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We can only be said to be alive in those moments when our hearts are conscious of our treasures.

~Thornton Wilder



I was driving home from an audition to sing as a church cantor in a local Catholic church. The audition went very well and they had hired me on the spot. I felt blessed.

It wasn’t far to the highway that would take me home. I had a green arrow indicating that I could make a left turn, so I turned toward the entrance ramp. Then, seemingly out of nowhere, a speeding Suburban blew through a red light and plowed into my little Neon. I saw it coming and there was nothing I could do.

Glass shattered around me, the airbags deployed and something heavy pushed against my legs. It was the car’s engine. To make matters worse, the engine was in flames. I frantically tried my door, only to find it was completely caved in. I couldn’t budge it. I’m pretty sure I was screaming by then.

The police came quite quickly and one officer put out the flames with a fire extinguisher. The car was still smoldering under the crushed hood, though, and I could smell gasoline.

When the firefighters and rescue team finally arrived, they couldn’t get the door open either. Flames began spreading out from under the hood again. I was crying now as the firemen scrambled to get something to cut me out. I could see on their faces that things looked rather grim. I kept calling for someone to help me. The adrenaline had started to wear off and I was almost certain that my left ankle was broken.

A man suddenly appeared at the side of my car. I remember he was very handsome and had a comforting smile. He said, “I’ve got you, sweetheart. Hang on.”

Before I knew it, he had opened the door effortlessly and helped me out of the burning wreck. Then he let me lean against him and he guided me to the side of the road, out of harm’s way. The front end of the car was engulfed in flames by then. The firemen rushed over with a foam spray to put out the fire, frantic to rescue me from where I was stuck — except I wasn’t there anymore.

One of the astonished firefighters walked over to where I was sitting. The man who helped me had disappeared so I assumed he had gone back to his own vehicle.

I asked the firefighter if he could thank the man for me. He shook his head, and said, “Lady there was no man. We went for the Jaws of Life to get you out of the car, only to find you sitting on the curb. Lady, we couldn’t open that door. It’s so damaged, the only way to free you was to cut you out.”

I knew I had seen him. That man helped me walk to the curb. I couldn’t have done it myself because I couldn’t even put any weight on my injured foot. I argued with the firefighter: The man who had saved me had been there. I held onto him. He was real. I felt him guiding me out of the car and across the road. I leaned on him when I could not walk.

The fireman responded, “Trust me, Miss, there was no one there. I have no idea how you got out, but I can assure you there was no man.”

I was pretty shaken up, as you can imagine, and as the paramedics came and put me in the ambulance, I insisted that I wanted to thank the kind stranger who had risked his life to save me. I think they just thought I was hysterical from the trauma of the accident.

A few days later, I was hobbling on crutches with a bad sprain. My ankle was not broken and somehow, even with all the glass from the windshield that had splintered around me, I only had superficial cuts on my neck and hands. I had a couple of black eyes from the impact of the airbags, but all in all, I was in pretty good shape, considering the magnitude of the accident. The Suburban that hit my little car was speeding at eighty miles per hour, according to the police.

I had to go to the junkyard to more or less “identify” my car and retrieve whatever items I could salvage from the wreck. Of course the car was totaled. When I saw the extent of the damage, my knees buckled. I could not believe I survived that crash. I looked inside the burnt shell of the car and spotted my purse on the floor, damaged, but salvageable. I took it with me and rifled through it. Inside the charred remains of my purse was a silver Celtic cross that I had never seen before. Not only that, it was a crucifix. Normally, Celtic crosses do not have the body of Christ on them. There was a little heart dangling from it with the Mother of God imprinted on it. It also said, “Erin” on the back, which means Ireland. Now, I am not Irish, but of all the music I love singing, Irish music rates at the top.

I don’t know how that cross got into my purse and I don’t know who my rescuer was. But I keep the cross with me at all times as a reminder that I was protected and blessed many times that fateful day.

— Ria Cantrell —
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Be still, and know that I am God.

~Psalms 46:10



When I was five years old we lived in Brussels. Dad’s work with Pan American World Airways took us to many parts of the world, but for the first six years of my life, we lived in Belgium. Our house was a three-story, brick-fronted place on a little cobblestone street. Entrance into and out of that dead-end street was through an enormous stone archway.

From the windows of our house I could look toward the end of that street, through the archway, to the ever-busy four-lane roadway that lay just beyond. Trolley cars on tracks used to speed to and fro on that road, and the automobile traffic was endless. Under the shadows of the archway was a candy shop run by an elderly couple.

I used to walk to the little shop on my own several times each week, and each time one of the elderly proprietors must have wondered how I had managed to leave my house without being seen by my parents.

One gray and gloomy morning, I snuck out again. Dad was at work at the airport and Mom must have been upstairs doing something. That busy roadway beckoned me. This time I didn’t go to the little shop. Instead, I stood on the curb of that four-lane road, wondering what lay beyond.

I started to run across the road and over the trolley tracks. But I hadn’t looked both ways, and a trolley was speeding down the second set of tracks from the opposite direction. I actually ran right into the side of one of the trolley carriages. The force of the impact threw me backwards several feet, right back onto the first set of tracks I had just crossed and into the path of yet another speeding trolley. I remember seeing the growing red stain on the front of my shirt and the stream of blood as it gushed from my nose. It felt as if my face had been shattered. I also remember looking up to my left and seeing the oncoming trolley’s driver, his face frozen in fear. He couldn’t stop in time.

Just then a strong pair of arms lifted me from the tracks and held me tight, right between the two speeding trolleys, in the middle of those two sets of tracks. The voice was clear and distinct, sounding as if it emanated from the inside of a hollow tunnel, yet somehow soothing and calming, “Be still,” it said, “Be still.” A car slammed on its brakes and came to a screeching halt somewhere on the road behind me. I thought I heard someone shouting something in French in the distance.

Once the trolleys had passed, those arms carried me back to the sidewalk and put me down right at the door of the little candy shop. I looked up to see the man who had saved me, but no one was there. No one was anywhere for at least a full block all the way around. A few pedestrians could be seen walking about a hundred feet away. One of them was pointing at me and whispering to her companion, but that was it. Another female pedestrian started to run in my direction, her arms outstretched, her mouth wide open in a silent scream, the look of shock and utter befuddlement clearly written on her countenance, but she stopped short and stared, unable to fathom what she had just witnessed.

I was stunned and unable to speak. There was no blood at all, not even on my shirt. I touched my face, my nose, felt inside my mouth with my hand. Everything felt normal, with no pain or discomfort of any kind. I opened the door to the candy shop and the little bell tinkled as I walked inside.

The elderly shop owner had his hand over his mouth and his eyes were as wide as saucers. “Comme?” he asked, “How?” He quickly walked around from behind the counter and took my hand. He let me fill a paper bag with as many sweets as I could carry and walked me back to my parents’ house at the end of the street.

I saw him looking up and down the cobblestone road in all directions, as if for an explanation. Tears were running down his face. It was the first time I ever remember seeing a man openly crying. He and my mother spoke for several minutes, and from that moment on my movements were severely restricted. I was never again allowed to venture out onto that four-lane roadway with those two trolley tracks. Then he leaned down and hugged me closely before slowly walking back to his shop under the shadows of the archway.

“How?” the sweet shop owner had asked. The answer is obvious to me. Those strong arms comforted me and that voice said, “Be still.” My injuries disappeared.

I have felt that protection many times in my life, and very probably many more times that I’m not even aware of. That was only the first time that my angel picked me up and saved me.

— John Elliott —
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