Just as Dorothy landed in Oz in her dream, a rescue dog named Toto landed in Oz, too — Oz’s lap, that is.


I’m sure Toto would agree: “There’s no place like home.”


~Julie Osborne
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The Boomerang Bible


Coincidences are spiritual puns.


~G.K. Chesterton


One of my favorite pastimes is shopping at yard sales and flea markets. I never know what kind of treasures I’m going to find, whether it’s toys for my grandkids or a blouse with the price tag still attached. But one memorable summer day, I came home with something better than a bargain — I came home with a miracle.


I was at a popular flea market in my Wisconsin hometown where I was looking for some good deals on books. When I came upon a stall filled with shelves and shelves of books I was in heaven. There were so many — big books, little books, old books, new books — but something guided me to a specific one: a compact book, with a protective cover made from a brown paper grocery bag. I smiled, thinking back to all the schoolbooks I had covered with brown paper bags as a child. It was a fall tradition, sitting at the kitchen table with scissors and tape and the bags my mother had collected all summer.


Both the spine and the front of this book had a cross drawn in red marker. I slipped the brown paper off and admired the black leather cover with “Bible” stamped in gold. It was just like the Bible I had as a parochial school student. Intrigued, I started flipping through the pages. I came to the very first page of the book — a blank page that came before the title page. There, in the shaky cursive writing of a young elementary student, was my maiden name: Judy Torgerson. It took a few seconds to sink in. This didn’t just look like my Bible; this was my Bible!


My amazement quickly gave way to being mystified. Where had my book been for the last thirty or so years? What road had it traveled from parochial school to flea market?


Unfortunately, the bookseller did not have any information for me. I have warm memories of sitting at my school desk, following along as my teacher read us Bible stories. I hope that somewhere in those intervening years, the Bible helped another child’s faith grow the way mine had.


My husband was initially speechless at my find. At most flea markets, he sees me coming with my arms full of finds, ready to check out, and tries to talk me out of buying most of them. But that Bible was one purchase we both agreed on. It was the best deal of my whole life. For just a dime, my Bible was returned to me.


We’ve dubbed it the “Boomerang Bible.” I’m not letting that book out of my sight ever again! It has become a treasured family heirloom and a part of new family traditions. A few years after being reunited with my Bible, my daughter Cassandra was married, and instead of carrying a bouquet of flowers, she carried our special Bible.


~Judy Fleming


[image: image]




[image: Images]


Mistaken Identity


Timing is everything. If it’s meant to happen, it will, at the right time for the right reasons.


~Author Unknown


It was a hot and humid summer Friday, and I was looking forward to the weekend. I had only managed to get one new customer for my parcel delivery service all week; it was one rejection after another.


It was almost 5:00 p.m. but I decided to make one more sales call.


Hmm, a book distribution warehouse. Yes, that would be a good prospect, as they must send out a lot of parcels each week, I thought to myself. I walked along the driveway to the side of an old house that had been converted into an office. I could see their warehouse at the rear. Putting on my brightest smile, I asked to see the dispatch manager, only to be told, “Bob is away sick today. Can you come back Monday?”


I was there Monday at 9. A large truck was blocking the driveway, so I went through the front door instead of going directly to the warehouse.


I was greeted by the receptionist. “Good morning, how can I help you?”


“I’ve come to see Bob in dispatch,” I answered.


“Oh, I’m so sorry, but Bob is still away sick,” she replied. “Perhaps you could speak to our general manager, Claude?”


“Oh, yes, thank you, that would be great.” I waited a few minutes until a charming French gentleman emerged from his office and ushered me in.


“Good morning,” he said in his rather pronounced French accent.


“Good morning to you, bonjour,” I replied with my schoolgirl French, and my brightest smile. I was mentally rehearsing my sales pitch, thinking of all the reasons why Claude’s company should use our superior parcel delivery services.


“Well, thank you for coming. Tell me, what do you like reading?”


This was a bit different, but I guessed publishing types had their own way of doing things. I had adored reading since I was a small child, so I was happy to chat with him about books. “Well, I do like crime and biographies, even some science fiction.”


I was very polite and had always been taught never to interrupt, but I did wonder what this had to do with parcel delivery logistics.


“Where did you go to school?” Oh, well, I thought, I will just humor him for a little longer, and then go for the sales pitch!


“Can you sell?” Well, if you just give me the chance, I will show you our wonderful deal on parcel delivery.


“You know, the book trade is addictive. Once you get that printer’s ink into your blood, it will never let you go.”


Oh dear, where is this all going? When will I get the chance to tell him about our excellent parcel delivery service, great prices, quantity discounts and, of course, my company’s superior reliability? This has to be the strangest sales call I have ever made!


Claude asked me many more questions, and I politely answered all of them.


Still rather confused, and not knowing quite when I should start telling Claude about our wonderful delivery service, he opened his diary and asked me if I could come back Friday morning. I thought, Maybe he is expecting Bob to be back at work by then. Of course, I agreed.


“Second interview!” stated Claude with his lovely French accent.


“Oh, but I didn’t come about a job. I just wanted to talk to you about our parcel delivery service!”


At that moment, Claude and I finally realized that all the while we had completely misunderstood each other.


“Oh, so your name is not Jacquie?”


“No, it’s Fay.”


“Mon Dieu, I am so sorry. I thought you had come for the interview. Please forgive me.”


“Oh, that’s quite alright. I have always loved books and would absolutely love the opportunity to work here.”


And so began my thirty-year career in bookselling and publishing!


Yes, the love of the written word and printer’s ink continue to course through my very being to this day.


Was this meant to be? Yes, I believe it was!


~Fay Peterson
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An Abundant Blessing of Watermelons


Accept the things to which fate binds you, and love the people with whom fate brings you together, but do so with all your heart.


~Marcus Aurelius


I was driving down the highway, in the left lane, when I felt a sudden urge to get off at the next exit. Something told me that I needed to visit my favorite thrift store. When I got this kind of feeling, I almost always discovered a treasure.


As I made my way through the store, I noticed a giant wicker basket that was hidden behind various odds and ends. After some pulling and maneuvering, I was able to extract it and open the lid, finding an abundance of watermelon plasticware. Inside were watermelon plates, cups, sauce containers, pitchers for tea and lemonade, and baskets to hold food or carry dishes. All of this, perhaps more than 100 pieces, was wedged into this gorgeous basket — everything one could need for a picnic.


I had just purchased a lake house and was looking for something quirky and simple for entertaining and this would be perfect. There was no price listed on the basket, so I went off to find a salesperson. I found one who was just returning from lunch, and when she noticed the name badge I was wearing, from a hospice, she started talking. Her mom had been one of our first patients many years ago, and she told me this was a difficult time of year for her because of the upcoming holidays. I let her know that I was a grief counselor, and I had some upcoming programming that dealt with how to cope with the holidays. I invited her to attend. We talked for a little bit longer and settled on a price of ten dollars for the picnic set, and then I made my way back to the car.


On my drive back, I spent some time thinking about everything that had to fall into place in order for all of those connections to be made. For instance, I just happened to be on that side of town, when I could have been anywhere within a fifty-mile radius. Then, I stopped at that particular thrift store and was drawn toward a bottom shelf with a basket that was partially obscured and hidden in the back. And because there was no price tag on the basket, I had to find a salesperson, and she happened to be a person who needed to talk to someone with my expertise. If I hadn’t left on my name badge, she wouldn’t even have known that I could help her.


Smiling, I made my way back to work, content that something amazing had just happened. I was eager to share with my co-workers about how all things are connected and how powerful that connection can be. Little did I know that the story would not end there.


The next morning, I shared the experience with my peers, and I described my treasure — the basket full of watermelon plasticware. And then I noticed a look on my friend’s face — a look that went from surprise and wonder to peace all in one moment. Her mother-in-law had recently passed away, and she and her husband had painstakingly sorted and organized and donated items to the thrift store just that previous weekend. Her husband had grown up with — you guessed it — a giant wicker basket filled with watermelon plasticware, but he figured that someone else could benefit from using it more than they could.


I got chills as I understood what had happened. Because I had listened to that “message from above” — that urge — I was given an unexpected gift that was threefold: an amazing picnic set that was perfect for my new house; a chance encounter with someone who needed to receive grief support, which allowed me to be present for her in her time of sadness; and, lastly, I was able to give a gift to a friend and her husband — the knowledge that his mom’s watermelon set had found a new home and would be cherished by my family for years to come.


~Jenny Filush-Glaze
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Blue Eyes


I have always believed, and I still believe, that whatever good or bad fortune may come our way, we can always give it meaning and transform it into something of value.


~Hermann Hesse


My family and I often feed the homeless in our community. It actually feels more like spending time with friends. We hug them, give them something to eat and drink, and sit and talk with them.


We hadn’t been doing this too long when we met a tall, thin gentleman I refer to as Blue Eyes. His blond hair was turning gray, and his eyes were as bright and piercing blue as the summer sky. Blue Eyes smiled a lot. Even when he was crying, he would smile. He knew that what he was doing on the streets was wrong. His addictions had taken hold of him, and he couldn’t pull away, though he never failed to let us know how thankful he was for us.


Blue Eyes was a business owner at one time, married to a beautiful woman. But his wife got sick, and he used all his money for her treatment. When she died, not only did Blue Eyes lose the love of his life, but he was also out of money. Then his beloved dog passed away. Sometime during all that heartache Blue Eyes turned to drugs and alcohol to numb his pain. His life became a downward spiral, he lost his home, and he ended up on the streets.


On one particular Sunday afternoon, one of the guys he shared the streets with advised us that Blue Eyes was sick and needed help getting a prescription filled. When we mentioned this to Blue Eyes, he put down his head, ashamed to make it seem that he had to ask for help.


We learned that he had esophageal cancer and various other ailments. His prescription would cost sixty dollars — an amount that he didn’t have. We assured him that we would get it filled for him.


Walking away from him that day, I wondered what we had just done. As much as we loved spending time with our homeless friends, the amount of money we were spending on the food and snack bags made our budget tight. We kept on week after week, trusting that God would make sure we had all we needed. But sixty dollars extra for a prescription? I didn’t see how we were going to pull that off. Something told me to just have faith, though.


We went to the pharmacy and dropped off the prescription to be filled. Because we were aware of the addictions among the population we were dealing with, we made sure to discuss the situation with the pharmacist, who confirmed that the medicine was legitimate and not associated with any type of street drug. Then he confirmed the sixty-dollar price.


We left with the confidence that everything would work out. We didn’t know how or when, but we knew that God would see to it that we would be able to afford this prescription when it was ready.


The very next day, walking into work, I saw an envelope on the ground. It was folded in half and looked as though it had been stepped on a dozen times. I kicked it aside, but then I felt guilty for not picking it up, so I turned around and went back to throw it in the garbage.


As I picked it up, I decided to open it. I felt my legs go a bit numb, and I had to lean against the wall when I saw what was inside. There was only one thing in that envelope — a $100 bill.


~Michelle Blan
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Special Delivery


I always interpret coincidences as little clues to our destiny.


~Ann Brashares


My husband and I had been trying to start a family for several years with no luck. It was a difficult time of doctors’ appointments, hormone drugs and injections, acupuncture, waiting, fighting back tears at friends’ baby showers, and a growing sense of hopelessness. We spent far too much time asking the universe and ourselves, “Why?”


Around that same time, my husband visited with a woman at the school where he was being trained in massage therapy. She was known as a highly spiritual person. My husband mentioned our pregnancy difficulties and she smiled reassuringly and told him that she felt certain we would have a baby. But not soon.


When he asked her to explain, she told him she was getting a strong message from my husband’s grandfather, whom we all called Grandpa Mac. He had passed away a few years earlier, and we missed him dearly. She said that quite possibly Grandpa Mac was holding the spirit of a child for us in heaven, and that he would send us this baby’s spirit when he felt we were ready.


Mostly because we needed to laugh so we wouldn’t cry in those days, we joked on and off about this revelation.


First of all, we weren’t sure we believed in this sort of thing. A Greater Power — maybe. But anything else was a stretch.


Secondly, Grandpa Mac had been an all-out jokester. He was the kind of man who would give you an empty box to open, watch for your disappointment, and then lead you outside to see the new car he’d bought you.


Frankly, it would have been just like him to tease us unmercifully — to know that we wanted something so badly and to say, winking, that he was waiting for the right moment to give it to us.


We even laughed (a little bit) when our expensive fertility treatments continued to fail. We’d shake our fists at the sky and say, “Come on, Grandpa Mac! Enough already!”


Eventually, we began to move on and looked into domestic adoption. It was a tough decision in many ways, and I think we grew up a lot as we weighed the decision. After much discussion, we knew we wanted to share the life we’d built together with a child who needed a loving home. It all made sense, and it was so aligned with our values that we were surprised we hadn’t landed on this option much sooner.


During the period of waiting for our birthmother match, attending adoption classes, completing paperwork, raising money, and preparing for the adoption process, Grandpa Mac’s “gift” faded from our minds. But we hadn’t forgotten about him. We even made plans to name our soon-to-be-arriving baby boy after Grandpa’s last name: McIntyre.


The evening we got the call that our son’s birthmother, Amanda, was in labor, we rushed to be there for our son’s arrival. We visited with Amanda, who was incredibly generous to have us there with her in the room.


As Amanda’s labor progressed, a nurse came in to tell us that the birth was imminent, and the doctor on call would be delivering our son soon.


In the minutes before we met the doctor, we all discussed naming the baby McIntyre. We also told Amanda the story of Grandpa Mac. waiting to bestow a baby upon us. We chuckled together at the idea.


Then, the attending doctor walked into Amanda’s room and offered her hand for us all to shake. I glanced at her hospital nametag, caught my breath, and reached for my husband’s arm next to me.


“Hello, I’m Dr. McIntyre,” she said. The name was even spelled exactly the same.


We all stared at her like she was a ghost. Amanda and I exchanged wide-eyed looks that silently screamed, “Did that really just happen?”


Things became a busy blur after that. Our son was born less than fifteen minutes later. Amanda held him first, and then Dr. McIntyre handed my husband and me our sweet baby, his fingers curling around ours.


We’d waited a long time for this gift.


~Kathy Lynn Harris
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Messages from Heaven
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The Love Bugs


Faith is to believe what you do not see; the reward of this faith is to see what you believe.


~Saint Augustine


My husband Joey and I were newly minted empty nesters. Our son Joshua had recently moved into an apartment fifty miles away. And while I was proud that my son was spreading his wings and becoming independent, I couldn’t help feeling sad.


My empty-nest syndrome was compounded by the fact that we had lost Joshua’s only sibling, his sister Kyley, in a car accident. As Joshua’s mother, I felt it was my job to protect him from any unforeseen danger. How could I possibly do that with him living an hour away? When Joshua admitted to being homesick, it further fueled the anxiety I was experiencing.


Sensing I needed to get out of the house, Joey suggested we go out to dinner. Spending more alone time with my husband was the upside to being an empty nester, and I eagerly accepted his invitation.


As we got to the car, Joey said, “Melissa, look!” There was a ladybug on the driver’s door handle. I smiled. We had nicknamed our daughter Kyley-Bug, and ladybugs now provided us a sweet reminder of our girl.


All of a sudden, the ladybug took flight and landed right in the middle of my chest. She stayed for a few seconds before flying over to Joey and landing in the exact same spot on him. And then she was gone.


“Oh, my gosh! That was cool!” I squealed.


“Yeah, it’s like that ladybug went straight to both of our hearts,” Joey added as he cleared his throat, trying to rid his voice of emotion.


As we ate dinner, the conversation inevitably turned to our little red visitor. We’d had several ladybug encounters in the years since Kyley died, but this one felt special, like it had been divinely orchestrated — a sign perhaps? Joey agreed.
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