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INTRODUCTION


miracle n. 1. An event that seems impossible to explain by natural laws and so is regarded as supernatural in origin or as an act of God. 2. One that excites admiration or awe.

—WEBSTER’S II NEW RIVERSIDE DICTIONARY






TODAY, HEAVEN IS all around us—or the symbols of heaven, at least. Walk down any avenue, through any museum, by any store window and you’ll see them. Puffy white clouds painted on wallpaper and pillowcases, moon-shaped crystals and sunbeams adorning cards and stationery, rainbows splashed across everything from bedspreads to Beanie Babies. Stars of every shape and color decorate dishware and dangle from necklaces and earrings. And who hasn’t seen a child’s bedroom dotted with clusters of glow-in-the-dark stars and planets, whose soft light lulls toddlers to sleep and stirs the imagination and dreams of ten-year-old boys and girls?

Even more prevalent than sunbeams and moonbeams in today’s world are heavenly angels. There are angel books and angel calendars. Angel imagery is etched on jewelry, expensive artwork, pottery, and sculpture. Winged cherubs decorate coffee tables and mantelpieces in homes that, a few years ago, never had a hint of an angel except, perhaps, in December atop a Christmas tree. Why this resurgence in angel awareness? Why the sudden prevalence of books, movies, and television shows about heaven, angels, and miracles?

After talking to hundreds of people in the past few years about their experiences with miracles, we have witnessed firsthand the kind of spiritual awakening reported by so many as we approached the dawn of a new millennium. The stars and angels around us symbolically tell of a people in search of something beyond this life, a hope for an existence more peaceful than that of the frightened and weary world in which they live. In the midst of everyday stress and struggle, we want to believe and be reassured that there is a greater purpose to our lives.

At times, we even feel a certain emptiness, a longing for something beyond the day-to-day unfolding of our lives. It may almost feel like homesickness—a yearning for another time and place we once might have called home, or might, in the distant future. A warm and wonderful place where there’s no loneliness or sorrow and where only love abounds. Logically we can’t quite grasp it, but our hearts tell us this feeling has something to do with that place we call heaven. Perhaps, as we continue the inner search for peace and serenity, our soul cries out, “Where on earth can I find heaven?”

Some have found it. Many, in fact, have. What we’ve discovered in our extensive “miracle quest” is that these glorious glimpses of heaven are like precious gifts given to very ordinary people all over the world. It’s not that God grants miracles willy-nilly. Certainly not on demand. But miracles come more often than we might suppose, and it’s very likely that every family has at least one story they could tell. Each small miracle seems to come as part of a greater plan, to accomplish a thing of worth, to help change a life, in addition to offering comfort. Heavenly miracles—proof of God’s love and involvement in our lives—are all around us.

Some miracles are so private and sacred that they are not meant to be shared but to be savored quietly in moments of reflection and prayer. Others are so transforming that they must be told. The miracles in this book are messages from heaven that beg to be passed on, for they contain important lessons for us all. You will be moved by the story of a woman who mysteriously appears to lead a young boy across the mine-infested German-Austrian border to find his family; the story of a little girl whose life is immeasurably enriched by visits from the grandfather who died years before she was born; the account of a man who spots a Bible engraved with a name that leads him to his long-lost father; and the heartwarming tale of a man and a woman brought together in love through identical words revealed to both in separate dreams. Each of these soul-stretching experiences becomes a turning point, a reminder that the hand of God is always there, guiding us through our days.

Heavenly miracles by their very nature often speak of connections to loved ones who have passed away. “Each departed friend,” wrote one observer, “is a magnet that attracts us to the next world.” Many of these stories point to the extraordinary bond that exists between mother and son, grandmother and granddaughter, or husband and wife, in life as well as in death. And with each account, we are amazed and inspired by the enduring power of love and the eternal strength of family.

But life doesn’t always present a perfectly tidy picture. There is pain, sickness, tragedy, and loss, to be sure. Suffering forces our attention toward places we would normally neglect, and it is during life’s stormy seasons, it would seem, that the miracles rush in. It is when we arrive at that difficult point where we don’t know what more we can do that God steps in and takes us by the hand. It is at that precise moment—when He finally has our attention—that we are allowed a glimpse of the wonders heaven holds for us. There may be unanswered questions still, but we know that He loves us, and knowing that, for the moment, is enough.

“The soul would have no rainbow if the eyes had no tears,” the old proverb says. Certainly, many of the events in these stories were cause for sadness and tears at the time, but for the people whose lives were touched by miracles, the tears were only a prelude to hope and joy. It is our hope that the remarkable stories in Heavenly Miracles will fill your heart with peace and enrich your soul with all the hues of heaven’s most splendid rainbow.

JAMIE
 LAURA
 JENNIFER








A Path Through the Wilderness




I WAS TEN YEARS old in June of 1941, when the German Army invaded the Carpatho-Ukraine where I lived with my parents and four younger brothers and sisters. All of the able-bodied men, including my father, were rounded up to be sent to the Balkans, where they were placed in forced labor camps.

Over the next three years my mother, Margaret Kozauer, took her five children daily into the fields. From sunrise to sunset we worked in order to raise enough food to try to keep us all alive.

In October of 1944, the German Army came to our village again, pushed back by Stalin’s Red Army. Women and children were given two hours to pack our personal belongings to prepare for evacuation. Then we were transported by train to a refugee camp in Silesia, Poland. The daily rations of food were so inadequate that soon many of the very old and very young began to die. My baby sister, Cecilia, died of starvation.

Along with all boys over the age of eight, I was soon sent to a Nazi youth camp in the Austrian Alps near Salzburg, to be taught German and Nazi philosophy. Life in this camp was extremely harsh, involving both physical and mental cruelty.

When the war in Europe ended on May 8, 1945, the Nazi personnel and guards in the camp disappeared abruptly, leaving a camp full of frightened young boys alone to fend for ourselves. What should I do? Where should I go? Was anyone in my family still alive?

Not knowing the answers, I went to the Salzburg rail station and climbed onto a parked freight train carrying horses and straw. During the night the train slowly began to move; I had no idea where it was going. It took me to Nuremberg, Germany.

Postwar Germany was teeming with over ten million refugees, all trying to locate family members. From May until September, I rode freight trains from camp to camp, sleeping at night on park benches, living on handouts or fruit stolen from trees. Due to the poor diet and unsanitary life, my skin was covered with rashes, my gums were bleeding, and my hands constantly shook. I knew I would not survive the coming winter if I didn’t find suitable shelter soon.

It was the third week in September when I got off a train in Bamberg and was stopped by two Silesian nuns. When they heard my story, they invited me to their convent, where they offered me a bowl of warm soup. It was the first real meal I had had in months. My hands were trembling so badly that each spoonful of soup would spill before reaching my mouth. The nuns had to improvise for me, pouring the soup into a mug so I could grasp it with two hands and drink.

The nuns told me that this was a convent for girls only, but they knew where I would be safe—the Carmelite Monastery on the other side of town. There I was given medical care, three meals a day, and best of all, a warm, safe place to sleep.

In an effort to reunite families who had been separated by the war, city newspapers would publish lists of names of refugees and their locations. The monastery sent in my name—Nikolaus Kozauer—to be listed. I prayed that my mother was still alive and would somehow find me. Weeks became months, and I received no news. I felt terribly alone in this war-ravaged world.

But my prayers were finally answered in early December. One day I looked up to see my mother standing before me. Someone had spotted my name in the Munich newspaper and given my mother the information. To come and find me, she had to leave my brothers—seven-year-old John and five-year-old Thomas, with my ten-year-old sister Agnes in charge. Worried about their safety, she hoped to make the trip from Austria to Germany and back as quickly as possible.

It was wonderful to be with Mother again, but our struggle wasn’t over. I needed papers in order to return to Austria, and the authorities told us it would take about three weeks to obtain clearance to cross the border. How could my mother leave her other young children alone for three long weeks? She was determined not to leave without me, but three weeks was too long to wait. We realized we would have to sneak across the border.

We would have to traverse a dense and unfamiliar forest, walking first to the west and then turning south, to reach the freedom that awaited us in Austria. With no one to guide us through these bewildering surroundings, my mother’s determination to reunite her family prompted her to turn to the only source of comfort she knew—prayer.

In the deep, winter chill of that December night, guided only by the moonlight, my mother held my cold hand as she prayed the Rosary over and over, putting her faith in the Virgin Mary’s protection.

Then, out of nowhere, a woman in a long dress appeared. Fixing us with a solemn gaze, she said simply, “Follow me.” In silence she led us south through the woods in a zigzag route for about twenty-five minutes. We were too stunned and too grateful to ask any questions; we just instinctively trusted her. Suddenly she stopped and pointed ahead. In the distance, we could just make out a glimmer of lights. It was an Austrian city. Our hearts leaped at the sight of home. Still holding hands, my mother and I turned to thank our silent guide, but she had disappeared. Where had she gone? Was it possible that a desperate mother’s prayer had been answered by some divine miracle?

We learned later that the Austrian-German border that we had crossed that night was heavily infested with minefields. The zigzag path that we followed through those dark woods with the assistance of the mysterious woman had been the only safe route. We never would’ve found it on our own.

Believing that Our Blessed Mother had answered her desperate prayers, my mother dedicated her life to the daily recitation of the Rosary. Until the day she died in 1996, she always ended her prayers with, “Holy Mary, mother of God, thank you for helping and protecting my children and me, Amen.”

NIKOLAUS KOZAUER, PH.D.
 Toms River, New Jersey








Silvery Moon




FOR AS LONG AS I can remember, my grandmother and I were the best of friends. One of the things we liked best was talking for hours in her farmhouse kitchen. She’d bake chocolate brownies with walnuts—my favorite—and we’d sit there eating and talking about everything and nothing. I remember one afternoon in particular when I was a grown woman. It would have been completely perfect, except that we both knew she was slowly dying of cancer. She asked me that day, out of the blue, if I recalled a time when I was just a little girl and she and I had looked at the moon together. “Do you remember how sad you were that Gramp and I had to go back to Massachusetts the next day?” It seemed really important to her that I remember. A fuzzy picture filled my mind.

“Sort of. I think so…,” I replied, struggling to bring the memory into focus.


She sighed and got a faraway, dreamy look in her eyes. “You know, I’ll never forget that night. You got so excited when I explained that I could see the same moon in Massachusetts that you could see in Virginia. It made you feel so much better. And ever since then I’ve always thought of you every time I look at the moon. We made a deal, you and I, remember?”

The picture in my mind became a little less blurry. “Were we drinking grape juice?” I asked.

“Yes,” Gram said, smiling and nodding her head slowly, savoring the memory. “We were.” And suddenly I remembered perfectly.

I was four years old. My family and I lived in Virginia. Because of the distance, we didn’t see my grandparents more than once or twice a year. To a young child, it felt like a lifetime between visits. I was always thrilled when Gram and Gramp came to visit and then completely devastated—the way only little children can be devastated—each time they had to leave. The night before one visit’s end my grandmother and I went outside to sit on the apartment stoop, drink grape juice, and look at the stars. It was a beautiful, warm night, filled with the sound of crickets, and washed with the blue light of the moon. I sipped sweet purple grape juice from a tall Tupperware cup. The chewed-up rim felt rough on my lips. I leaned into my grandmother’s body and she put her arm around my shoulders. She knew I was sad.

“Hey!” she said, trying to cheer me up, “see the moon up there?” I nodded dully, not interested in being cheered. Gram continued undaunted: “Well, did you know that that is the very same moon that is shining over Massachusetts right now, over our house, over the whole farm? I could be looking at that same moon right now, if I were there.”

I sat up and looked above us, a little more interested. “Are you sure it’s the same moon?” I asked, skeptically. She assured me that it was. The thought that we could both see the same thing at the same time, even if we were far apart, was an exciting and novel concept.

“You know what?” she said. “When I go home, I’ll look at the moon in Massachusetts and you can look at it down here. I’ll think about you, and you can think about me and it will almost be like we’re together. We’ll be doing the same thing at the same time. It can be our little secret. We’ll think of each other whenever we see the moon, okay?”

It was a deal. I looked at the moon and thought about her a lot when I was young. It made me feel so much closer to her, knowing she might be doing the same thing: looking at the moon and thinking about me.

And then, I guess because I got older, I forgot about “our moon”—until that particular afternoon when she asked me if I remembered, and it all came back to me in such vivid detail. My grandmother had given me the gift of connection to her not only when I was a lonely four-year-old, but once again when I was a grown and married woman facing the loss of someone I dearly loved.

It wasn’t long afterward that my grandmother passed away. It was my first experience with death. When she died, we were living several hundred miles apart. I felt so empty inside, as if someone had reached in and ripped out a big chunk of me. I felt so far away from her, like somehow, impossibly, she was truly gone forever. My greatest fear was that I would go back to Massachusetts for her funeral and find the same emptiness there. I was terrified that I would find her gone from the places we’d loved together. Afraid that I would find her gone from my heart, even in all the places that had been so special to us. “Please God, please,” I prayed. “I know you’ve taken her to be home with you, but please help me stop feeling so empty. I just want a small piece of her back to fill this hole in my heart.”

It poured rain the entire trip back to Massachusetts. For seven hours I watched the rain beat against the windshield. The swish of the wipers sounded tauntingly like “She’s gone. She’s gone. She’s gone,” over and over again.

When we finally arrived, despite the darkness and the rain, I needed to get out of the car and walk. My fear was suffocating and I had to face it. I knew I needed to stop covering my heart. I needed to peek through, like a frightened child facing a monster, and just accept what I saw.

And incredibly, what I saw as I stood in a field of rain-wet grass, took a deep breath and opened my eyes, was a clear September sky and the breathtaking face of a full moon. I was finally ready to accept the emptiness, but instead, there was a full moon to fill my heart with its pale, silvery light. Once again, my grandmother had reached out across the distance from wherever she was, to reassure a scared and lonely girl that she was still very much a part of that girl’s life.

KAREN C. DRISCOLL
 Frederick, Maryland
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