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Angels love to create synchronicities because each synchronicity produces an illumination point for a soul to connect the dots on life experiences.


~Molly Friedenfeld





It was one of those little libraries that people erect in front of their homes encouraging people to “take a book, leave a book.” Ayla, my eight-year-old daughter, stared, fascinated by this bit of pop-up architecture in our neighborhood.


“How does it work?” she asked.


“Well, it’s pretty simple. First, you take one of your books, bring it here, open the little door, and put it in. Then, you look through the books and pick one to take home.”


Ayla considered this. “So, I bring one of my old books, put it in, and get a new one, right?”


“It’s not exactly a new one. It’s just new to you. The book you pick will have belonged to some other little girl or boy. That’s how it works.”


Ayla scowled, clearly not buying into the whole “leave it, take it” idea.


“What if I can’t find a book that I want?”


“That’s the chance you take.”


“Can I take back my book?”


I was beginning to feel like I was being cross-examined by a very shrewd lawyer-in-waiting. “I suppose you could, but it’s really all about passing on something that’s special to you to someone else so they can experience it, too.”


Ayla didn’t answer, but I could see that she was not impressed with my “dad logic.”


We finished our walk and went our separate ways once we got home. Much later, I realized I hadn’t heard or seen Ayla in a while. I found her in her bedroom, seated on the floor, surrounded by her books. All of them.


“Wow. Opening a bookstore?”


Ayla looked at me and rolled her eyes, a habit she had recently picked up from kindergarten. Or maybe my wife.


“I’m trying to find the right book for the tiny library,” she slowly enunciated as if explaining it to a child.


“How about that one?” I suggested, pointing.


“Daaaaad, that’s my favorite book!”


“Okay, sorry. How about that one?”


Ayla picked up the book, crinkled her nose, and held it at arm’s length. “This one’s stinky. Even you didn’t like it.”


“Oh, yeah. Well, let me know if you decide on one.”


Not much later, I was mowing the lawn and looked up to see Ayla standing on the front porch, holding a book in one hand and a mermaid footstool in the other. She used the footstool in the bathroom when she brushed her teeth.


“What’s with the footstool?”


“I need it to see into the library.”


“I could pick you up.”


Yet another eye roll. “Dad, I want to do it myself.”


I was anxious to see what book Ayla had picked. When we reached the library, she carefully set down the footstool with the smiling mermaid facing out and clambered up.


She opened the glass-pane door slowly, with exquisite care. Then she paused, gazed down at the book in her hand, and slid it inside.


It was her favorite book.


The “take it” part took a long time. Ayla extracted the children’s books one by one and carefully examined them, like a jeweler searching for the perfect stone. At last, she found what she was looking for.


But she needed a second opinion.


“What do you think?” she quietly asked.


The title was Little Stories for Little Girls. While it was old, the illustrations were colorful and enchanting.


“I think you will enjoy listening to it as much as I will enjoy reading it to you.”


“Dad, I know how to read,” she reminded me as she closed the little door on the library and backed down the footstool.


Once home, Ayla retired to her bedroom. When I checked on her a little later, she was sitting on the floor, paging through her newest acquisition.


“I saw the book you put in the little library. Why did you decide on that one?”


“I figured that if every kid left their favorite book, there would be plenty of favorite books to take.”


I nodded my approval. “I’m glad you did that. You found a pretty special book. How’s it shaping up?”


“Great. I have a new friend named Clara.”


“That was my grandmother’s name.”


“I don’t remember her.”


“You never met. Grandma Clara passed away before you were born. Is Clara a character in one of the stories?”


“No, Dad,” Ayla answered matter-of-factly. “She’s my new friend. It was her book. See?”


Ayla handed me her book, opening it to the first page, and I began to read the inscription written in flowery cursive.




Dear Little Girl,


This was my book when I was a little girl. Now, it’s yours. Even though we’ll never meet, we will know each other through these stories. Think of me when you read them.


Your friend,


Clara


Newton, Kansas





“Ummmm, I’d like to show your new book to Mom, okay?”


“Alright, Dad. But hurry.”


My wife’s reaction to the inscription in Ayla’s new book was similar to mine.


“Oh, my! You don’t think…”


“I don’t know what to think. When Grandma Clara moved in with my sister in Wichita, she donated all her belongings to a rummage sale that her church in Newton was sponsoring. Furniture, appliances, even her books.”


“But Newton, Kansas is over a thousand miles away!”


“Sounds crazy, doesn’t it? If only there was some way to check if it was Grandma Clara’s.”


“Handwriting!” my wife exclaimed.


I scoffed at my wife’s suggestion. “Grandma Clara’s been gone a long time, honey. I doubt if she’s going to be sending us a greeting card anytime soon.”


Hands on hips, with a look of defiance (and an eye roll — that’s where my daughter got it!), my wife shot back, “How about your mom’s recipe book, smarty-pants? As I recall, she got it from Grandma Clara, and it’s all handwritten. In cursive, no less.”


The two of us scrambled to the pantry and retrieved the worn, stained recipe book, its broken binders held together with ancient strips of masking tape.


My wife flipped through the pages, clearly familiar with the ancient tome of recipes.


“Here!” she cried in celebration, reading a recipe title aloud. “Clara’s Caramel Cookies!”


With the recipe and inscription side by side, we donned our reading glasses and stared.


“It’s not kind of close or maybe close!” I laughed.


“It’s a perfect match!” my wife squealed.


Ayla suddenly appeared, drawn, no doubt, by our boisterous celebration.


“Can I have my book back now?”


I gently closed the book, in awe of our unbelievable find, and handed it to Ayla.


“Time for one of Clara’s stories,” Ayla quipped. And, with that, she disappeared.


My wife and I stared at each other, still processing the unbelievable thing that had just happened.


“Should we tell her?” my wife asked, breaking the silence.


“Yes,” I sighed, “eventually. But Grandma Clara just reached across the years and a thousand miles to connect with her great-granddaughter for the first time. I think she deserves a little alone time with her.”


“So do I,” my wife agreed. “How about we celebrate?”


“How do we possibly celebrate something so amazingly wonderful?”


“With a batch of Grandma Clara’s Caramel Cookies, of course!”


— Dave Bachmann —
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There is always another layer of awareness, understanding, and delight to be discovered through synchronistic and serendipitous events.


~Hannelie Venucia





An unexpected gust of wind knocked the little plant out of my hands. It was my mother’s last African violet, and now it had shattered on the pavement. I had promised it to Mom’s friend, Gracie, who was ill.


Sitting down on my front steps, I began cleaning up the broken pieces, brushing the remains into the bushes. Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder.


“Don’t worry, dearie. We’ve got this,” a soft female voice said.


Where had she come from? A moment ago, there had not been a single soul near me. The mysterious stranger sat down next to me and, with gentle hands, took the broken plant and continued to collect all the bits of green leaves and a couple of violet petals. Then she carefully placed everything into a bag she carried and placed it in my hands.


I started to explain that my mom had left me the plant when she died. She stopped me, saying, “I know. I know.”


She told me to take it to a little nursery she knew on Preston Road where they were experts on African violets.


“They can save this for you. Gracie will love it.”


“How did you know it’s for Gracie? Do you know her? Are you my guardian angel?” I quipped, puzzled.


I’m not sure, but I think she winked. She got up from the steps and was gone as quickly as she had appeared. It gave me an eerie feeling in a pleasant way.


Gracie had been my mother’s best friend. They were both in their eighties. They had met at a supermarket when Mother was searching for something, and Gracie helped, saying, “Here it is. On the top shelf.”


My mother replied, “Oh, tank you. I never vood have found it.”


Noticing mother’s accent, Gracie asked, “Where are you from?”


“Czechoslovakia.”


Well, that’s all that needed to be said. Gracie’s family was from the same country.


The two women took their groceries to their cars, drove to my house where my mom also lived, and spent the day together eating Mom’s poppy-seed cake and talking all things Czechoslovakian.


After Mom passed away, I kept in touch with Gracie, but not enough. When she was ill, I went to visit her in the hospital. She lay there telling me how she loved my mother’s cooking, spending time with her, etc.


“She had such beautiful plants.”


And that’s how I mentioned to Gracie that my mom had left me seven African violets when she passed away.


“Seven! Goodness gracious, y’all are so lucky.”


What could I say? “Would you like one, Gracie?”


“Oh, I couldn’t,” Gracie replied in her delightful East Texas accent. “But since y’all have so many, why yes! I’d love one. I always loved your mom.”


I didn’t have the heart to tell her that since Mom had died, six of the violets had also died. Not having a green thumb, I had carelessly let them go. Mom had grown plants easily, but I never could. When I realized I had only one plant left, I started taking care of that one seriously, with more love and effort. It was finally thriving, with a few purple petals. And here I was promising it to Gracie.


Although Gracie had been Mom’s close friend, I realized I didn’t know much about her. While visiting her during her illness, I got to know her better. I knew that she was a widow and learned that she had an estranged daughter named Willow, whom she hadn’t seen in years. Gracie’s voice reflected the hurt she felt when she spoke about Willow. But the love in her eyes for her daughter was unmistakable.


I tried to find Willow on social media. My search on her maiden name produced nothing, and even Gracie didn’t know her married name.


Meanwhile, I had a plant to resurrect. I took the plastic bag with all its pieces and went searching for the nursery on Preston Road. Timidly, I walked up to the counter and opened the bag full of scraps. The nursery owner looked at me and said, “The trash is over there.”


I explained it had been an African violet, and I wanted to save it. He said it was too late for that, but why not buy another plant like an iris or tulip? But when I insisted on an African violet, he said, “We don’t have any right now.”


One of his employees overheard us. “I can help you,” she said.


She took me to a work area and examined the remnants of my pathetic plant.


“I am so heartbroken,” I sighed. “It was my mother’s, and I promised it to her friend. But I think it’s gone!”


The kindhearted woman picked up the tiny fragments of green leaves and showed me little roots trying to peek through.


“See these? We can make it work.”


She brought over some soil and a small pot and got to work. She added plant food, rooting solution, and a little water. Soon, I could see a plant emerging. When she brought over another pot, I realized that what I had visualized as one plant, she had seen as two. With loving hands, she had created two enchanting, albeit diminutive, plants.


I stood by watching her work, touched by her expression as she told me how her mother had loved African violets, too.


“Now you’ll have one pretty African violet for your mother’s friend and one for you,” she said when she was done.


I imagined my mom smiling down, happy to know that I did end up with one of her African violets after all.


I was so grateful that my plant had been saved. I paid, thanked the nice lady, and promised to come back soon. Only as I was leaving did I remember to introduce myself. She responded, “It’s my pleasure meeting you, Eva. My name is Willow.”


Could it be? Yes, it was Willow, Gracie’s estranged daughter, now a middle-aged woman. She had straightened out her life and desperately wanted to reconnect with her parents but was ashamed of her chaotic past. She was afraid that her parents could never forgive her for the hurt she had caused them in her youth. Sadly, she didn’t even know her dad had died.


I hugged Willow. We picked up the two African violets and went directly to Gracie. Through tears and laughter, a loving reunion took place. Gracie received the African violet she had wished for and, even better, found her long-lost daughter.


Two weeks later, Gracie took her last breath. Those two weeks were a blessing. The past was buried as forgiveness and love prevailed.


I never again saw the stranger who appeared on my front steps and helped me find the way to Willow. But I do believe she was sent from heaven.


— Eva Carter —
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Life is magical, and the synchronicities continue to fill me with wonder every day!


~Anita Moorjani





The woman several yards away had dyed blond hair, a patterned shawl, a dog on a leash, and a toddler in the stroller beside her. When I approached the park near the edge of our town’s business district, she gave me a friendly nod and struck up a conversation.


“How old is your daughter?”


“Eighteen months,” I replied. Samantha’s birth seemed both near and far, a whirlwind of craziness that still left me breathless. “And your son?”


“Seventeen months. I guess that means they will be in the same grade.”


“Probably.” I smiled at the simple awkwardness of a conversation like this. Since the start of the Covid pandemic, there hadn’t been many. “That’s why we moved here, actually. For the schools.”


“Us, too.” She nodded at her son. “This is Alexander, by the way.”


I cocked my head at the familiar name. Alexander? Hmm… “Well, it’s genuinely nice to meet you. This is Samantha.”


We exchanged a few other comments about parenting toddlers and the weather before I excused us to get to the local bakery. The chat ended with an affirmation that we’d probably see each other again. Our town was small, and while we lived on the edge of Cincinnati, people’s daily lives tended to intersect.


“We should get our kids together,” she added. “Since they are almost the same age, they would probably like it.”


“We should. That sounds great,” I replied just before I walked away.


I got about twenty steps before a strong feeling came over me, heightening every sense in my body and compelling me to turn around.


Don’t let this moment pass. Don’t let her leave. She doesn’t look the same, but maybe…


I called out to her. “I have something I need to ask you.” I angled my stroller in her direction. She was still close enough to hear me shout, “Is that okay?”


“Sure, what is it?”


I moved closer before I got the courage to ask the question building in my mind for almost our entire conversation. “You said your son’s name was Alexander?”


She nodded, closing the space between us with each breath. “Yes.”


“Alexander who was born at thirty weeks?” I blurted. “Alexander who spent two months in the NICU at UC?”


“Oh, my god,” she replied. “Is this little Samantha?”


Eighteen months earlier and a world away from that park, I delivered my daughter Samantha three months early at the end of my twenty-sixth week of pregnancy. Over the course of a few hours on that fateful night, I developed a life-threatening case of preeclampsia, one that went from serious to dire in the span of a few breaths. Doctors at the University of Cincinnati Medical Center delivered Samantha via emergency C-section, convinced that neither of us would live if they didn’t take definitive action. It was the scariest experience of my life. It opened my eyes to the realities of preeclampsia, which kills thousands of women each year and is one of the leading global causes of pre-term birth.


Samantha weighed one pound, ten ounces on the night she was born.


Miraculously, she was healthy. And UC had a Level III Neonatal Intensive Care Unit capable of taking care of Samantha until she was ready for the real world. Our family was right where we should be, cared for by the best doctors in our region. We had more blessings in our life than we could have asked for — even as we grieved an unexpected end to the pregnancy and the mixed emotions that came with an emergency delivery.


One month after Samantha showed up in that NICU, Alexander arrived on a cold December night, the result of pre-term labor that couldn’t be stopped. Nurses placed his incubator next to my daughter. I remembered the pirate stickers on his nameplate and the way he looked so much bigger than Samantha. Those extra four weeks of gestation made a huge difference for him. Alexander was adorable. And, by another miracle, he was healthy, too.


Samantha and Alexander spent the next two months together. They shared the same primary nurse, and I got used to seeing Alex when I visited Sam every day. And while it wasn’t my place to focus on his recovery, I found myself attached to the little boy who lay next to my daughter and kept fighting and growing right alongside her. At night before I went to sleep, I prayed Alex would make it another day and keep walking the tightrope that is the reality of a long NICU stay.


My husband and I ran into Alex’s family several times over those long weeks. Each time, we exchanged pleasantries and words of cautious hope, but the NICU wasn’t exactly the place to strike up a friendship. It was a place to survive. Those pleasant conversations and quick words of encouragement didn’t lend themselves to permanent connection. It’s hard to make friends when you’re just trying to get out of bed every morning and focus on your own child’s critical needs. Still, when Alex left the NICU about ten days before Sam’s discharge, a feeling of sadness and loss tugged at my heart. I didn’t expect to see him ever again, but I hoped he’d have a happy and healthy life.


And now, Alex and his mother stared back at me.


A heady mix of gratitude, heartache, and hope washed over me in the seconds after Joy asked if my daughter was “little Samantha.” Fifteen months is a long time, and for the two of us, those months were even longer. We brought our children home from the hospital just weeks before the pandemic began. Even Joy had changed, dyeing her hair and growing it out since I last saw her. Nothing about being a parent looked the way I expected. Nothing.


“I can’t believe it.” I pulled Joy into one of the deepest hugs that I’d given in fifteen months. “I can’t believe this.”


“Is Samantha okay?” Joy sobbed into my shoulder for a few long minutes, the gravity of the emotion she’d carried equal to mine. “She’s catching up?”


“Yes. And Alex?”


“He’s perfect. Healthy.”


Once we stopped crying, we whipped out our phones and exchanged contact information, promising that we’d get our children together for a playdate. The following week, Joy and Alex showed up at my house for coffee and breakfast. And it didn’t take long for Alex and Sam to show us that, while time had passed, something inside them remained connected. They knew each other in ways few children do, tied together since birth.


Two miracle babies. Two moms. Four lives forever changed by a multitude of blessings, and on the road to healing together.


— Sara Celi —
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Remember that although bodies may pass away, the energy that connects you to a loved one is everlasting and can always be felt when you’re open to receiving it.


~Doreen Virtue, Signs from Above





I was finding it hard to believe that my daughter’s milestone thirtieth birthday was rapidly approaching. It was even harder to wrap my mind around the fact that it had been thirteen years since I lost her in a car accident down the street from my home. Ky was buried on her seventeenth birthday, two days before Christmas.


Knowing I would be facing these days alone for the first time following a difficult divorce, a sympathetic new friend extended an invitation for me to spend five days with her family in Colorado. I arrived at Lisa’s home on December nineteenth and planned to return home to Texas four days later, on Kyley’s thirtieth birthday.


As my time away from home was nearing an end, Lisa suggested we have dinner with some of her extended family. I learned her daughter and son-in-law, Michael, would be joining us. Someone mentioned Michael’s upcoming birthday, which immediately piqued my interest.


“He has a birthday coming up?” I asked. “When?”


“Tomorrow, on the twenty-third,” a family member offered.


I smiled and quickly shared that it was also my daughter’s birthday. The conversation soon turned to other things, but my heart and mind lingered on Kyley. I thought I would have received some type of sign by then — something to reassure me that she was still with me in spirit — but I had received nothing in the days leading up to the anniversary. Tomorrow was a special day: Ky’s birthday. The day I buried my daughter. The day I ceremoniously gave her back to God. I never asked for signs anymore. It had been years since I’d received one, but I wanted a ladybug this year. I needed a ladybug.


When Kyley was a little girl, her grandmother began calling her Kyleybug. Ladybugs had become a sweet reminder of my girl. The family had even taken to calling them “kyleybugs.” Now, as I half-heartedly listened to the excited chatter filling the room, I desperately begged God for a sign.


On the drive to the restaurant, my thoughts returned to my daughter. What would my seventeen-year-old girl look like as a thirty-year-old woman? Would she have children? Be married? Would she have a career? Would she still talk very loudly? Would she make friends with every person she met as she did when she was a teenager? Would we be best friends as I had always planned?


I imagined what our dinner that night might look like if she were there with us, and an incredible longing overtook me.


“Lord, please, I need a kyleybug. I need something… anything. Please, God.”


I felt no sense of peace following my plea. There was no hint of action on God’s part, no calm in my spirit, and nothing suggesting He had anything in the works.


The restaurant was crowded, and by the time our party of eight was finally seated, we were eager to order our food. We sat with our noses buried in the menus, calling out to one another with our meal selections and a chorus of “pass the rolls.” Nobody even noticed, much less looked up, when the young woman approached our table.


“Hi, my name is Kyley, and I’ll be your server tonight.”


I believe she asked for our drink order, but nobody said a word. We all just sat there in stunned silence, staring at the poor girl.


“Umm, is everything okay?” she asked.


“Everything is fine. We just know a very special girl with your same name,” a member of our party answered as all eyes turned to me.


I didn’t get a kyleybug on my daughter’s birthday, but I did get a Kyley. What a wonderful gift indeed.


— Melissa Bender —
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Deeply, I know this, that love triumphs over death. My father continues to be loved, and therefore he remains by my side.


~Jennifer Williamson





My dad passed away last year. Ironically, he passed on Father’s Day. It was as if he had us all gathered one last time, and then he slipped away when no one was watching.


He lived a long, amazing life filled with love, laughter, family, and friendships.


As his health declined, the last couple of months were difficult. At the end, he seemed to slowly fade away. When he finally passed, it was a relief as much as anything that he was at peace and could move on. But the loss was still great.


Every summer, my extended family gathers at the family cottage on Lake Huron in Michigan for a long weekend. This year would be the first gathering of family since the funeral. Nieces, nephews and significant others started arriving on Friday night. We came in carrying armloads of food, drinks and luggage. Claims were quickly made on bedrooms and couches for sleeping.


The following days were spent swimming in the lake, on the boat or riding the Jet Ski. We had our normal cookout for dinner, and then we headed into town for ice cream before coming back and building a bonfire on the beach. Stories were told, and although most were repeats from previous years, nobody seemed to mind. They get better with each re-telling. This year, more than one story was about my dad, and they all ended with laughter, which was entirely appropriate as my dad loved a good story.


On my dad’s summer vacations from college, he worked on the freighters that sail the Great Lakes. He would sit for hours on the deck of the cottage looking out over the lake and watching the freighters pass by. He could spot a freighter on the horizon, way out in the lake, and identify it by its shape. We knew better than to question his knowledge, and soon the freighter would be close enough to see the name with binoculars. Most times, he was right.


I was walking along the beach on the second morning when an odd-shaped rock caught my attention. It was half-buried in the sand, and the waves were obscuring its true shape. I pried it out and discovered it wasn’t a rock at all. It was a brick, well-worn, with one broken corner. I turned it over and was shocked. Stamped into the brick were three letters — FJD — my father’s initials.


I stood there stunned, and turning it over numerous times I looked up to the heavens as if the brick had dropped from the sky to this very spot. I knelt down and washed the brick and then carried it back to the cottage to show the family. Everyone was stunned and speechless. Mom started crying.


We passed around the brick. Each person held it and felt my father’s presence. It was as if my father had once again gathered with us, not wanting to be left out.


Each of us had been dealing with the loss of my father in their own way, and yet the brick was a sign that my father was still with us, watching over us, and always would be. The comfort of that knowledge was immeasurable.


We placed the brick on the fireplace mantel by the window overlooking the lake. We placed the binoculars next to it so my dad could always look out over his beloved lake as the freighters pass by.


— John Danko —
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And, when you want something, all the universe conspires in helping you to achieve it.


~Paulo Coelho, The Alchemist





When I was four years old, my mother sat me down and explained that I’d been adopted when I was a baby. I didn’t quite understand what she was saying, but as I got older, I appreciated how up-front she’d been about my past and our family. This gave me the chance to place a high value on the family that raised me. While I was always curious about my biological parents, I never felt compelled to ask more questions or search for them.


That all changed in my early twenties when I began developing a number of very serious allergies to foods I’d always loved. Doctors provided few details, and most told me to check with my family to determine if there was a pattern of allergies or other immune-system issues to help with figuring out what might be wrong. Not knowing where to turn, I asked my parents to tell me everything they knew about where I came from. Mine was a closed adoption, so they only had very basic information about my birth mother and no information about my birth father.


Searching for more, I met with a counselor at the adoption agency who was able to find copies of the original records that listed redacted information about my birth mother. Finally, I had a few missing pieces to this puzzle. All it really told me was that I’d been born in the same city where I currently resided to a seventeen-year-old who had very little information filled out under the “family medical history” section. Figuring I’d hit a dead end, I thanked the counselor for her help and accepted that my past would forever remain a mystery.


Curious about what other adopted adults do in situations like this, I searched online for adoption forums. This was in the early 2000s, so there weren’t as many options online for finding long-lost relatives, and I had no idea where to look. I stumbled on a forum simply named adoption.com where I saw post after post of adoptees and birth parents searching for one another.


As I looked, panic began to set in, and I had to step away from my computer. Until now, I’d never even considered looking for my birth mother. I’d told myself that she was young, a child herself when she gave me up for adoption, and there was no way she’d consider reconnecting after all this time. And what would I say if she was actually looking for me? “Oh, hi. I’m your birth daughter, I guess. I’m twenty-three now, and life is going okay. I do have a lot of weird new allergies, and my doctors thought it would be helpful to know family medical history stuff, so here I am. How are you?” The anxious thoughts and questions swirled through my mind for the rest of the evening.


The next morning, I dragged myself from bed and went back to the forum. My hands shook as I began typing things into the search box, trying to find any posts about my city or birth date. I came across several from my city and a few baby girls who were born on the same day as me, but nothing seemed relevant.


After spending the rest of the day agonizing, I decided to write my own post. I titled it “Searching for birth mother” and described my birth date, the city, and the small pieces of information I knew from my redacted file. I read and re-read my post before finally taking a deep breath and hitting the submit button. My eyes welled with tears as I saw my listing pop up in the feed, and I stepped away from the computer, certain that I’d just sent a plea into the void.


Telling myself I’d done everything I could, I vowed to avoid checking the forum for the rest of the day. The next morning, I opened the page again and felt my blood run cold as the little envelope on the page blazed in red with a tiny “1” over it. Telling myself to take a breath, I clicked to open the response I’d received on my post, which simply stated: “I think I might be your biological mother,” followed by details about the birth and hospital that matched information I had not included in my original post.


Standing away from the computer, I burst into tears as my head swam with feelings of relief, joy, anguish, and confusion. She told me she’d been looking for me and gave me her e-mail. Only after we finally started talking to one another did she share that the day I posted on the forum was the first time she’d ever been on it. In fact, she was beginning to write her own post when she saw mine pop onto the feed. Without my allergies, I likely wouldn’t have started searching. Without dead ends from my family and the adoption agency, I likely wouldn’t have gone online. And despite there being several adoption forums just like that one, we both found our way there on the same day with the same plan.


Connecting proved to be very powerful. I was able to reconnect with her, my birth father, siblings, and other family members. Lifelong questions have been answered, and we’ve been able to create a relationship I never dreamed was possible.


— Charlie Morrow —
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Don’t grieve. Anything you lose comes round in another form.


~Rumi





I entered the enchanted garden of this hidden backyard oasis and felt the breeze at my back as the sunlight gently warmed my skin. There were spectacular fountains covered in flowering vines, and plants bursting with blooms filled the air with delightful scents. A canopy of towering trees provided shade and surprising comfort, and I felt embraced by the natural wonder all around me.


I felt a calming presence in that middle-of-the-city back yard. It brought a certain grounded feeling to what felt like a surreal morning. Soon, the proceedings would begin, and the finality and weight of the day would be felt by all those assembled there for the memorial gathering for my extraordinary friend, Betty.


The testimonials and stories took my breath away. Many spoke of her magnificent accomplishments, her explorations, adventures, and contributions. Her circle of friends wrapped around many different parts of the community, for Betty was passionate about life. She was a mover and shaker, a doer, a constant student eager to try new things, a motivator, a generous benefactor with an amazing sense of mission, and a gracious grande dame.


After the more formal part of the memorial concluded, we sat down to a buffet of Betty’s favorite foods. The mood was jovial as the guests shared experiences they had with Betty over the years, one more remarkable than the next. I talked about the many opera performances I had attended with Betty.


We had been told to bring something by which to remember Betty in some way. Since I had no idea what to bring, I had gone to the store hoping to be struck with inspiration. Although I had no plan, an amazing synchronicity came about during my shopping expedition. A display of T-shirts beckoned to me with such insistence that I dared not refuse. I began to sift through all the merchandise and magically came across a T-shirt in Betty’s favorite shade of yellow with a design of a lemonade stand on the front. Not only that, it had written under the drawing, “Betty’s Lemonade Stand”!


Why did this matter? Well, lemons were one of Betty’s absolute favorite foods. She began every day with a tall glass of lemon water — an unsweetened lemonade. She had determined it to be her elixir of youth and wellbeing. It was always freshly squeezed with lemons from her own lemon tree or that of her neighbor.


I grabbed the shirt and rushed over to the cashier, eagerly telling her of this remarkable coincidence. The clerk began to check me out but noticed there was no price tag on the garment. She went over to find another one to establish the price, but there was no other T-shirt like it. The clerk even tried calling another store to do a price check, but she was told they had never heard of anything like it.


A supervisor arrived to help. When she heard the story of Betty and her lemons, she threw her arms up in the air and declared, “The shirt is obviously meant to go home with you. It’s yours — no charge!” Betty was clearly in charge.


I arrived at that garden party wearing that special T-shirt bearing witness to the heartwarming miracle that brought it into my life. Betty left this Earth quite suddenly but without suffering. We were told she had been out of town attending the wedding of a family member, had danced with gusto at the party following the ceremony, and had then returned to her hotel room. She apparently collapsed to the floor shortly thereafter and expired. I think she regretted not being able to say farewell to her friends and found a way through that T-shirt to have one last, definitive communication. What a wonderful goodbye and hello all at once!


— Suzanne Weiss Morgen —
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Sons are the anchors of a mother’s life.


~Sophocles





I awoke on July 1, 2021 to find a message on my phone from a dear friend. She was offering comfort, as it was the third anniversary of my son’s memorial service. Her son had been a loyal friend of Nick’s and had read a special scripture at the service.


There are so many hard days when you’re grieving your child, days when it’s even more painfully obvious that your family of four is now only three: the dates that marked the months and years since Nick’s death, such as birthdays and holidays, and the anniversaries of his death itself. I’d let the date of the memorial service slip into the background, so my friend’s reminder was bittersweet.


Later that morning, I received a message from another dear friend. Kathryn wanted to know if we could meet for coffee that afternoon. This was unusual as we normally had to plan our time together days or even weeks in advance. A spontaneous meet-up never happened. But, on this day, when I suddenly needed special comfort, it did.


Kathryn had lost her husband several months before, so our time together was often filled with sharing about our grief and fond memories. Kathryn and I are both artists and writers, and we can spend hours talking about creative endeavors and how emotionally necessary they are for us, especially in grieving. She had even given me a box of art materials at Nick’s memorial service, which launched a season of healing for me. Between our in-person visits, we would message each other words of encouragement or photos of things that we felt were signs from beyond.


A few weeks prior to this particular day Kathryn had sent me a photo of a bracelet she’d found buried in the sand while walking the beach on Anna Maria Island. Kathryn’s parents owned a beach house there, where she would spend days when times were emotionally difficult. The island is also a place where our family had vacationed, both with Nick and after he left us. It was precious to us, especially to my daughter, Anna, who loved that the island shared her name. The bracelet Kathryn found was a leather cord holding a metal bar engraved with “Nick Always.” She’d said she would give the bracelet to me the next time she saw me.


This had to be more than coincidence: a bracelet engraved with my son’s name, found on a beach that is meaningful to both her and my family, and presented to me on the anniversary of Nick’s memorial service where Kathryn had also given me a meaningful gift.


Our meeting went as usual, and she handed me the bracelet as soon as we sat down. I could barely contain my tears at seeing those engraved words. Nick was letting me know he would be there always.


And yet, something didn’t feel right.


The bracelet fit, but it didn’t. It felt out of place on my arm. I wondered if maybe it was from guilt. The bracelet obviously had been a special gift to someone else at some time. Was I supposed to find who it originally belonged to? Was that even possible? Even in this day of internet connectivity, I knew there was no way I could ever track down the original owner. And, despite my discomfort, I couldn’t shake the feeling it had truly been sent by Nick. I just felt that there was more, that it had another purpose.


For a couple of days, I wore the bracelet, wondering what to do. Should I leave it somewhere to be found, as it had been left behind for Kathryn to find? Should I hold on to it and wait for God to lead someone into my life who had lost a Nick of their own?


The answer arrived when my daughter Anna came to me in tears. Grief over the loss of her brother had been weighing heavily on her. She had reached the stage of life that Nick had hit when his life ended, and she was feeling lost and lonely, missing the guidance of her older brother. We talked, and I offered her all the words of comfort and understanding that I could, but she seemed to need something tangible to hold onto.


I took off the bracelet and handed it to her.


“I think this was meant for you, not me,” I said.


She put on the bracelet, and her tears immediately dried. And the uncomfortable feeling I’d been struggling with immediately disappeared. Since that moment, not a day has passed without the bracelet encircling her wrist. All of this had come together to bring Anna a much-needed message: Nick is with her. Always.


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


~Deepak Chopra





“I’ll see you tomorrow here at the nursing home,” I said as I kissed Dad’s forehead. He nodded and mumbled a few unintelligible words.


It had been a long day full of visitors, and I was headed home. Dad had been transferred from the hospital to the nursing home only two days earlier. After a surgery and a brief stay in the intensive care unit, it became obvious that Dad wasn’t going to recover. His congestive heart failure, COPD, and breast cancer had taken a toll. The hospice nurse wasn’t sure how long he had left, but she said it would likely be several days.


When Dad moved into the nursing home, we were all in shock. I stood in the hallway and took a picture of his room number. When communicating with people who wanted to visit or send cards, I wanted to make sure I had the correct information. He was in Room 241.


That evening, a few hours after I left Dad’s room, a nurse called to tell me that Dad was gone. Mom had been with him in his private room, resting on the couch nearby. Everyone was surprised that he had passed so quickly, especially Mom, who was too overwhelmed with emotion to make the phone call.


After Dad died, it was difficult for Mom to live alone, although she was certainly capable of doing so. They had been married forty-eight years. Her biggest complaint was about persistent back pain that never improved despite chiropractic adjustments and massages.


I urged her to go to the doctor and met her there. After a radiologist read her MRI results, Mom was diagnosed with terminal cancer. The scan showed tumors throughout her body and on her spine. I couldn’t believe it. Dad had only been gone five months.


As Mom’s illness progressed, she ultimately left her home and moved into the Hospice House, run by our local hospice agency. Most people don’t ever leave the Hospice House, but she did. Due to Medicare regulations and her health, she had to be transported elsewhere. It broke my heart to move her, especially because she didn’t want to leave that facility.


The hospice social worker recommended a small nursing home in a surrounding community. Unfortunately, the only room available was one that Mom would be required to share with another resident.


Mom didn’t want a roommate. Heck, I wouldn’t either, especially if I were dying. The roommate would likely be a stranger. We needed to find another option quickly.


Later, the social worker called me with an update. “Now there’s an opening at a different nursing home about twenty miles from here. Your mom could have her own room if you wanted to proceed,” she said. It was, without a doubt, the best option for Mom.


I will never forget the nurse at the Hospice House who wrapped Mom in a quilt and kissed her on the cheek as Mom was transported from the facility. I stood there in tears, knowing Mom had the best care in the world. The nurse hugged me, too. What would Mom find at the next location?


I met the hospice social worker in the nursing home’s parking lot as we waited for Mom to arrive. It was a cold winter day. “Have you ever been here before?” she asked. I told her it was the same place where my dad had stayed before he passed away.


“I wasn’t aware of that,” she said, with a surprised look. She smiled at me with her kind eyes. I think she was sorry she had asked.


Eventually, the social worker brought me to Mom’s room on the second floor. It seemed to take forever. I was relieved Mom had gotten there in one piece.


The first day Mom was there, I repositioned her pillows as she struggled to get comfortable. “I think this is the same room where Dad stayed. It seems familiar,” I said, looking around the room.


“No, I don’t think so,” Mom replied.


The nursing home complex was big with multiple buildings on a sprawling campus. Every building had multiple floors. What were the chances my parents would both be in the same room as they transitioned from this world to the next?


I began to doubt it myself until I reached for my phone. I scrolled past dozens of pictures until I finally found what I was looking for. When Dad moved in nine months earlier, I had taken a picture of his room number. He had stayed in Room 241.


I walked into the hallway to take a picture of Mom’s room number. Was I seeing things? I needed photographic evidence. Mom was staying in Room 241, too. Was this a dream? Suddenly, I felt like everything was going to be okay. Peace seemed to wash over me. I don’t really believe in coincidences. This was a sign.


“You’re kidding me!” Mom said, shaking her head.


A few hours later, an employee knocked on the door to see if we needed anything. She was there when Mom moved in. She might have been there when Dad moved in, too. I told her about my parents sharing the same room nine months apart. She looked stunned.


“Oh, my goodness,” she said. “I’m sure we can move your mom to another room. I’m sorry. This is probably upsetting to your family.”


I told her it wasn’t upsetting at all. Instead, it felt like a sign from above. It seemed like Dad was there, too. As crazy as it sounds, there was a sense of peace knowing Mom and Dad would leave this world in the same room. Mom loved this sign of Dad’s presence. She and I felt like Dad had a hand in making it happen somehow.


“Is this a hospice room?” I asked.


“No, not at all,” she said. “We don’t have any rooms designated for hospice patients. This room just happened to be available when your mom needed it.”


I nodded and wiped away a few tears. I was speechless.


Because I was there every day and most evenings, I grew fond of the nursing staff. They treated Mom with great care and concern. They treated me with kindness, too. One evening, I told the nurses on duty that my parents had shared the same room.


“I thought you and your mom looked familiar,” a nurse said. “Now I know why! I was there when your dad died. I felt bad making that call to you. He had just moved in.”


“That was you?” I asked. “It must have been hard for you as well. You handled it beautifully.” We decided that life unfolds in mysterious ways.


Mom lingered in the nursing home for two long weeks. It was the best place for her because Dad seemed to be there, too.


Mom took her last breath on a sunny February morning while I sat at her bedside. She was ready to go. It was finally time for her to leave. I like to think that Dad was waiting for her on the other side after having orchestrated the perfect place for her departure.


— Tyann Sheldon Rouw —
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To her, the name of father was another name for love.


~Fanny Fern





A soft drizzle fell as I pulled into the driveway after my weekly grocery-shopping trip. Usually my husband Tom was my enthusiastic assistant for these shopping excursions; his exuberant personality made even mundane outings an adventure. That morning, however, he had forgone our weekly errand. The older of our two daughters, Molly, was to be married in a few weeks, and he had a to-do list in progress. He was excited about the celebration and determined that it would go off without a hitch, so I left him in peace. Thus, I found myself gathering an armload of bags in the rain and nudging the back door open with my knee.


Tom was seated at his computer desk in the kitchen, wearing headphones. I patted his shoulder as I trudged past with the wet bags. Startled, he turned to look, and then he broke into his twinkling smile and removed his headphones.
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