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A Note to the Reader

 

 

 

 

Unless otherwise noted, all biblical quotations are from the New Living Translation. These are true stories of Christmas miracles. We’ve edited them to provide a consistent writing style.
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Foreword

 

 

 

 

I love miracles. They’re around us all the time if we can only see them. To see them, however, we must be willing to perceive what’s not always obvious.

I define miracles in one of three ways: A miracle is (1) an effect or extraordinary event in the physical world that surpasses known human or natural powers and is ascribed to a supernatural cause; (2) an event that some consider a work of God; or (3) a wonder or marvel that defies explanation.

Miracles come about in many ways. Occasionally we witness a direct intervention by God and the disruption of natural laws as the definition points out. The Bible is filled with miracles and you’ll read of a few such events in this book.

Most often, miracles seem to be the matter of perfect timing. Someone has a need, prays, and the answer arrives at exactly the moment it’s needed.

Sometimes the miracle is a change of attitude. Maybe it’s the help of a kind stranger—or was it an angel? Miracles come in all forms and are a gift from God to let us know that we’re not alone in this world. These true stories teach us to reach out and ask for God’s help.

Cecil “Cec” Murphey and Marley Gibson have gathered together a collection of miracles. These heartwarming stories occur around the Christmas season. After all, Christmas was when God gave us the greatest miracle of all—his son.

Of course, to accept miracles is a subjective decision. Some might not think that getting money unexpectedly is a miracle, but when it puts a holiday meal on the table or provides toys for your children, it means everything to that family. This book is full of such miracles that will touch your soul, make you cry, and tug at your heartstrings.

I have a story about a Christmas miracle that happened to me.

[image: Images]

Our Boy Scout Troop 200 scheduled our annual Christmas party. We looked forward to each year’s party because we played silly games, ate a lot of food, and even better, we exchanged gifts.

Two weeks before the party, each boy drew the name of another troop member for whom he was to bring a gift. The scoutmasters said we couldn’t spend more than five dollars.

We weren’t supposed to know who drew our names, but being kids, it wasn’t long until each of us knew.

The night of Troop 200’s Christmas party arrived and we had a fun time, but the highlight would be the exchange of gifts. It finally came. Under our tree was a stack of gloriously wrapped guy gifts. One by one the scoutmaster picked up a gift, called a name, and we watched the boy tear open his package. We oohed and aahed each time.

When George opened my present to him I watched his face. He beamed in appreciation. I rocked back and forth, feeling good.

What could Randy have gotten for me? He came from a well-to-do family and I was sure he’d give me a really nice gift.

As the gift giving continued, I counted the gifts and the boys. I wasn’t positive, but it looked as if we were going to be one or two gifts short. A sagging feeling came over me: I might not get a gift. I banished that thought from my mind.

Finally two of us waited. Only one gift lay under the tree. The scoutmaster picked it up.

He called the other boy’s name.

There was no gift for me under the tree. It hurt to be sitting there, the only scout without a present. It was also embarrassing. I didn’t look around but I was sure all the boys stared at me.

I knew (and so did most of the others) that Randy had drawn my name. Money wasn’t a problem. He hadn’t forgotten, I thought. He just didn’t care.

He can take a gift, but he can’t give one. I wanted to cry, but I was too big and too proud to let tears fall in front of the other boys. Like any twelve-year-old boy I smiled and turned to admire the gifts the other boys had. I don’t know how effective it was, but I tried.

Just then, Bobby, the assistant scoutmaster, laid his right hand on my shoulders. “Here is your Christmas present.” I looked up into his caring eyes. “We saved it for last.” He held out his clenched left hand.

Bobby took my hand and placed his on top of mine and deposited a shiny Walking Liberty silver dollar, bona fide U. S. mint issue, in my palm.

I held it up, smiling. It seemed as if every boy in the room rushed over to admire my silver dollar. And it was beautiful.

As the others told me what a great gift I had received, I remembered something. I had seen that silver dollar before. Bobby kept it in his wallet as a keepsake from his late father.

“I can’t take this,” I said and held it out for him to take. “Your daddy gave this to you. It’s okay, really, I’m sure Randy just forgot to buy me something. It doesn’t matter.”

It mattered, of course. Bobby understood that, and he wouldn’t take it back.

To some, this story doesn’t sound like a miracle, but it was to me. I was a hurting kid, who had been overlooked. Bobby’s gift was much more than a silver dollar. It was God’s loving hand reaching out to me through a sensitive, caring leader.
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The existence of miracles in our lives is an assurance that we’re not alone and that our Heavenly Father looks out for us in our hours of need and even in what might seem to be a trivial situation. It’s up to us to open our eyes and recognize the miracles that happen in our lives and be grateful for them. Always.

 

—DON PIPER
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1. My First Christmas

Cecil Murphey

 

 

I SANG WITH THE SMALL GROUP THAT GATHERED AROUND the piano. Shirley, whom I later married, played carols and sang alto. My best friend, John Burbank, had a beautiful tenor voice. Others harmonized so their voices blended nicely. I knew enough about music to realize it sounded better if I moved away and listened.

I walked over to the window and stared into the dark evening. The snow had started to fall shortly after lunch on that Thursday—four days before Christmas. By now, at least two inches had accumulated. The streetlight made the heavy flakes glow as they hit the ground.

Just then, Shirley began to play “O Come, All Ye Faithful.” Of all the carols, that was and continues to be my favorite. Momentarily I closed my eyes and listened to them sing. When they finished the third stanza, I asked, “Would you sing it again? Just for me?”

Shirley touched the keys and they sang.

That was one of the most perfect moments in my life. Each Christmas I reflect on that scene. Many years have passed so my memory may not be accurate on every detail. It doesn’t matter: That was my first Christmas—the first time I grasped the meaning and the purpose of that holy day.

I was a month away from my twenty-second birthday. I had grown up with a limited exposure to the church during my first eleven years. That’s when I decided that church was “for old ladies and dumb kids.” I had walked out of a Sunday school class, out of the building, and as far from Christianity as I could. For a decade I never walked inside a church building.

At age twenty-one, my world crashed over an aborted love affair. In my pain, I thought about God, and went to a church service. I’m not even sure why. On my way out, I picked up a free New Testament. I didn’t return to that church, but I did read the New Testament.

After months of almost-daily reading, I decided I believed what I read. “If I believe, I need to do something about this,” I said to myself. That’s when I seriously attended church. I met Shirley and we fell in love. Six weeks before Christmas I was baptized in her church.

As the group reached the crescendo with “Christ the Lord,” I smiled. I understood those words. It’s not that they had been unintelligible; it was that I had been unable to personalize the Christmas message.

I knew the story—what child didn’t? But until that night, the meaning of Christmas had been lost on me. The season had been one of giving and receiving gifts, of constant music in stores, and greetings everywhere of “Merry Christmas.” People decorated their houses and sometimes their yards. The theaters released their cheery and sometimes sappy Christmas films.

At home my mother always made mince pie—her favorite, I suppose. Friends gave me gifts and I bought presents for them. In general, people seemed a little nicer and maybe a few degrees happier.

On that Thursday night before Christmas, I understood. Christmas is a night of promise—a promise to the entire world. God presented his greatest miracle to the world. In God’s quiet way he was saying, “This is to show you my love. I’ve given you my son. One day he will grow up and willingly die for you. That’s how much I love you—enough to give you the most important thing in the universe—a part of myself.”

Tears surfaced and I turned away from the group. I suppose I was too embarrassed to let them see my tears. But those were what I called happy tears.

This is my first Christmas. Now I know what it means.

In the years since, I’ve celebrated Jesus’ birth in many places and under varying circumstances. Many of them were special moments for me. But none of them have ever touched me quite as deeply as that first one.

Perhaps that’s the reason: It was the first. It was an awakening. From someone who had no interest in spiritual things, God performed a special miracle in my life. That baby was a living love letter to me.
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2. Miracle in the Storm

Elizabeth M. Harbuck with Marley Gibson

 

 

CHRISTMAS 1967 MIGHT HAVE BEEN A DELIGHTFUL BUT ORdinary time except for one thing. Mother and Daddy drove from Alabama to Massachusetts to spend the Christmas holiday with us. They traveled in their new four-door Thunderbird, which was the prettiest car they had ever owned. Before they made the long trip north, Daddy had it serviced at the local garage.

We had a wonderful time together and did all the seasonal things. We attended Christmas Eve service at church, wrapped and later unwrapped presents, talked, joked, baked, and argued about whether this year’s dressing in the turkey was as good as last year’s.

The beautiful white Christmas was perfect for New England. Then the day came for my parents to leave. The snow had piled high on the ground and the weather reports predicted more. I was a little worried and asked them to stay.

Daddy wasn’t concerned. “I’ve driven in heavy snow many times,” he reminded us. He also pointed out that they would drive on the then-new interstate highways. “Besides, I have a new car and it’s in top condition. I don’t expect any problems getting home.”

They considered stopping at a motel until the storm blew over, but decided to drive through to Alabama. Somewhere in Connecticut, a blinding snowstorm caught them. Daddy had about a five-foot visibility. He slowed the car to a crawl. They hadn’t seen any other vehicles for a long time and no snowplows had come through.

Just then, his right-rear tire blew. The car jolted and thudded as the rim of the wheel took the weight. He pulled the car to the side of the road. The visibility hadn’t improved and snow pelted the car. He was weak and feverish. Neither he nor Mother had any idea where they were except somewhere in Connecticut. This happened long before the day of cell phones.

Daddy had a choice: He could wait until someone came along to help—and neither of them had any idea when that would happen—or he could get out in the blizzard and change it himself.

“Sit tight,” he told Mother. “I’ll change it as quickly as I can.”

“Let me help—”

“One of us out in the storm is enough. No sense in your getting sick. Stay inside, pray, and keep warm.”

Mother was upset over the flat tire. She also felt concerned about his safety. They had heard terrible stories of people being robbed on the highway. After Daddy got out of the car, she folded her hands together, closed her eyes, and prayed, “Dear God, please help us.”

No sooner had Daddy opened the trunk to take out the jack than two young men appeared.

Surprised, Daddy looked up. He had no idea where they came from and didn’t see another car. His immediate reaction was, Oh, they’re going to rob us. Maybe kill us.

“Hello there!” one of them called in a cheery voice.

“Sir, we’ll be glad to change the tire for you.”

“Thank you, but—”

“Please get back in the car, sir,” the second man said. “It’s freezing out here. We’ll change the tire.”

Afraid to argue with them, Daddy nodded and turned back. He got inside the car.

“You haven’t changed the tire already?” Mother said.

He shook his head and took her hand. She couldn’t see what was going on, so Daddy explained about the two men.

“Do you think it’s safe?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he said. “But they don’t seem bad. Besides, we don’t have a choice, do we?”

Mother continued to pray.

The two men changed the tire quickly and put the jack and the flat inside the trunk. After they finished, one of them tapped on the window. Daddy lowered the window.

“It’s all done, sir.” He waved and they started to walk away.

“Wait! Let me pay you something.”

It took a few seconds for Daddy to roll up the window and get out of the car. He looked around and couldn’t see the two men.

Puzzled, he walked to the back of the car. The new tire was on but they were gone. He looked around. He couldn’t see evidence that a truck or car had stopped. He turned in the direction the two men had gone.

He saw no footprints except his own.

When he got back inside the car, he explained the strange situation to my mother.

“God answered my prayer,” she said. “He sent two angels.”

“Do you think they were angels? Really?”

“Christmas angels,” she said. “Sent by God to help us, and they left when their job was done. In the Bible, isn’t that how angels did things?”

More than forty years have passed since that Christmas and my parents have told the story many, many times. Most people believe it; a few remain skeptical.

“It doesn’t matter whether you believe,” my mother would answer. “We know that we had a true Christmas miracle in Connecticut when two angels watched over us by changing our flat tire in the middle of a snowstorm.”
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3. Our Miracle Man

Jean Matthew Hall

 

 

JERRY, MY HUSBAND, HAS DIABETES. IT IS AN INSIDIOUS DISease that can destroy every major body system. Years ago it destroyed his vision. The diabetes also damaged the nerves in his hands and legs, a condition known as peripheral neuropathy.

On December 8, 2003, Jerry became ill with flulike symptoms, but he wouldn’t go to the doctor. The next day he felt horrible and was even worse by December 10.

On Saturday morning he seemed to be somewhat better. We had planned to pick up my elderly mother to spend Christmas with us. Jerry insisted we should go ahead with the trip because he felt better. Besides, he assured me, he could lie down in the backseat of the car and rest during the drive. Late Saturday afternoon we headed south.

By the time we picked up my mother, Jerry felt worse than he had been in the beginning. It was late at night and I was in a dilemma. Should I take him to a strange emergency room where doctors were unfamiliar with his health problems? Should I race back home to his doctors? I prayed for wisdom and decided to head for home. I hadn’t prayed that earnestly or driven that fast in my life. I made it home in record time, dropped my mother off, picked up my daughter, and raced to the Veterans Administration hospital.

We arrived at the VA Medical Center at six o’clock Sunday morning. Jerry was coughing and having difficulty breathing. He sweated profusely and was pale and weak. An EKG showed nothing suspicious. The ER doctor suspected pneumonia and admitted Jerry. Just as a precaution she sent him to ICU so he would have close observation.

I praise God for that decision.

The orderly chatted with us as the elevator slowly climbed to the third floor. He asked us to wait in the hall, and he pushed Jerry’s gurney through the automatic doors into the ICU. “A doctor will be right out to talk with you,” he said.

Jerry smiled and waved to us. The automatic doors slid together and he was out of our sight.

I later learned that a nurse immediately greeted Jerry then turned to pick up the paperwork. When she turned back to Jerry, he was pasty-white, his lips were blue, and his eyes had rolled up in his head. His heart had stopped. Tests later revealed that it was his second heart attack within a few days.

“Code blue ICU. Code blue ICU,” sounded over the intercom system.

We heard the message, but we didn’t know what the code meant and we certainly didn’t think it had anything to do with Jerry. Half-a-dozen people rushed past us and into the ICU.

We watched and waited. No one told us anything.

After perhaps half an hour, a respiratory therapist came out and saw us standing in the hall. “They got him back,” he said. “They’re still not sure he will make it.”

“What? What are you talking about?” I grabbed my daughter’s hand.

“You don’t know? Nobody’s talked to you?”

“No one has told us—”

“I’ll get a doctor.” He pushed the big blue button for the automatic doors and disappeared.

Our daughter started to cry.

I tried to comfort her, but I didn’t know what was going on. After perhaps three minutes, a doctor came out of the ICU.

“Your husband suffered a massive coronary.” She told us they were doing everything they could, but there was little chance that he could survive. “I think you need to contact your family members immediately.”

I got on the phone and started to make calls. Our son flew in from Kentucky. Jerry’s brother drove from Florida. In a tiny room near the ICU we waited. Each time we saw his doctor, she paused, took my hands, and said, “Pray, Mrs. Hall. There is nothing else to do.”

I was the elementary principal at a Christian school. I called my boss and he started the school’s prayer chain going. Soon hundreds, perhaps thousands, of people were praying.

Jerry grew worse.

His doctor asked if we wanted him transferred to another hospital with a specialized heart team.

“Is he strong enough for the trip?”

She shook her head, placed her hand on my shoulder, and said, “I don’t believe he could make it from the floor to the helicopter alive. I have to ask, though, because the decision is yours.”

I shook my head. “Keep him here.”

She left us.

We prayed.

Jerry grew weaker.

December 18 was the night of our annual Christmas concert at the school where I taught. For years, the concert had been my responsibility. In my absence my wonderful staff members kept things on track, encouraged me, and prayed for my family.

They practiced and prayed while Jerry lay suspended between life and death. Friends later told me that the children sang their best that night. About eight thirty, the concert ended. Our administrator, who was my boss and friend, stood and explained to everyone about Jerry’s desperate condition. He asked them to join him in praying for a miracle.

A hush came over the group as he prayed aloud. The three hundred and fifty children and adults stood for prayer. A few children cried softly. Parents and grandparents stood and prayed for God’s mercy. Staff members tried to comfort children in the choir. Several people dropped to their knees to intercede for Jerry. A wave of sobs rippled through the crowd.

About ten o’clock that night a nurse came to the door of the waiting room. I climbed over our son’s six-foot frame asleep on the floor, and went out into the silent hallway to talk to her.

“I don’t know what’s happening, but his vital signs are getting steadily better.”

“He’s better?”

“He regained consciousness and he’s agitated by the ventilator now.”

Thankful to God for sparing him, tears flowed down my cheeks.

“I thought maybe he might calm down if he heard your voice.” She led me into the CCU and to his bedside.

I spoke softly to Jerry. I tried to explain what had happened. He blinked several times and pointed to the ventilator tube taped to his mouth.

Within twenty-four hours Jerry was off the ventilator and gaining strength. We spent Christmas Day in another VA hospital awaiting a quadruple bypass, but by Easter Jerry had recovered fully.

His doctor still shakes her head each time she sees us. “It is a miracle, Mrs. Hall. That’s the only explanation.” She turns to Jerry and says, “You should not be here now. You are our miracle man.”

Today Jerry’s heart is stronger and healthier than it has been for years. He praises God for answering the prayers of our friends and family, and the children in that school.

God gave us a miracle—a Christmas miracle. It was the greatest gift we could have received. Jerry is still around and we agree with his doctor, he’s our miracle man.
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4. Miracle of the Nativity

Tracy Ruckman

 

 

DECEMBER THAT YEAR APPEARED BLEAK. AS A NEWLY SINgle parent of two small boys, I worked two jobs to pay our bills. At times, it seemed I earned just enough salary to pay the babysitter, with nothing left over for the basics.

Then it got worse.

In the first week of December, the owners of the store where I worked full time decided to focus their energies on their parent store in another town, and planned to close ours within a few days. The same week I received my notice, I had a disagreement with the editor of the paper where I worked my second job. He wanted me to report a false story. When I refused, he forced me to resign.

In one week’s time, I lost two jobs—both just before Christmas.

I spent most of my time seeking other jobs, and tried to keep life as normal as possible for the children. The dreary weather matched my mood, and I struggled to stay upbeat for my kids. Their world—my world—depended on me, and I seemed to be failing miserably.

On December 12, I came home from one of my final days at work to find a black trash bag hanging on my front door. I shifted the baby to one arm, and with the other, cautiously lifted the bag from the handle. “Stay back,” I yelled at my older son. I had no idea what was inside.

I put the baby down and carefully peeked inside. I laughed at my silliness. Inside was a tiny, gaily wrapped package. We pushed through the door, and I settled the boys on the sofa. “Okay, just sit there and we’ll see what this is.” I pulled out a package about the size of my hand. A note taped to the box read: OPEN NOW.

I tore off the ribbon and paper and opened the box.

When I revealed the gift hidden in layers of tissue paper, Zach laughed, Jonathan said, “Mooooo,” and I stared.

A cow? A ceramic cow? What did that mean?

There was no note explaining the ceramic cow.

Later that evening, I called some of my friends and asked if they had given us the cow. No one confessed, but they thought the whole story was rather amusing.

We put the cow on the table and went to bed.

The next morning, there was another trash bag hanging on our door. This time, the note said DAY 2—OPEN NOW. It was a donkey.

An excited Zach rushed to the door the third morning, ready to add to the barnyard collection. Nothing was there, but later that evening his monitoring of the door paid off because we unwrapped a sheep.

The next morning, a shepherd boy arrived and that’s when I figured out what was going on. “Twelve days of Christmas,” I said aloud.

That was exactly right. Each day, for the twelve days before Christmas, we received one piece of a beautiful nativity set and it included a stable. The anticipation of each day’s arrival seemed to perk us up a bit, and it caused my own focus on the season, and on our lives, to change.

On Christmas Eve, baby Jesus arrived, and our crèche was complete.

Our special gift that year was a turning point for all of us, and we knew God was with us. We enjoyed that nativity for many years.

I found work—one job that paid better than the two previous positions.

But that’s not the end of the story.

Seven years later, the boys and I moved to another state to get a fresh start. We faced other trials, too. My father and my grandmother had both been diagnosed with cancer, and their deaths were imminent. “Only months, possibly weeks away,” the doctors told us. We moved into my grandmother’s house. She gave us her house and moved into my father’s house where my sister, who lived next door, could care for them both. Once again, we began to rebuild our lives.

When Thanksgiving arrived that year, I thought of the hardships we had gone through. If we hadn’t had my grandmother’s house to move into, we would have become homeless. I seemed to creep through the activities of each day. Our circumstances brought to mind that other Christmas years before. We no longer had our nativity set. We couldn’t afford to hire a trailer to move everything, so that was one of the items we left. At Christmas I realized how deeply I missed it.

My godly grandmother died on December 2. I felt her loss to the depth of my being. But I knew she was in heaven, and God carried us through the pain and the tears, and comforted our hearts.

A week after her funeral, I climbed into the attic, looking for possible Christmas decorations. I didn’t really feel like putting out anything, but the boys were still young, and it was important for us to honor Jesus’ birthday, regardless of our circumstances.

The attic was small, hardly big enough to stand in. It looked as if no one had been up there for years. But there were several boxes, so I explored each one.

When I opened the last dusty one, tucked in a far corner, and saw what appeared to be Christmas things, I closed it and hauled it back down the steps. I set the box on the sofa in front of me and reopened it.

As I unpacked the first piece, tears filled my eyes. I pulled out the objects one by one. By the time the box was empty, I sobbed uncontrollably.

In my hands were all the pieces of a nativity set—identical to the one I’d left behind. I pulled out the familiar cow, the donkey, the sheep and shepherd boy, and the precious baby Jesus. Even the stable was the same.

God was with us. That may sound strange, but the comfort of that crèche made me aware of the love of God for my family and me.

Two days after Christmas, my dad died. That was even harder than the death of my grandmother. Friends and family have asked us how we got through that difficult time. I have only one answer: God was with us.

Now, twelve years since that Christmas, and nineteen since we first received the nativity, I still don’t know the identity of the giver. But God used that gift to give us something more—he made his presence known to us, both with the first nativity set and then again with my grandmother’s.

That simple crèche made Christmas a reality—twice. Both times I was able to turn my focus away from my life and remember the message of Christmas. Jesus had come into the world and had nothing, not even a bed on which to sleep. By comparison, I had so much.

My treasured nativity scene is an annual Christmas reminder of the meaning of the season. God is with us.
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