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To the many wonderful people who shared their stories with me. You are an inspiration to many of us who hope and pray for our own miracles. 

And to my mom for being my own miracle. I love and miss you greatly.
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Miracles are a retelling in small letters of the very same story which is written across the whole world in letters too large for some of us to see. 

~C.S. Lewis~
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DO YOU BELIEVE IN MIRACLES? Have you ever heard a voice urging you to do something or not do something? Have you had a prayer answered? Has someone who has passed come to help you? Miracles happen to everyday people.

This book shares people’s real experiences. Miracles happened. Some are profound and demonstrate the work of a higher power. These are their stories in their own words. Not everyone wanted to be mentioned by name. Yet, they were kind enough to share their stories, to show how miracles have changed their lives. But they aren’t alone. In my own life, my family experienced a miracle. One which gave us our mother back for another ten years.

The stories are organized by theme—Answered Prayers, Impossible Odds, Urgent Voices, and Angels Among Us. Each theme features stories by real people, incidents which happened to them and allows you to make your own choice about what occurred. 

Why are miracles important? Believing in something bigger than us and searching for meaning gives people hope when things are tough. Our world is dark enough. Dangerous and horrible events happen. Pain is real. Having a belief that there is someone watching over and protecting us, allows people to continue to try when times are tough. Belief can push us through the darkest hour and bring light in our lives. 

After all, love and hope can move mountains—and miracles do happen.
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Chapter One-Urgent Voices
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Miracles come in moments. Be ready and willing. 

~Wayne Dyer~
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ACCORDING THE ASSOCIATION for Safe Road Travel, nearly 1.3 million people die in road crashes each year, with an additional 20-50 million people who injured or disabled. With the violence of car crashes, it’s no wonder miracles can occur. 
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~The Fiery Crash~

IN 2004, LATE AT NIGHT, I was driving home from my boyfriend’s house, jamming to some funny song on the radio. I’d gotten new tires on my Mustang only a few days before. But I thought something was wrong with them, because the car seemed unusually squirrelly. It was always light in the back end, but now it would skid at the smallest turn. They were new and pricy tires, quality brand too.

I was about five miles from home, headed for a left corner when I saw a possum eating a dead possum in the road. I hit the brakes and tried to swerve. Of course, when I did, I over corrected, and with the tires skidding in that weird way, the car spun. I knew I was going to wreck. I thought, “Oh shit, this is gonna hurt.” And had just enough time to pray, “Maybe it won’t,” before it spun three times. I had my seatbelt on and a death grip on the steering wheel. Well, when the car stopped and the air bag blew, I blocked the air bag from coming out with my arms. It never got close to my face, but the horn wouldn’t shut off. I stuffed the air bag back in the steering wheel and looked around. My legs were killing me and I was dizzy, but I seemed okay otherwise. 

The weirdest thing was, I had a bottle of oil in the back. It was sitting on the passenger side window frame. It took me a minute to realize the passenger door was more or less in the passenger seat. Everything on that side was pushed closer to me because it had caved in. It made no sense, because I knew I’d hit the ditch, which was deep (like 5 feet deep), but I thought it had bounced out.

I’m sitting in the wrecked car, trying to get the fog out of my brain and make sure nothing on me was broken when this voice in my head said, Get Out! Get out of the car RIGHT NOW! I unbuckled like most idiots in a movie, you know how they think the seatbelt won’t unlatch? It took a second, but I got it and stumbled out. I was crying because my dad bought me that car and he’d died just a little before. 

I almost fell in the ditch because the inside of my lower legs hurt really bad, but I knew where I was—in some stranger’s yard. I didn’t even try to get my cell phone. No coverage in the area back then. I went up and knocked on the door. An old lady answered. She wouldn’t let me in, and I don’t blame her. I didn’t drink back then, but how did she know? She wouldn’t let me borrow the phone to call my mom though, which was kind of rude. Just told me to sit on the porch. So I sat. I heard sirens, probably because a couple of other cars had driven by and maybe called 911. When I looked up to watch a fire truck pull in, I realized my car was engulfed in flames.

Who knows how long it had been burning? But the voice in my head got me out because it was super insistent. 

Come to find out, when I thought the car was spinning, it was actually rolling. I was barely even hurt, just some massive bruises on my legs where they hit together when it rolled and general soreness because I tensed up. It could’ve been way worse. They said it caught fire because the battery hit the fan blade and something, something, something technical stuff I don’t understand, but, hey, I got out, even though I lost my precious car. Like the EMT said, Dad would’ve been glad I was alive.

by Alice Cummings

~The Order Matters~

I was nine months pregnant, due any day with my youngest, and left work like always. It was payday, and I usually picked up my daughter from daycare, then picked up my check, and went to the bank and got groceries. 

Instead something told me to go get the check first. I headed toward the house when my car started acting up. I pulled into a gas station to check it, but when I opened the door the undercarriage was covered in flames.

I had just barely gotten out. If I had my daughter I wouldn’t have made it that day. One of us would have died.
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~On the Autobahn~

ONE DAY, I WAS DRIVING in Germany coming back from going to the base down the road to shop with a friend. It was raining really hard and if you know the autobahn, people speed. I had my two kids in the back, no seat belts because the car didn’t have them. I was in the left lane, but couldn’t see well because of the rain.

Something told me to get out of that lane and into the right, so I did. Within seconds, we sped past a car that had hit the center divider and was stopped in the left lane. If I hadn’t moved over, I would have hit them at 70 plus miles per hour. I have no doubt all of us would have died.
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~Don’t Go on Green~

I WAS AT A STOP LIGHT waiting for it to turn green. Once it turned green something told me to wait and not head through the intersection. Seconds later, a semi-truck flew thru the intersection running a red light. If I hadn’t waited I would have been right where he went through. He would have hit my side and I wouldn’t have made it.
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~Making the Call~

THERE WAS ONE TIME I was at a stop sign and decided to call my mom before driving through the intersection. A car ran through the stop sign, never slowing down and going at least forty. I would have been hit. That time, making a call saved a life.
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~Calling Out~

YEARS AGO, I WAS WALKING across the parking lot in our apartments. It was a blazing summer day. My sister was with me and our friend Ernest was working under his car, which was jacked up. 

I felt compelled to stop and call his name several times even though I didn’t want anything. Barely a second after he rolled from beneath the car, the jack stand twisted in the heat-softened pavement and the car fell. If he’d been underneath it, he would have been crushed. We were all completely freaked out. His mother and I cried for a whole day.
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