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Introduction


Since the beginning of time and throughout all history, people have inspired and upheld one another by sharing their stories of faith, in times of trial and in times of joy. With that same conviction and mission we have gathered literally thousands of true stories from prayerful people around the world to continue this legacy. As you read how God answered their prayers you too will find peace and trust in Him.


These heart-warming, hope-filled stories prove the power of prayer. Some are as stupendous as the parting of the Red Sea and miraculous cures! Others share “Divine coincidences,” the blessings of daily prayer or simple dialogs with God, proving His presence and guidance in our everyday lives. We only have to ask and count on Him, knowing there is no need too great or too small to be entrusted to God. As Corrie Ten Boom, a Christian Holocaust survivor said, “If a care is too small to be turned into a prayer, it is too small to be made into a burden.”


These stories will lift your spirits and nourish your souls. Read them one at a time, alone or in a group. Savor the scripture verse or quotation. Embrace the message. Deepen your faith. Take God’s hand as He guides you on your journey of hope.


~LeAnn Thieman
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Divine Appointments


“They also will answer, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry or thirsty or a stranger or needing clothes or sick or in prison, and did not help you?’ He will reply, ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did not do for one of the least of these, you did not do for me.’”


~Matthew 25:45-45
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Providential Timing


“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, nor are your ways my ways, says the Lord. For as the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways, and my thoughts than your thoughts.”


~Isaiah 55:8-9


On a busy late Friday afternoon at my salon in Tulsa, Sandy the receptionist approached my station. “Emily Childers is on the phone. She needs help.” I gave her the nod and she rolled her eyes. “You’re a glutton for punishment.”


We both knew that call meant an additional two and a half hours added to my workday. Most hairdressers have clients for whom they extend themselves, and Emily was one of mine.


Later, my assistant escorted Emily to the dressing room while I finished a client. She gave me a quick hug as she walked past, and I could see the need as her gray roots with faded honey-blond ends shouted for attention. Soon chattering voices, the ping of timers, whirring blow dryers all faded as the day’s busyness waned and the remaining clients filtered out, leaving Emily and me alone.


I loved visiting with Emily. We always shared our faith and talked God-talk. About ten years my senior, her thoughts that late afternoon meandered down memory lane as she recounted the touching story of a dear friendship from past years.


Emily and Pat’s lives had intertwined in a number of ways. Both were pregnant, Emily with her first child and Pat with her third. They attended First Baptist Church, sang in the choir, and belonged to the same women’s Bible study.


After their Bible study ended one hot summer day in August, the two lingered to chat before heading home. Pat seemed to hold on to their parting moments as she gave Emily a farewell hug. Emily headed for home, but Pat had an errand to run.


“I was standing at the kitchen sink peeling potatoes when I heard the distant scream of an ambulance. An eerie feeling came over me,” Emily said. “Later, our pastor phoned. The siren was for Pat.


“At the hospital, I found many friends and family gathered from the church. I learned Pat’s car had stalled on the railroad tracks and an oncoming train broadsided her.


“The first person on the scene was a man who witnessed the accident and ran over to help. When he searched for identification, he found her Bible and church bulletin in the wreckage. He phoned our pastor immediately.


“We all sat in disbelief,” Emily said. “Yet the most amazing story came from the ambulance attendant who recalled what took place during the transport to the hospital.


“He told us Pat faded in and out of consciousness, but he saw her lips moving as if she were trying to say something. Bending near, he heard her struggling to whisper a prayer, ‘Please God, send a Christian to raise my children and be a good wife to my husband.’


“Pat lost her life that day, and I lost my best friend,” Emily concluded.


A glance at the large round clock on the wall reminded me of the lateness of the hour. The cut hair on the floor, the used tint bowl and brushes in the sink would have to wait. I retrieved my keys and purse from the office, stuffed in the day’s receipts, switched off the lights, and Emily and I left the salon. It had been a long day with a somber ending.


The previous night’s clutter greeted me when I arrived at the salon the next morning. My thoughts were drawn to Emily’s touching story as I began to clean up. The previous night’s sad mood seemed to linger in the air like a mist.


Olivia’s early arrival interrupted my cleaning efforts. As my first client of the day, her bedraggled appearance, crowned with straggling, dark brown hair, begged for a perm and cut. I paused to check her in, and continued with the clean-up. In making conversation, I related last night’s moving story to her.


A shy, pleasant Christian woman, she had shared only glimpses of her own life story in past appointments. Her world revolved around her husband and two children. When I neared the end of Emily’s story, I noticed a decided change in Olivia’s demeanor. Her smile had disappeared. Tears, mingled with black mascara, trickled down her rosy cheeks. I handed her a box of Kleenex and apologized for anything I might have said to distress her.


She wiped her eyes and collected her emotions. “I’ve never heard the part about the prayer before. You see, I married her husband and raised her children.”


~Jeanette Sharp
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Miracle Soup


You may ask me for anything in my name, and I will do it.


~John 14:14


Our five-bedroom ranch house in the suburbs sold in the divorce proceedings. The boat, motor home and cross-country travels disappeared. My Chrysler LeBaron, the only new car I’d ever owned, was replaced with a rundown twenty-year-old clunker, symbolic of my own life — nondescript and nameless. The car soon fell apart, along with the dream I cherished. My bank account took a nosedive. Left with few options, I was forced into an efficiency apartment, which created a large gaping hole in my ego.


I frequently used the ten-minute walk to my barely-able-to-make-ends-meet job to convey my dissatisfaction to God. I wasn’t sure He cared or even if He heard.


One evening at the opening night of a conference held close to my apartment, I bumped into Kathryn. She couldn’t find a hotel room so I offered to let her stay at my place. She agreed to drive me back and forth to work during the day and we’d both attend the evening meetings.


The next morning I readied myself for work. As I approached the door, I felt a heavy presence, like a shepherd’s staff on my chest, blocking my way. With every step it became weightier. “What is happening to me?”


I heard a still small voice say, “I have something else for you to do today. Go to the conference.”


Counting the loss of a day’s wages too costly, I resisted. “How can I not go to work?” My question dissolved into repentance. “Lord, I’m sorry for looking to my paycheck as my source of provision.”


I phoned work, asking for the day off and received it. This time when I walked toward the door there was no restraint.


Kathryn and I quickly found seats in the second row. Before we sat down, Lois and Cindy from New York introduced themselves to us. Behind me sat Pat, from Indiana. Surprised that everyone around me was from other cities, I thought, “Invite them to lunch.”


They all accepted the invitation immediately. When I realized the repercussions of their acceptance, I chuckled. “What will I feed these strangers?”


We ate chicken-broccoli soup left over from the weekend and chatted about family, work, church and life. After lunch, someone suggested we pray.


My own prayer shocked me when I said, “Lord, is there anything You need?”


Someone sang, “I will come and bow down at your feet, Lord Jesus.”


“That’s what I need,” came His response, followed by another instruction. “Just ask.”


We exhausted ourselves with asking, then agreed to rest before the evening service. Lois headed to the door, but turned rather abruptly to face me. “What do you need?” she said.


I searched for words but none surfaced.


“Tell me tonight.” With that she was out the door.


I turned to the others in disbelief, repeating her question. They laughed. “It’s obvious. You need a couch, a car, a better job.”


They knew my needs better than I. I stepped outside to conceal the tears. Pacing back and forth in the parking lot, I asked God, “What do You want me to ask for?”


His response startled me. “Tell her you need a car.”


I tried to gain composure while combating fear. “How can I tell someone I just met I need a car? I only gave her a bowl of leftover soup and you want me to ask for a car?”


I was still asking that question when Kathryn and I walked through the double doors of the 5,000-seat auditorium that evening. Lois saw us walk in and bolted down the aisle. “Do you know what you need?” she commanded insisting I reply.


I spit out the words. “I… I… need… a… car.”


She grabbed my arm, walked me to her front row seat, and turned me to face the judge-like gaze of her three kids and their spouses. “Now, tell them what you need,” she demanded.


I fidgeted, wondering if they would criticize me for answering honestly before sputtering, “I need a car.”


They all howled with laughter!


I swallowed my tears and embarrassment.


“Let me explain,” Lois said. “I didn’t have to bring my car on this trip. In spite of the kids’ opposition, I drove as well.”


Another chimed in. “She told us last night, ‘I’m suppose to give my car to the lady behind me.’”


While I was making soup in Kentucky, Lois was driving from New York. Neither of us knew the Lord was stirring our hearts to obey Him or that He would pour us into each other’s lives.


Handing me the keys to a late model Ford Taurus, Lois beamed, “Next time, you drive to New York, and we’ll have soup at my place.”


~Deborah Howard
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Beautiful Music for Tough Times


Brothers and sisters, pray for us.


~1 Thessalonians 5:25


Several women from our Sunday school class had the privilege of mentoring a group of young mothers who had recently lost their jobs. We met with them one evening a week, teaching them how to manage money, prepare for interviews and dress for success. We discussed proper nutrition and planned weekly menus for their families on a limited budget. The young women understood that the following weeks would be tough. Sacrifices would have to be made.


We went around the room, each sharing creative ways to cut expenses.


“My daughter takes clarinet lessons at school,” one young mom offered. “We rent her instrument from a music store. Last night I had to tell her we could no longer afford her clarinet. Lessons will have to be put on hold, I’m afraid.”


The tissue box resurfaced as Carol’s eyes filled with tears. She quickly dried her cheeks. “I’m all right. I know that if God wants my daughter to make beautiful music, He’ll find a way.”


That evening I started praying for Carol and her daughter.


The next morning I made phone calls to find a warm coat for one of the children. The sweet lady on the other end readily offered one of her daughter’s coats. I was about to hang up when she suddenly cried out, “Wait! I just remembered one more thing. Do you happen to know anyone who could use a clarinet? We have one tucked away in the closet and I feel God has someone in mind for it.”


~Mary Z. Smith
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I Wish


A prayer in its simplest definition is merely a wish turned Godward.


~Phillips Brooks


“What a perfect couple of days.” I stretched out on the bed of the luxurious hotel room for an afternoon nap after another busy morning of sightseeing in New York City.


“Lord, thank you so much for this trip,” I prayed. “We’ve visited so many sites I’ve always wanted to see. I never imagined we would be staying in such a beautiful suite.” A thought niggled at the back of my mind, making me feel ungrateful. “Lord, I wish I could see a Broadway show, but I dare not ask. You have been so generous. Yet I’ve always dreamed of seeing one. It would be the final touch to a perfect trip — the caramel on The Big Apple.”


I didn’t want to ask my husband because tickets are so expensive and Mike probably would have bought them to make me happy. “Surely we’ll make another trip up here in our lifetime,” I told myself. “I’ll get my wish someday.”


With that, I fell into a deep sleep and woke a couple of hours later refreshed and ready to go again.


This trip was a shared birthday gift for my son-in-law and me. We drove up from Virginia in a rented van with my husband, two daughters and grandson. As a special treat my sister and her husband joined us from Tennessee.


We covered most of the city in a couple of days, sometimes squeezing into a subway car and sometimes walking. At least some of the group walked. For physical reasons that prevented our walking great distances, my sister and I rode in wheelchairs pushed by our husbands. This was no small feat. We thought super-crowded sidewalks were the greatest challenge until we discovered what wheel-chairs do in the subway — even with the brakes on. Think: roller coaster/bumper cars.


The afternoon of our nap was our last day there. My sister and brother-in-law had already headed back to Tennessee. One daughter, her husband, and son were going to a baseball game in the evening. My husband, other daughter, and I had no particular plans. We would rest, clean up, and go out to dinner.


We headed out to dinner and turned onto a side street to find our intended restaurant. We walked (or rolled) down Broadway looking at all of the theaters, admiring the marquees.


A clean-cut young man approached us. “Excuse me sir, would you like to have free tickets to a Broadway play tonight? They are $100 tickets.”


“No, thanks,” Mike said as we rolled on by. “I just bet they were free,” he mumbled.


“Nobody would honestly give away $100 tickets,” my daughter agreed.


“They’re probably fake. I’d hate to take them and be turned away at the door,” Mike added.


I thought of my prayer. “But what if they are real? What if we just gave up a Broadway show?”


Our daughter stopped walking. “Maybe he is for real.”


“Okay.” Mike wheeled me around. “Let’s go back and talk to him.”


We made our way back to the young man. “So, what’s the deal with these tickets?” Mike asked.


“There is no deal. They are absolutely free and great seats.” He handed three tickets to Mike. “Do you need more?”


“Yes! Thank you!” Mike exclaimed. “Sorry we brushed you off but it’s hard to believe someone would just give these away.”


“I know,” the young man smiled. “We’re up here with a group of children who have serious illnesses. The tickets were donated for them but they are absolutely exhausted. They’ve had a full day and want to go back to their hotel rooms.” He shrugged. “I’ve been trying to give these tickets away for an hour. No one will take them; they all think I’m crazy.”


We thanked him profusely and rushed to the restaurant. We had just enough time to eat before the performance of Thoroughly Modern Millie.


I couldn’t believe I was sitting in a Broadway play, center section, row ten. It was the experience of a lifetime for me. After the play we walked back to the hotel amid city lights and the excitement of Broadway... amazed that God made the wish that I dared not ask for come true.


~Sandra McGarrity
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Birth Behind Bars


Then I will give them one heart, and I will put a new spirit within them, and take the stony heart out of their flesh...


~Ezekiel 11:19


I was getting ready for bed when the nightly news started. I was startled to hear the television reporter say a woman from a nearby county had been arrested for trying to sell her unborn baby for crack cocaine.


How could a mother even consider such a thing? My mind couldn’t picture any circumstance that could lead a mother to sell her child. But my disgust quickly turned to fear. I turned the volume up. What county jail did they take her to? My heart sank as the camera showed this disheveled pregnant criminal being booked into the jail I would be visiting the next day.


Twenty years before, I’d felt a strong urge to reach out and help young pregnant women in trouble. I’d heard about the birth experience of a girl in county jail who went into labor. She was transported to a hospital but the location was kept secret since it could have been a security risk if street friends or even family discovered where she was. Once in the hospital, the inmate had one leg and arm shackled to the bed, and a guard, whom she had never met, watched as she gave birth. No encouragement, no support, no one to help make sense of what was happening. I wanted these young women to know they were loved and somebody cared about their babies and about them.


Working with our local sheriff, I proposed a program for pregnant inmates. The sheriff correctly complained that these pregnant women should not have made the choices that landed them in jail. But he also realized he had an innocent baby as an inmate, and that baby deserved a chance at a decent birth and maybe even a few hours of bonding with a mother who would be headed back to lockup while the child went home with a relative, or worse.


Years earlier I had taken the first step to prepare myself. I became a certified doula, a woman trained to coach and support a mother before, during, and after childbirth. Next I studied to become a Certified Childbirth Educator so I could help these scared girls prepare for motherhood. Along the way, I developed a team of women who shared my compassion for these women suffering in the shadows of our community.


From our very first day at the jail, the pregnant inmates came. Most were distraught that their babies would be born behind bars and they would only be able to hold them for a few hours or maybe a day. These girls sat in our jail classroom sobbing. They bore the marks of their lifestyles — tattooed and pierced in every place imaginable. But they also had a mother’s heart and begged us to help them and their babies.


We implemented our program and a certified member of our team visited them in jail and began their childbirth education. When the time came for delivery, one of us met them at the hospital and stayed with them the entire time, even if that meant days. And as long as we were with them, it was our hope they wouldn’t be shackled.


Two decades later we have attended more than 600 births. Some of the girls were homeless. Some, barely teenagers. Some were the victims of abuse. And almost all had been abandoned by the people they needed the most. But none of them, not a single one of the hundreds of drug-addicted mothers we had cared for, had ever attempted to trade their unborn child for a rock of crack cocaine. Until now.


I turned the television off and sat on the edge of my bed. How could I possibly love this woman who thought nothing about her baby’s welfare? What would I say that could possibly make any difference? Did she really deserve help?


I bowed my head and said the only thing I could think of, “Lord I don’t know what I will do if I see her. Please help me.”


Early the next morning I packed my teaching materials and headed out to the jail. I tried to convince myself that I was scheduled to teach the child birth class and I probably wouldn’t even see the girl who tried to sell her baby. But she stayed on my mind.


I called a few faithful women who interceded in prayer for us every time we went to the jail. My prayer request, however, had changed from the night before. I asked them to pray that the Lord would somehow give me a heart for this girl, for my heart was hard.


I stepped past the security desk, the heavy metal door slid open, and I walked through. Even after all these years I hadn’t gotten used to the deafening clap of steel behind me as the door slammed and locked.


I made my way to the classroom. The guards did not stop me and tell me about a new prisoner. “Good,” I thought. “She is locked up out of sight and I won’t see her.”


After class I packed up and headed toward the locked exit door.


A guard stopped me. “We locked up a girl last night that was ready to pop and they took her to the hospital. You better hurry.”


I didn’t have to ask. I knew it was her. Yesterday she tried to sell her child. Today that child would be born.


I headed to the hospital, driving and praying as fast as I could. “Lord, I need You, I’m counting on You. Please help me have compassion for this girl. Please love this girl somehow through me.”


I pulled into the first available parking spot, grabbed my nametag and birthing bag and headed for labor and delivery.


Because inmates aren’t allowed to take anything to the hospital, I packed a gown, lotion and baby clothes for a boy or a girl. The nurses recognized me. Even though they seemed appreciative of what I did for these troubled moms, their prejudice was often apparent. Today, I honestly admitted, my racing heart felt the same way.


I opened the hospital room door and the guard recognized me and waved me in. That’s when I saw her. She looked smaller than she appeared on TV. Her hair was matted and snarled on her head. The toil of constant drug abuse was evident on her face. She looked at me with a half smirk and her rotting teeth resembled those of other meth users I’d seen.


I said one last silent prayer and walked toward her. Suddenly it was though everything was in slow motion. In a flash across my mind the Lord simply said, “I can forgive her. Can you?”


It took less than three seconds for me to reach her bedside and in that short distance God worked in my heart. I extended my arms; the girl fell into them and sobbed. My first words to her were, “God forgives any of us who call out to Him. He loves you.”


Her body wracked with sobs as she clung to me.


I stayed right by her side for the entire twenty-hour labor, holding her hand, stroking her hair and helping her breathe with contractions. Then I held her in my arms while she pushed and the armed guard watched. When her baby girl was born, she asked, her voice choking, “Can I rock her? Can I please rock her?”


“Of course you can.”


Though her baby had been born safely, God’s plan wasn’t over. Because I stayed with her and loved her unconditionally for those few days, she trusted me and revealed that she wanted to surrender the baby for adoption. Instead of being sold to another addict, the infant was going to a loving family who had been praying for months for her.


Two days after my arrival, I finally left the hospital, unlocked my car door and slid into the seat. I felt exhausted, hungry, exhilarated and blessed. As I drove out of the parking lot I looked out the wind-shield at a clear blue sky and could only say, “Thank you, God.”


As I drove home I cried harder than I had after any other birth.


~Janice Banther
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Old Faithful


Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire, uttered or unexpressed.


~James Montgomery


“Hey! You!” I half-yelled at a man in the parking lot near Yellowstone’s Old Faithful Lodge. Charmed by a bison rolling on the ground in the distance, he completely missed the one walking past his left shoulder.


When the man turned to look, my skin prickled. “Pay attention,” my inner voice said. “Surprising things are afoot for you too.”


Somehow I knew I was being put on notice.


We’d ridden roughly 370 miles a day on a Harley motorcycle, from Tucson to Yellowstone. The first few hours, because of a minor misunderstanding with a favorite publisher, I prayed for reassurance about the direction of my career as an editor and writing coach. Soon, I surrendered to the rhythm of the ride, the cleansing wind, and the creativity roaring within me in this beauty. How wondrous that Bruce and I could sit, blissfully connected, our helmets just inches apart for hours.


We ventured from the parking lot to the benches by Old Faithful, due to spout any minute. “Mind if we sit here?” Bruce asked a pony-tailed man.


“Go ahead, I don’t bite.”


Bruce loved meeting people on the road, which was a Godsend because I had no desire to talk, preferring to bask in the moment. I didn’t want to be rude, so every once in a while, as Bruce and Mr. Ponytail chatted, I nodded in their direction, catching bits and pieces.


He and his wife were traveling with her mom and dad in their RV. He dedicated his life to helping gang members recover from substance abuse and violence. In fact, he ran a nonprofit called L.O.V.E. Let Our Violence End. He traveled around the country training police officers, judges, and health care professionals on how to interact with gang members. He was traveling now to de-stress and revive.


“Get his card,” I heard in my head.


“What? No!” I protested, staring where I willed Old Faithful to rise. Normally I wanted to get people’s cards. My favorite thing in the world was to write about inspiring people. What if I couldn’t find a market for his story? Or I got too busy with other assignments? I didn’t want to get his hopes up.


Mr. Ponytail kept talking, easy and soft. My senses wouldn’t stop vibrating. His L.O.V.E. programs successfully helped gang members choose peace, again and again. I recalled how one of my best friends was a facilitator in Nonviolent and Compassionate Communication. We’d collaborated on a book about it.


When the geyser erupted, I barely saw it, so distracted was I by the voice in my head. “Get his card, get his card, get his card. This is why you’re here.”


I felt a quickening inside me. How melodramatic, I laughed at myself. The second the geyser died down, I heard myself gush, “I’m a writer. Can I have your card?”


Mr. Ponytail looked dumbstruck. He slapped the bench with one hand. Tears filled his eyes. His face reddened. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” he said. “I’ve been praying for the last two weeks to meet a writer.” He clenched the bridge of his nose between his fingers and shook his head.


My neck flushed.


“That’s what she does!” said Bruce, astonished.


“Everybody’s been telling me I should write a book,” said Mr. Ponytail. “I just started taping my stories, but I’ve felt so lost. I’ll fly wherever you are for a week to tell you my story,” he said. “Whatever it takes.”


Bruce described how I nurtured books into completion. I had no idea he’d been paying such attention.


I almost chuckled. As Bruce and I were thundering on a Harley from Tucson to Mr. Ponytail, God was orchestrating the answer to my prayer… and His.


~Jan Henrikson
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Grandkids for Christmas


The deepest wishes of the heart find expression in secret prayer.


~George E. Rees


I was ten and my little sister was seven, the babies of a family of fourteen. Seven of my siblings had flown the coop, but my brother Wayne was the only one with kids. He and his wife had just been transferred across the country to California. Mama was looking at her first Christmas without little ones in the house. We all prayed she wouldn’t be too sad, yet we suspected she was a bit depressed, though she didn’t let it show.


On Christmas Eve we sat talking about my little nieces, wondering what they were doing. We imagined how empty the next day would be without them ripping open presents from Santa. When we couldn’t stand it any longer, we called and passed the phone around, asked them if they’d been good girls and what they hoped Santa would leave under their tree. Mama busied herself in the kitchen, no doubt praying, as usual.


That’s when our Christmas miracle began. We lived on a busy state highway in south Louisiana, on a section of road called Dead Man’s Curve. The sound of screeching tires and smashing steel was not unusual to us. Many strangers found refuge on our living room couch while waiting for an ambulance, a tow truck or a family member to rescue them. Once a man died in my dad’s arms on our front lawn, after being hit by a car as he walked along that treacherous road. My father, an ordained minister, baptized him there.


As we hung up from talking to our nieces, we heard the familiar sound of tires screeching. We held our breath, then heard an earsplitting crash. We bolted for the front door and rushed to the road. An eighteen-wheeler had plowed into a station wagon holding a young couple and their two little daughters. The truck was on its side in the ditch. The station wagon had crossed the road and a ditch, then landed inches from a row of trees. The truck driver and the young family crawled from the wreckage. Amazingly, no one appeared hurt, but the truck and car were going nowhere except the junkyard.


Someone stopped the traffic. Mom and Dad hustled everyone into the house, called the police and Mama started warming dinner. Next thing I knew the truck driver was gone. I guess someone picked him up. But the family was stranded. They were on their way to Mississippi to spend Christmas with elderly grandparents who were too old to drive and pick them up this late at night.


Within five seconds we all fell in love with the precious girls. The older girl was three just like my older niece, and the baby a few months younger than our little one. Mama rocked the baby to sleep and Daddy read Christmas stories to the girl until she dozed off in his lap. My sister and I offered to sleep on the den floor and give them our beds.


Mama scrounged around in her closet, found some toys, wrapped them and stashed them under the tree. Long after we drifted off to sleep ourselves, Mama’s sewing machine whirred away making a painting smock, a dress and a pinafore for the older girl, a Christmas apron for the mother, and a bonnet for the baby. She wrapped up a handyman how-to book for the daddy and some of her popular homemade cheese straws.


When we woke up, Dad read the Christmas story from the Bible, then the three-year-old placed the figures in the manger, just like we did when we were that age. Everyone was amazed at the presents. The young couple was shocked to find something for them too.


About midday on Christmas, someone came from Mississippi to pick up the little family. We hugged goodbye and thanked each other for the wonderful Christmas we shared.


For many years after that, the family visited regularly every Christmas Eve. When their grandparents died and they no longer traveled to Mississippi, they stayed in touch, sent Christmas cards and even visited every few years. We marveled at how the girls, and later their little brother, grew.


There have been plenty Christmases since then. Now I spend them with my own four kids. There’ve been other miracles too. But I’ll never forget the year God sent my mama grandkids for Christmas.


~Mimi Greenwood Knight
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The Lost Coin


And when she has found it, she calls her friends and neighbors together, saying, “Rejoice with me for I have found the piece which I lost!”


~Luke 15:9


“I’ve got something for you.” I set down my cup of tea to take the thick manila envelope my co-worker held out to me. I tipped out a pile of papers, recognizing one as my son’s official adoption certificate.


“Edie, where… where did you get this?” I gasped.


“At the children’s home.”


“What?”


She smiled at me, the same friendly smile I’d seen for three months as she and I answered phones for Trinity Broadcasting Network, praying for callers.


“Who are you? Are you… are you Ron’s mother?” I almost whispered it.


“No,” she said calmly. “I’m his sister.”


I threw my arms around her. “This is unbelievable!”


We’d adopted Ron in 1958, when he was five. Our daughters loved him and enjoyed teaching their new brother about life on a Colorado ranch. Ron looked enough like me that one teacher accused him of lying when he said he was adopted.


But as he grew older, he asked the questions adopted children often have. “Why didn’t my parents want me? Where are they now? Do I have sisters and brothers somewhere? Can I meet them?”


We’d tried to find his birth family, but the records had been sealed. There was no hope.


“They probably don’t want to know me anyway,” Ron finally said bitterly.


The morning after Edie’s revelation, my husband and I met her for breakfast, carrying family photo albums. Joy in her eyes, Edie laid a handful of photos on the table and I put mine beside them.


Ron’s little-boy pictures matched Edie’s perfectly. His adult pictures resembled Edie’s brothers. We read the reports from the orphan’s home. There was no doubt. Edie really was Ron’s sister.


My husband put his arms around me as I wept. Edie started to cry, too, and I took her hand. “How did you find us?”


“Our family was having trouble, and my parents placed Ron at the children’s home when I was a teenager. The social worker persuaded them to relinquish all rights so Ron would have a real home, with a mother and father. My sister and brothers and I have been praying and searching for Ron for over ten years. We’ve asked and written and phoned and visited the orphan home, but the information was sealed.”


“That’s what Ron was told when he tried to find you,” I told her. “So what did you do?”


“I called the children’s home again,” Edie said. “The woman who answered said they destroy all records after seven years, but she was willing to check the files anyway. When she called me back, she said she’d found the paperwork! I went there and she allowed me to copy everything. I couldn’t believe it when I saw your name on Ron’s adoption certificate.”


“God connected us at work,” I said, “so you could find me… find Ron.”


We decided Ron’s upcoming thirty-second birthday would be the time to introduce him to his long-lost family. This would be the best surprise birthday present ever.


Edie joined our family as we gathered that day. “Listen to this,” Edie said when everyone had arrived. She started to read from Luke 15. “Suppose a woman has ten silver coins and loses one. Does she not light a lamp, sweep the house and search carefully until she finds it? And when she finds it, she calls her friends and neighbors together and says, ‘Rejoice with me; I have found my lost coin!’”


Her unsteady voice continued, “I too lost something very valuable twenty-seven years ago. Today the Lord is restoring that which had been lost to me.”


She put a fat brown envelope in Ron’s hand. He shuffled through the sheaf of papers, stopping at the social worker’s report of his stay at the orphanage. There wasn’t a sound in the room.


“If this is a joke, it’s not funny!” Ron looked around in desperation.


His dad and I smiled encouragingly.


“Are you trying to tell me that you are my sister?” he asked.


“Yes,” Edie said, wrapping her arms around him. “Our father passed away several years ago. Our mother lives in Lakewood, just a few miles from here. You have three older brothers, Vern, Danny, and Richard, and another sister, JoAnn. The family’s waiting at Danny’s house.”


“How far is that?” Ron stammered.


I spoke up. “It’s just behind the nursing home where Grandpa has been the past several years. Every Sunday when we visited him, we were driving by your brother’s house… and we didn’t know it. If it’s okay with you, they’re coming over now.”


When Ron’s brother Danny arrived, he stopped and stared at our daughter Rosanne. “You… your son’s on our son’s baseball team!”


We were astounded to learn more Divine coincidences. When Ron drove a truck years before, he had frequently gone by his sister JoAnn’s home in Albuquerque. And Edie lived within walking distance of Ron’s house.


I started to put out refreshments for the birthday party. I cut the cake, scooped ice cream, and handed plates to all the strangers in my house, strangers who were now my family too.


When Ron’s mother arrived, Ron ran outside to greet her and her husband. He brought them in saying, “Mom and Dad, this is Bernice and Rich, my mother and stepfather.”


We’d all been praying silently, asking for the right words, and those prayers carried us through the momentary awkwardness. I offered them coffee and birthday cake and we sat down to share stories of Ron’s growing-up years.


From the birthday party on, our family activities included both families and their extended families. When Ron had back surgery, we were all there.


“What a wonderful family you have,” a nurse said.


Ron smiled. “You don’t know the half of it.”


~Lucille Rowan Robbins as told to Elsi Dodge
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My Gift from God


The LORD will command His loving kindness in the daytime, and in the night His song shall be with me — A prayer to the God of my life.


~Psalm 42:8


I sat at the stoplight, staring at the sign in front of a small church crowded between a diner and a park-and-ride on a four-lane highway. It was hardly noticeable when driving forty-five miles an hour in a rush to get somewhere. Yet this church had personality. They always posted one-line zingers to get people’s attention. Today it read, “If you feel God is not by your side… guess who moved?”


I sat staring at the sign. It was true. I’d moved. What I didn’t understand was, how did I move? When? I didn’t purposefully walk away. I didn’t say, “That’s it. I’m done.” Yet one day I woke up saying, “Where did He go?”


As my car proceeded through the green light, I decided it was time to have a talk with God. I used to talk to Him all the time. Typically, it was a daily conversation asking for guidance or help. I’d talk about the safety and health of my friends, family, and even strangers. But, that evening as I lay in my bed looking up through the dark, I decided to talk to God about me and only me.


“God, I don’t feel You. Are You still there? I feel so disconnected. It’s like You’re not around anymore. What happened?”


I lay waiting for a magical answer. Silence.


I continued. “Okay, listen. I don’t feel You. I need to know You’re here. So if You could just do something. Do something so I know You are by my side. God, if You are here, give me a gift.”


My immediate response to my own words was, “What kind of stupid thing is that to say? I’m asking God for a gift. A gift, of all things, not a sign, not help, not guidance, but a gift?”


I lay in bed thinking “Yeah, that’s it. Feeling a little disconnected? Ask for stuff!”


I fell asleep feeling even farther away than before.


The next morning I rolled out of bed and headed for the shower. I had a child to get ready for school. I had clients waiting for me. I had yet another networking event that evening. My conversation with God was quickly lost in life.


A few weeks passed.


I stopped at my post office box on my way to the office, grabbed my mail and found a little yellow slip saying I had a package. I went to the counter to pick up my latest software purchase or client package. I looked at the sender’s name. Carmen Cardwell. I didn’t know the name. I checked the address. It was my box number and my name. Feeling a little awkward, I took the package to my car and sat examining it. “Who is Carmen Cardwell? What could this possibly be?” I slowly opened it, praying lightheartedly that it wouldn’t explode.


Inside the box was a purse. A pink purse. Pink was my favorite color. I only had pink purses. All of them were pink. Now I had received a pink purse from someone I didn’t even know. “Who is this person? How does she know me? And why would she send this?”


I noticed a small white envelope inside the box with my name handwritten on it. As I opened the card a small business card fell out: Carmen Cardwell, Life Coach.


It all came rushing back. I’d sat next to Carmen at a seminar the month before. We were both thinking about changing career paths and both excited to learn what our futures held. We’d exchanged information and agreed to keep in touch.


But why? Why would she be sending me a gift after our brief meeting at the seminar?


I opened the tiny card. It read, “Diana, I found this pink purse. I originally bought it for me. But God has placed it in my heart to give it to you.”


I sat, holding my gift from God.


~Diana DeAndrea-Kohn
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Ambulance Calling


Be anxious for nothing, but in everything by prayer and supplication, with thanksgiving, let your requests be made known to God.


~Philippians 4:6


With our blinding lights and ear-piercing sirens my partner and I weave our ambulance in and out of traffic, complaining that the driver in front won’t let us pass.


I re-read our call notes: male patient; conscious, breathing: wife states patient having neck pain for over a year: patient will be sitting in a chair in front yard.


My partner and I agree this sounds like yet another person trying to get a free ride to the hospital, most likely trying to get pain pills.


We pull down the street and I shut off the emergency lights as we see, sure enough, a male subject sitting in a lawn chair in his front yard. We advise our arrival to headquarters and step out of the truck and proceed to the patient. We are approached by his wife who states she is very worried about her husband who has been in unbearable pain for over a year now. She states that he has been to numerous doctors and through countless tests, but still no relief of pain, so tonight he decided to numb the pain with alcohol.


As my partner gathers more information, I begin to assess my patient, getting his blood pressure, medical history, and a strong foul odor of liquor on his breath. We both begin talking to the patient, but get no response. I think, “Is this guy just being stubborn or is he so heavily intoxicated that he can’t answer us?”
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