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It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in ourselves.

~William Shakespeare



Mark:

Everyone knew who I was in Italy — the hero of dozens of Spaghetti Westerns — but something was missing. I was surrounded by people and yet I was alone. I’d been with a lot of women, but it never worked out, and no one made it all the way into my psyche. No one had been a true partner—my other half.

I worked all the time. After two decades of acting, I became a movie producer, partnering with my good friend Roger Corman. I had worked for him as an actor, but now we were producing a film together for the first time, making a female version of Spartacus with two women in the roles played by Tony Curtis and Kirk Douglas. Roger had cast Pam Grier and Julie Ward as the female gladiators, which was fine with me.

But then Roger called me one day and said that he had to replace Julie Ward because she had a scheduling conflict. He had found someone even better: Margaret Markov.

I had never heard of her but he said she was a beautiful, blue-eyed blond actress who had already co-starred with Pam in a film called Black Mama, White Mama that was a big hit in the U.S. That was fine, but I needed an actress who was known in Europe so that we could sell the foreign rights to help finance the film. And to make it worse Roger said that this Margaret Markov was going to cost us $750 per week instead of $500 like Julie Ward. I tried to make Roger pay the whole $250 difference but he insisted that we split it. It was the first film I was producing with him so I decided to go along with it. But I wasn’t happy.

Maggie:

I went over to Rome to shoot the film and I met Mark in the lobby of the hotel. He was a lot older than me but very attractive. He took Pam and me out to dinner and he was pretty annoying, flirting with Pam the whole time.

Mark:

I did it to get Maggie interested in me. I fell for her the moment I saw her. She was tall and stunning, with incredibly long blond hair. And she was so vivacious. That laugh! This girl sure had charisma. But she was only twenty-four and I had just turned forty, although I told her I was thirty-nine. I flirted with Pam to see if that would make me seem more desirable to Maggie, as if I was ignoring her.

Maggie:

That didn’t work at all! He didn’t realize that I hated that kind of game playing. I never planned to have dinner with Mark Damon again after that night. I would just act in the film and move on.

Mark:

I was fascinated. I went back to my apartment and read Margaret’s bio. She was from Pasadena, California and the fifth of ten children. Wow! She had studied acting in Hollywood and had already been in several films, including two that my new partner Roger had produced.

I was already smitten and I couldn’t wait to see her again. I was yearning for a simple, open relationship with somebody relatively sane. She seemed intelligent and sensitive, but refreshingly unsophisticated.

Maggie:

Pam and I started going out to dinner with Mark constantly. When it became clear there was something between us, Pam bowed out and Mark and I went out just the two of us. I guess you could say we were dating then, but when you’re making a film it’s all a bit unreal.

But then something happened that still gives me chills. We were telling each other about our favorite things — books, food, movies. I told Mark that when I was twelve years old I had seen an incredible scene in a movie. I couldn’t remember the name of the movie but I remembered this scene vividly. A man with black hair, green eyes, and an old-fashioned white Victorian-era shirt was walking out of a burning mansion in a cloud of smoke. I had told my mother right then that someday I was going to marry that man.

Mark:

I was stunned. That was me in House of Usher, a film directed by Roger Corman. It was one of my best-known scenes, ever. When I got home after dinner I called Roger and told him about this eerie coincidence. He took full credit, reminding me that he was the one who directed me in Usher, who invited me to produce this new film with him, and who insisted we hire Margaret Markov.

Maggie:

I was already sold on this relationship. But then something else happened. It was a Sunday and we weren’t shooting, so Mark and I were having a picnic in the countryside outside Rome. I was decked out in my “picnic” attire, wearing my hair in braids and a scarf tied around my head. We were walking along and all of a sudden Mark turned white as a ghost.

Mark:

I was speechless. “I swear to you this is not a line,” I said to her. “It’s the truth. I dreamed of you when I was a child. I was seven and I dreamed that I was walking in a forest and a young blond woman appeared next to me with long blond hair in braids and a scarf tied around her head. In my dream, she said, ‘Don’t worry; one day we’ll find each other.’ I dreamed it a few times. It was really important.”

I had never had coincidences like that occur with anyone. And I had never felt like this about a woman.

Maggie:

I was still recovering from my previous relationship so I was a little guarded with Mark, but over the next few weeks we figured things out. I put that relationship in the past where it belonged, and I was ready. Mark said, “Don’t ever leave me,” and I knew I wouldn’t. After all this was the man I picked when I was twelve years old.

I told him, “Let’s make a pact to always tell each other the truth.”

And then Mark looked uncomfortable, and I thought uh-oh. And he said, “I told you I was thirty-nine but I’m really forty.”

Mark:

Six weeks after we met, we flew back to L.A. together and even though my divorce from my previous wife had not come through yet, we declared ourselves married on the plane. And we’ve been together ever since — two children and more than forty years later. She’s still the best thing that ever happened to me. We were clearly meant to find each other.

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

~Marcus Aurelius



My neighbor called me on the morning I had dropped off my husband at the submarine base. This was not the first time he wouldn’t be home for a life-changing event.

When she spoke, her voice trembled. “My daughter went out for the night and left her baby with friends. She hasn’t come back for three days.”

Her daughter had been on and off drugs for years, disappearing and reappearing unpredictably. At times, she was responsible. Other times, she was sucked into an underworld that neither my neighbor nor I could understand.

While I listened to her story, I opened the door to my son’s nursery. Nothing had changed. A bright, rainbow-striped comforter covered the crib mattress, and a stack of flannel baby blankets rested on the dresser. A few diapers sat on the changing table next to a box of wipes that were probably bone-dry by now.

I sat in the rocker, and the soft cushion stirred memories of many nights. If I closed my eyes, I could imagine it hadn’t happened and that he was still in his crib, delight in his bright blue eyes.

Two years earlier, when my son was six and a half months old, at 4:36 in the morning, I awoke from a deep sleep with my heart racing. I dashed to the nursery. I found Daniel, warm and pink in his crib. But when I lifted him, I knew.

I screamed. No one could hear. I was home alone. Every nerve in my body vibrated. This couldn’t be happening. How could this be happening? With fumbling fingers, I called 911. I did baby CPR, each gurgle from his lifeless body a painful shot of hope.

When the EMTs arrived, I pleaded, “Help him. Hurry.” I handed Daniel to them, praying for a miracle as they left. Their sirens blared as their lights sliced the pre-dawn darkness.

A gentle policewoman stayed with me. I couldn’t think. I didn’t know what to do. She prompted me to call someone and get dressed, and then she drove me to the emergency room. I didn’t remember getting there, but I found myself standing at the side of the gurney. Daniel lay there with a blanket over his legs, his tiny chest marred by the round electrodes that couldn’t save him.

I picked him up, his body now cool, a tinge of blue spreading around his eyes and on his fingers. His head lay heavy on my shoulder. I pressed my lips to him and inhaled. His sweet scent — the waning essence of him — lingered in his downy hair and on his silky skin. I willed my life to pass to him as a cry from deep inside me expanded and tore through me, a piece of my soul escaping.

I remember nothing of the next months except that I wanted to die.

My husband tried to comfort me. He sat by my side when violent waves of grief exploded from me without warning. Slowly, I contained my despair in a box in my heart. It rattled and threatened to burst open, but I learned to live again.

However, the nursery door remained closed, until the day my neighbor called.

“I hate to ask, but I need to.” Guilt laced her words. “I need to get the baby. Can I please borrow Daniel’s things?”

Her grandson was younger than Daniel had been when he died, but close enough. My neighbor needed help and I could give it to her. After two years, could I give up the shrine I’d made from his nursery?

Even though I felt glued to the rocking chair, I knew it was time to move forward.

“Sure,” I said. “Whatever you need.”

I stood. The rocker swayed gently as I walked to the nursery door and turned for a last look. This time, I left the door open.

As I waited for my neighbor, I couldn’t help wondering what justice there was in a world where my beloved Daniel, for whom I would have sacrificed anything, slipped silently from life, while babies were born to people who couldn’t take care of them. It was senseless, out of balance.

Several hours later, my neighbor called again.

“I found my daughter. She knows she needs help, not a child. His father can’t take care of him either. They’re going to put him up for adoption — unless you want him.”

“I don’t understand.” Did they want me to take care of him while his mother got her act together?

“They want you to adopt him.”

“But you’re his grandmother. Isn’t that better?”

“No. I’ve only seen him once. I haven’t bonded with him. And if I take him, I’d be his grandma, not his mother. We all agree it’s best for him to have a stable family.”

“They want us to adopt him?” People wait years to adopt, and I was being handed a six-month-old infant.

“Yes. They want him to be yours.”

My heart swelled with love. Then I remembered that there was one enormous problem. By then, my husband was in a submarine somewhere in the depths of the Pacific Ocean. I couldn’t contact him. We wanted to have another baby. Would he agree to adopt?

I had to take the chance. I went to meet David, my son-to-be.

When I entered the front door of the small apartment, David was in a walker, his toes dangling over carpet, his back to me. He turned, and a two-toothed smile broke across his face as he gazed up at me with heart-melting brown eyes. I loved him as immediately and completely as I did my newborn Daniel when I first cradled him against my breast.

A few weeks later, pulsing with anxiety, I met my husband at the pier with David in a stroller. For sailors, coming home from deployment to meet a new child isn’t a rarity, but for my husband who’d only been gone a few weeks, it was a shock.

I explained, “I had to take him.”

“Of course you did.”

I can’t remember what else we said, but he had no hesitation.

As I plowed through piles of adoption paperwork, I uncovered David’s birth certificate.

Electricity shivered up my spine. I ran for a calendar. Could they have told me the wrong age? I counted and recounted.

Daniel died on the day he turned six months and twenty days old.

David was given to me on the day he turned six months and twenty-one days old.

No gap. No overlap.

David may have grown in someone else’s womb, but he was meant to be my son.

— Stephanie Claypool —
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May the miracle you need be just around the corner.

~Vicki Reece



I was in my thirties when I decided to go back to school. After a lot of work, I found the perfect program. It was accredited and had a great reputation. I fell in love with the campus immediately. It was a two-hour drive from my home, but the program was on Saturdays, so I could take two classes every Saturday and graduate in about two years.

I was thrilled to be accepted, and though I knew it would be rough working, being a mom and also a student, I thought I could manage it temporarily. My boss agreed that I could have Saturdays off. Everything was working out.

I started taking classes, and all was well until near the end of the second semester. Unexpectedly, they notified me that they were closing the Saturday program. That meant I could either make the trip twice a week for night school to keep my student loan, or pay the tuition myself and take one class at a time.

It would be nearly impossible with work to take two classes, yet if I took one at a time, it would take much longer. Plus, I didn’t see how I could afford the tuition. My car already had about 150,000 miles on it, so driving 110 miles one way was testing its limits. I doubted it would last long going twice a week in addition to the miles I put on it for work. Besides, I would now have to drive home on the dark interstate. It was dangerous at night, especially with winter coming.

I was overwhelmed. I thought there was no way for me to continue in the program. I had wasted all that time and money. What was I thinking? Me, going to grad school? I must have been out of my mind. I wept and prayed, sad for the debt that I had already incurred, knowing that grad school credits seldom transfer. It was too much to start over.

I prayed for God to give me strength and I decided I would finish the semester since it was too late for a refund. I had built myself up for this, and now all my hopes for a better future were gone. I had been deluding myself that I could do it anyway. I needed to just accept that it wouldn’t work out.

The next week, I was out working as a visiting nurse. I noticed that my watch had stopped; the battery needed to be replaced. Odd, because it seemed like I’d replaced it not long before. Still, a nurse has to have a watch, so I had to get a battery. The jewelry store that I normally used was closed, as it was a Sunday, so I went to a department store thinking maybe the jewelry salesclerk could help me.

On the way in, I passed a colorful cardboard display showing a picture of a car. The sign said: “Win a Car!” My heart began to race. I stopped to read it, sad to learn that the sweepstakes had ended the day before. But the entries were still there in a big, very full cylinder. Although it was past the deadline, I thought I might as well try. I filled out a form and stuffed it into the slot.

A few weeks later, I got a call. I won! And it was a four-wheel drive! Perfect for the snowy drive to school. Still, I was faced with driving that long distance twice a week, which meant that I’d have to leave work early and would get home very late on class nights. This would create problems with my job and family, yet I needed to take two night classes at a time to keep a student loan. I was between the proverbial rock and a hard place.

When the semester ended, I got a call from my advisor. She had a scholarship opportunity that she thought would be perfect for me. I did not have to be full-time or even half-time to get it, and it was renewable each semester. She had recommended me for it if I wanted to accept it. WANTED TO ACCEPT? Of course! I was thrilled.

The scholarship would enable me to complete the program with the flexibility I needed. I graduated with honors, though a bit later than I had planned.

I think about this amazing experience sometimes, and I think that I was meant to finish that program. We never know what course our lives would have taken if we had gone in another direction, but these miraculous events kept me on a path that I would have left otherwise.

— Carol Gaido-Schmidt —
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It was possible that a miracle was not something that happened to you, but rather something that didn’t.

~Jodi Picoult, The Tenth Circle



I had been invited to speak at a women’s conference. I arrived early that morning, and as I was finishing the microphone check a familiar-looking woman entered the auditorium. I learned she was the guest singer for the weekend and, in fact, had attended my college. We talked for a moment, and then the time came for me to start the main session. The opening progressed, and before I knew it, I was finished speaking. Slowly, I walked to a breakout session, deep in thought about how my talk had gone. The hall was empty except for one woman at the far end.

I heard her yell, “Hey, what’s going on here?”

“Shhh,” I motioned to the woman as she approached. She was dressed in jeans with a rip across the knee, a blouse tied at her waist, and a scarf around her head. “Shhh, come in here.” I motioned her into an empty classroom so we could talk.

“It’s a women’s conference,” I answered.

“Oh, wow!” she exclaimed, and then said with a smirk, “I actually came to rob the place.” Just as she made the statement, her right hand went to her back pocket and pulled out a handgun. This was no joke. She had hit the jackpot of 500 women.

I was in shock. I was standing in an empty room with a woman holding a gun at a conference with hundreds of innocent women. My first thought was a prayer: “Lord, help! Send someone to help me.”

Quickly, I went into crisis-counseling mode. I am a trained crisis counselor, and I automatically began to use every skill I had ever learned or practiced.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy, I’m Gwyn. Let’s sit down and talk.” We pulled two folding chairs to face each other.

About the time we sat down, a well-meaning woman poked her head into the room. “I’ll close this door so you two can talk in private.”

Now, I was closed in a room with a woman and a gun. Again, I prayed, “God, send someone to help me.”

The next hour was one of the longest of my life. I did the most intense counseling of my career. I talked with Nancy about her situation, family, and relationship with God. I discovered a desperate woman who wanted her old life back but kept making poor choices. Nancy had already lost custody of her two children. We prayed together for her children and for the day she could reenter their lives. I discovered her most pressing need was twenty dollars for gas. I gave her twenty dollars with the understanding that she would put away the gun and leave the campus without further delay.

Finally, we were ready to head out the door and straight to the parking lot. I knew classes would be dismissing any minute, and many innocent women would be in the hall and on the grounds. The prayer for God to send someone to help me kept repeating in my mind.

As I opened the door, I almost tripped over Karla, the singer from my college. She was sitting on the floor across the door.

“Karla! What are you doing here?” I couldn’t believe she was just sitting there.

“I saw you come in here, and I’m praying for you,” she replied.

“This is Nancy, and she has a gun. She came to rob the place. She’s leaving now. Do you want to walk out with us?” My voice sounded flat and robotic, like it was coming from someone else.

Karla responded in the same flat tone, “Sure.”

We began our walk down three flights of stairs and out of the building. Women were just beginning to trickle out onto the lawn. As we came out of the door, I ran into my youth minister from junior high. We had reconnected when I first moved to Arizona. “Hi, Gwyn, I’ve been looking for you!” Dee exclaimed.

I hugged her and whispered into her ear, “Dee, this woman has a gun. Pray for us and keep walking.”

“Okay, good to see you,” Dee exclaimed cheerfully and kept walking. It seemed God was putting people in my path — in fact, random people from my past. It all seemed so strange, like a dream.

We headed straight to Nancy’s truck. As Karla and I attempted to say goodbye to her, Nancy wanted to show me a tattoo on her leg. She whipped a very long switchblade knife out of the truck and began to cut her jeans at the bottom. My eyes were now glued to the knife, as well as being all too aware of the gun in her back pocket. After she showed me the tattoo, she kissed my cheek goodbye, climbed into her truck, and was gone from my life as quickly as she had entered. I fell into Karla’s open arms.

“Did you see the angel?” Karla asked as she pulled me into a huge hug.

“I vaguely remember a man in a car, but I was busy watching the knife and the gun!” I exclaimed.

“He was in a car right there. His window was down, and he heard everything that was said. He saw the knife, and he watched Nancy get into her truck. He left right after she left. I’m serious; I know he was an angel protecting us. He did not take his eyes off us.”

The people who had been sent to my aid were nothing short of miraculous. I was in the hall at the perfect moment, with the perfect training to help Nancy make the right decision, and to save all of the innocent women from a very traumatic event. I asked God for someone to help me, and he had sent Karla, Dee, and an angel sitting in a car. I was not alone. I had witnessed a miracle that was so crazy it could not have been happenstance. Little did I know that when I called out for help, two old friends and one watchful angel would come to my rescue.

— Gwyn Schneck —
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Reason is our soul’s left hand, Faith her right.

~John Donne



At a hotel in Dansville, New York, my wife Heather and I were relaxing after a fun Labor Day weekend in the Letchworth State Park area. We knew we had an all-day journey home to Pennsylvania the next day, so we were taking it easy after the New York State Festival of Balloons.

Suddenly, the phone interrupted my reading. I didn’t recognize the number but it was from a familiar area code. It might be my aunt Toot, but it might also be a telemarketer.

I picked it up.

The woman at the other end of the line announced her purpose enthusiastically. I froze, except for my left hand, which began to shake uncontrollably from mysterious tremors that had begun four years earlier.

Heather responded to my stunned look. “Is everything okay? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I said, still shaking, as the woman continued to talk. For the life of me, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.



This story had begun in April 2015 when Heather and I traveled to Las Vegas to celebrate her fortieth birthday. We were going to gamble, see Jeff Dunham, and drive the Extraterrestrial Highway, as well as visit friends and hike in some canyons. It was going to be a vacation for the ages.

Nevertheless, fate doomed our trip from the start. When we processed through airline security, the TSA agents detected metal lunch utensils in my carry-on bag.

“Mr. Glass, we need you to come here.” And there went my butter knife.

The bad news continued with a shaky plane ride. This caused Heather to get sick. After sleeping it off, she felt better, but her birthday was still a recovery day, even if we spent it at Hoover Dam and the Las Vegas Strip.

The second day was also rough, but we set out to complete a five-mile round-trip adventure to Ice Box Canyon. There, we would venture to a nearly dry waterfall. The heat and exposure were brutal in the beginning but by the end it was a difficult but shaded boulder climb.

To escape the canyon’s clutches, we had to retrace our steps over the rock canyon for half a mile. I descended into a gully before Heather reached it. Her choices were to slither off the rock or backtrack to flatter ground. To this day, I regret letting her slide off when she was nervous because she got hurt. Something popped. She couldn’t even put any weight on her leg.

In this rock jungle, surrounded by boulders, any extraction would require multiple rescuers. I knew this, so I went to find a hero to help us. Fortunately, I found a “knight in red-shirted armor” in the first place I looked. We knew we needed muscles, but we definitely got more than meets the eye with Don, who took to the challenge enthusiastically.

He said, “I’m a search-and-rescue instructor. My wife Teresa is an RN. We’re happy to help.”

Coordinating a rescue effort means using all of the skills that are available but doing it in a way that doesn’t hamper the effort. Don politely asked most of the passersby who offered to help to try to find cell reception and call in our plight. My job was to search for the trails without big drops, so that we could help Heather get out in the safest and most efficient way possible.

Everyone who passed wanted to help. If they had water or medical gear, we accepted it thankfully. One woman offered the shirt off her back to rip up for ties for Heather’s makeshift leg splint.

It’s impossible to overstate the miracle of finding Don and Teresa. To move her two miles, those two angels gave up five and a half hours until the “dudes” with the stretchers and medical equipment took over and transported Heather to the hospital.

As her main cheerleader, I was never so proud of Heather. Watching her navigate rock piles without tears inspired all of us. This included the doctors, whose tests revealed she had torn her ACL. Thus, she would avoid the hospital until she got back to Pennsylvania. Until then, she had surgery to prepare for, and I had thank-you letters to write.

Reflection is never easy when it involves a decision that hurt a loved one. This led to feelings of regret and failure on my part. For Heather, it was about completing physical therapy. Soon, we added medical bills to this trying time in our relationship. Thinking about how she might have done something different had no meaning in a world without time machines.

Throughout the summer, we were figuring out how to be the old us. In the months before the accident, we had begun pursuing more adventurous hikes, but now all that mattered was understanding how accidents happen and how love helps overcome them. As we both saw, there are possibilities and consequences to everything we do.

The solution was evident: We needed to do something fun to return to the good, old days.



That trip back to the good old days was this one to Letchworth, which featured three amazing waterfalls along a mostly paved walkway. The day’s grand finale was spent sitting at a waterfall vista surrounded by a million stars. Despite the vista’s seclusion, we took off for a better vantage point to possibly see shooting stars.

As I saw my first one, I wished for Heather’s happiness. After that, we saw more meteors in the clear skies of western New York State.

The evening ended with Echosmith’s song, “Bright.” Driving out of the canyon, we heard the singer’s tiny voice perfectly capture the cosmos and a late-summer evening in love with the right person.



Now back at the hotel after our successful day I was dumbstruck as the voice on the phone expressed how joyful it is to tell people they’ve won big.

“Is everything okay?” Heather asked repeatedly in anxious concern.

“How much?” I asked to confirm the amount.

When I told Heather, I had to convince her I wasn’t lying.

A few weeks earlier, I had received a church raffle ticket from my aunt. At the time, I stared at it with an unexplainable feeling that wasn’t clear, but it was powerful. Now that feeling’s meaning was evident.

Toot had sent out a prayer of hope that we might win. Divine intervention responded to the love. By winning, we paid off Heather’s medical bills and moved back to the “good us.”

Unbeknownst to us, I had one year until doctors would figure out those mysterious tremors and diagnose me with Parkinson’s. That raffle win removed the barriers that would have obstructed us from handling that problem.

It was miracles all around — provided by love, and God, and my aunt Toot.

— Dan Glass —
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If you can’t decide what to do, get on the road.

You won’t find the answer. It will find you.

~Andy Dunn



Another night, another terrible tantrum. Each night was getting worse than the night before. This time, she bit me violently. After hours of struggles and aggression, she finally fell asleep. I retreated to cry alone in my bedroom. I began to beg God for help and search the Internet for answers. What had happened to my daughter?

At the age of three and a half, something happened to Sophie. She was different. She was consumed with debilitating anxiety, plagued with obsessions, and sad. She was aloof. She wouldn’t play with other kids. She had always been an anxious child who threw tantrums, but the anxiety had intensified and the tantrums lasted for hours throughout the day. Now, for the first time in her life, she had become aggressive, too. This seemed much worse than the normal three-year-old behavior parents are warned to expect. Something was seriously wrong.

Sophie was spiraling and so was I. Between crying and praying, I would search the Internet for answers. One sleepless night, something strange happened. I was on my phone, researching her symptoms like I did almost every night. I had several pages opened to go back to later, but after hours of research I was finally ready to sleep.

I turned to my nightstand and plugged the phone into the charger. Then I closed my eyes, but almost immediately heard a consistent buzzing. It wasn’t my phone so I thought it must be my husband’s. But then it stopped.

I nestled back under the covers, but the buzzing started up again. It was my phone. I unplugged it, and tried to settle in to sleep but after a minute the buzzing resumed.

Finally, after plugging and unplugging and trying to stop the buzzing I decided that I was awake anyway so I might as well get back to my research. I picked up the phone again, and the very first page that popped up was about celiac disease, an autoimmune disorder that causes the body to attack the small intestine when gluten is ingested. Could this be a sign?

The next morning, I shared with my husband what had happened the night before. When I told him that I thought it was a sign, he said I was crazy. However, after the severity of the past few days with Sophie, he finally agreed that she needed to go to the doctor.

I made a list of every physical and psychological symptom that Sophie had and brought them to the pediatrician. I cried, and her doctor truly listened. He said he suspected something psychological was going on. I was not questioning that. However, I knew in my heart that I needed to have her tested for celiac disease because of the sign I had received in the middle of the night. He looked at me and said that she had no clinical symptoms of this disease in his opinion, but he agreed to my request even though it did not seem logical. He also urged me to follow up with therapy and a psychiatrist.

A few days later, I got the call that began the process to save my daughter’s life. The pediatrician called me personally to tell me I was right. Sophie had tested positive for antibodies associated with celiac disease. I was referred to a specialist and told there was a 95 percent chance that Sophie had celiac disease. However, a true diagnosis required a biopsy of her small intestine.

I struggled with that. Should we put our daughter through this? Could this disease really be causing all of these symptoms? What if she was among the 5 percent who test positive but don’t have celiac disease? Should I put her through anesthesia and possible complications to have a negative result?

My insomnia persisted. Again, I took to my phone to research every aspect of celiac disease. I found a reputable source with an amazing FAQ page. I pored over each question until I got to mine. What if you have a positive antibody test but a negative biopsy result? I clicked on the question to have the answer page pop up, but instead I got my next sign: The page was not found. I knew in my heart that Sophie had celiac disease. We needed to go through with the biopsy to 100 percent confirm the diagnosis before we dramatically restricted her diet.

A few days later, it was time for the biopsy. After coming home from the procedure, I sat on the couch talking and crying to my mother-inlaw. Our discussion centered on all the signs that had pointed me to celiac disease. Could this disease really be causing all these unbelievable changes in her? Just then, I got my final answer.

One of Sophie’s favorite songs began playing on my phone. It was a song that always made her happy, and it began playing with no explanation. I knew it must be another sign. Celiac disease was the answer, and Sophie would be okay.

Within two weeks of Sophie’s diet change, she started improving. Within one month, she was a different, happy child. Who knows if we ever would have diagnosed her problem without that strange behavior of my phone during that sleepless night?

— Julie R. —
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Music is well said to be the speech of angels.

~Thomas Carlyle



I was raised in a large Catholic family and I read about miracles all the time in books and in Scripture at church on Sundays. I always believed that miracles happened, so I wasn’t surprised when I experienced them myself.

The first one I experienced happened when my son was eight years old. We were sitting downtown waiting for our small town’s Fourth of July parade. The businesses were closed, as most of them participated in the parade, so there were no available restrooms. My son kept insisting he had to use the bathroom, and the school that I taught at was just a few blocks away. I gathered his three-year-old sister in my arms, and we walked to the school.

As we were returning through an alley, I heard vicious growling. Looking to my left, I saw a black dog jump the metal fencing that surrounded its yard and watched in horror as it began to run toward us, foaming at the mouth and snarling. I scooped up my daughter and went to grab my son so I could push him behind me. Instead, he began to run in what looked like slow motion. I watched and screamed loudly as I saw the dog grab him by the knee and pull him to the ground. He cried out in pain and screamed that the dog was biting his leg.

I yelled out, “Please, God!” In that instant, the dog flew up in the air and was thrown about ten feet away from us.

As I looked up, I saw that the horrified owners had run out and grabbed the dog. I ran to my son and pulled him into my arms, looking for the gaping wound I expected to see.

I was dumbfounded. There was no rip in his flesh. No puncture wounds. Only a small abrasion where his knee had rubbed against the concrete. Confused, I stood up. Through his tears, my son confirmed the dog had sunk its teeth into his knee. The owners agreed that they had also witnessed their dog attacking and biting my son. They described how, as they ran to us, they witnessed their dog flying through the air and landing on the cement. Stunned, my children and I walked back to the parade. Later, we agreed that what had happened (or didn’t happen) was indeed a miracle. God must have sent a guardian angel down to protect my son from harm.

The second incident that I call a miracle occurred several years later. My mother had passed and I had been given a musical snow globe she loved that showed the cast of White Christmas and played the song. When Mom entered the nursing home for her final years with Alzheimer’s, she received great joy from listening to the melody played by the snow globe.

One day before Thanksgiving, the bottom of the globe — the part containing the music box — fell out. I couldn’t get it to fit back into the base of the globe, so I removed the batteries and decided to store it in the bottom of my china cabinet. We had always spent Thanksgiving with my mother, so I was overcome with emotion the next day when I began to say grace before our dinner.

We were all holding hands, and I had just begun to describe my sorrow over not having my mother at dinner with us. Instantly, the familiar sounds of “White Christmas” filled the room. We all looked around to try to find the source of the music. My son said it was coming from the bottom of the china cabinet. I opened the door and, sure enough, the globe with the non-functioning base and the batteries removed was playing the song. As soon as I picked it up, the song ceased playing.

I began to cry, knowing it was a sign that my mother was still with us. The snow globe has not played a tune since that first Thanksgiving without my mother. It will, however, forever play in my heart.

— Laura Rakowski-Cole —
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Prayer is not asking. Prayer is putting oneself in the hands of God, at His disposition, and listening to His voice in the depth of our hearts.

~Mother Teresa



In 1996, our troubled marriage left me emotionally exhausted. I was totally consumed with my husband’s problems and I didn’t know who I was; I had lost my identity. While he chose to cope with life’s problems in his way, I comforted myself with food, leaving me 100 pounds overweight. My once-sculpted, athletic body was just as disfigured as the rest of my life.

Eventually, my marriage ended in divorce and I struggled to make ends meet for Jimmy, my two-year-old autistic son, and me. Desperate to find some purpose in life, I began attending church and adult Sunday school.

One Bible study was different from most. It was about listening to God. Scripture was used to show how God speaks to his people through a relationship with Him. After lacking purpose and direction for so long, I enthusiastically soaked up every bit of information on the subject.

As a single parent, I needed a way to provide for my son and me. My former career as a fitness trainer was now behind me. I decided to study counseling in college. First, I received my associate degree and then went on to pursue my bachelor’s degree. We barely got by on child support, food stamps and work-study jobs at school. Juggling my new Bible study, school, and single parenting was tiring. But each night after tucking my little son into bed, I would study until the early hours of the morning in hopes my tenacity would pay off eventually.

With graduation approaching, I grew even more eager to receive divine guidance as I moved into my new counseling career. I went to Bible study, prayed and listened attentively for Him to speak to me, but He was silent.

One day, I received a notice in the mail to attend a routine benefit re-certification appointment at the Department of Social Services. I did not anticipate anything unusual.

Getting ready for my appointment, I quickly applied a little makeup. Just a few curls in my hair, and I would be ready to go. Soft curls began to fall over my shoulders. While looking at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, I basked in the thought of how I would be a college graduate by this time next year.

Looking good, Lori, I thought to myself as I pondered a similar hairstyle for graduation night. Suddenly, and completely contrary to what I was thinking, the idea went through my head that things were not going to go as planned at my appointment. Winding another lock of my hair around the hot brush, I heard a voice whisper in my head, “When you get to your appointment, you will get bad news, but don’t look for a job. I will provide.”

Pausing for a moment as the hot steam rose from my curling iron, I wondered if this could be God’s voice speaking to me. Abruptly, my thoughts were interrupted by the chiming of the hallway clock warning me that I was running late. I dashed out the door to make my appointment, like Cinderella leaving the ball at the stroke of midnight.

Upon arrival, I was sent to a different department. I was directed through the dark green hallway of the century-old building and down the stairs to the basement. It was now starting to seem strange that I was not asked to complete the usual paperwork with my regular caseworker.

A young, dark-haired man met me at the first office at the end of the hallway. He did not even ask me to sit down. He stood glancing down at his clipboard and said with a half- smile, “Congratulations on receiving your associate degree!”

“Thank you,” I replied proudly.

The devastating news came like I was standing right in the middle of a hurricane. Again, looking down at his clipboard, he informed me, “You are no longer eligible for benefits since you now have an associate degree.” My hopes and dreams of graduation were shattered.

Jimmy was not yet in school, and his special needs prevented me from putting him into full-time childcare so that I could work.

I sank into a nearby chair, buried my head in my arms and sobbed. The man with the clipboard stood there quietly, not even offering a tissue, while tears drenched my shirtsleeves.

After arriving home, I grabbed a washcloth from the hall closet to wipe the tear-stained mascara from my face. Looking down at the curling iron on the sink, I was reminded of that voice, and I took comfort in what had been foretold to me in the mirror.

A week passed, and no miraculous jobs appeared. Maybe I was just rationalizing because I didn’t want to face the idea of giving up college. My faith wavered.

Almost two weeks passed, which seemed like an eternity. How long would I have to wait? Surely God wanted me to provide for my son and me, but nothing was happening. I remember praying, “Lord, we are literally down to our last penny. I believe you asked me not to look for a job. This waiting is greatly testing my faith. I am tempted to take matters into my own hands. Who could blame me for doing so? Please help my unbelief.”

While sitting at the kitchen table lamenting over a cup of a tea, the phone rang.

“Hello, Lori. This is Marianne from the YWCA.” She was my former supervisor.

“Oh, hi, what can I do for you?” I inquired.

“Well, the trainer I hired left without any notice, and I wondered if you would like the position,” she said.

Hesitantly, I said, “I haven’t exercised in years. My certification has expired, and I am studying to become a counselor.”

“That’s perfect!” she interjected. “I am in need of an instructor for a beginner class that would offer support groups to deal with emotional aspects of eating. You could get back into shape with the others!”

“Sounds interesting, but what about my certification?” I asked.

“Don’t worry; I can certify you,” she reassured me.

My heart raced with excitement. Caught up in the moment, I was almost ready to accept the job offer when I remembered that my special-needs son suffered when he was away from me for too long.

Almost as an afterthought, she added, “And we have childcare right here if you need it.”

Today, I am working on my master’s degree and my son is preparing to graduate from music college. As I write this, I am reminded of how far I have come in my faith since that day when a still, small voice spoke to me over a hot curling brush.

I have heard of God speaking through a burning bush, but I never expected a burning brush!

— Lori Carpenter Jagow —
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I don’t like dreams or reality. I like when dreams become reality because that is my life.

~Jean-Paul Gaultier



My twenty-eighth birthday was my worst. I had a well-paying career, a good marriage, two cars, one house, one dog, one cleaning lady, friends and a church that felt like home. My well-planned life appeared to be brimming with success. In almost every area of my life, I was known as a person who could get things done. But six years of miscarriages told a different tale.

I had seen many family members have babies, and I desperately wanted to be the next pregnant woman I knew. Now my husband and I were considering spending thousands of dollars on in vitro fertilization, with no assurance of a baby.
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