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they win the Super Bowl but of a 
slightly different design.

“This is for you,” Mr. Rozelle said. 
“This is your Super Bowl.”

“I don’t understand,” I said. He 
just smiled. Then I woke up.

What a strange dream, I thought, 
blinking up at the ceiling of my cell. I 
couldn’t make sense of it. I didn’t 
even follow football! But the bizarre 
dream left me strangely hopeful. 
Hope is a rare commodity in prison, 
especially on death row, so I clung to 
the dream, even though I didn’t fully 
understand it.

It gave me extra motivation to con-
tinue working on my appeal. I couldn’t 
fathom how an innocent man could 
be locked up and sentenced on 

That was a big part of my defense 
when the case went back to trial. My 
death penalty was overturned, but  
I still faced two life sentences—a life 
behind bars.

I tried to make the best of it. Once 
-

ties. I became a prison librarian. I 

spent a lot of time reading. I’d been 
locked up for four years when I came 
across a book about advancements 
in DNA testing. In 1992, the prosecu-

from the case. At this point, my 
quest felt naive, but I still had hope.

Then my mom, who’d been a 
source of strength for me throughout 
my time in prison, passed away.  
I was allowed to attend the wake for 

-
les, flanked by two armed guards.  
I felt more trapped than ever. Yet even 
then in the back of my mind was that 
dream. If my Super Bowl was meant 
to be a victory for me—my freedom— 
then was it on its way?

I had no idea what lay just around 
the corner. The DNA evidence was 
in, and I was granted a retrial. On  
my day in court, I knew that this was  
the moment I’d been waiting for. 
Sure enough, my DNA was not a 
match for any of the DNA found  
at the scene. Hearing those words 
aloud, I was so overcome with  
emotion that I nearly collapsed. Fi-
nally the world saw what I’d always 
known: I was innocent.

On June 28, 1993, after eight years, 
10 months and 19 days, I walked  
out of the prison gates a free man.  

 
oner to be cleared by DNA evidence. 
I was granted a full pardon.

The DNA from the crime scene 
was eventually matched to the true 

-
ner. He was already serving time for 
assault…in the same prison I’d been 
housed. I actually knew him. I’d 
helped him check out books from the 
library. How could he look me in the 
eye, knowing I was being punished 

It was one of the things that I 

Kirk’s rings are a testament to redemption.
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struggled with as I adjusted to life 
back on the outside. My family want-
ed everything to go back to normal, 
but I wasn’t even sure I knew what 
normal was anymore. I’d spent nearly 
a decade behind bars. I was a dif- 
ferent man from the one who’d been 
arrested all those years ago.

Since my release, I’ve devoted  
my life to helping others in similar sit-
uations. I work with the Innocence 

helps exonerate wrongfully convicted 
people. I found purpose speaking  
at Innocence Project events, making 
the case for changes in legislation. 
Later I also became the executive di-
rector for Witness to Innocence— 
an organization comprised of death 
row exonerees—to help end capital 
punishment.

In the quiet moments shortly after 
I was freed, memories from behind 
bars haunted me. I still had trouble 
sleeping. I was painfully restless  
if I had free time. I couldn’t find any-
thing to ease my mind. One week-
end, I had no speaking engagements 

at the thought of 48 hours with noth-
ing but my own thoughts to occupy 
me. My girlfriend at the time was 
working on handmade bracelets for 

 
to help. Over the next week, I made 
some 50 bracelets. The work soothed 
my mind and soul.

Eventually, I moved on to making 
rings. I went online and learned how 
to make simple metal bands out of 
spare quarters. Eager to learn more, 
I enrolled in jewelry-making classes 
at a local college. One of the assign-

ments was to design a ring of our 
own. I sat down with a piece of pa-
per and a pen and sketched fever-
ishly. It felt as if the ring drew itself. I 
could not believe what I’d created. 
The sketch was not of just any ring. 
It was the ring! The one Mr. Rozelle 
had handed me in my dream all 
those years ago.

It resembled a Super Bowl ring but, 
instead of a team logo, featured an 
empty cell with the doors wide open. 
Above the doors was the word Exon-
eree. The sketch included a teardrop, 
representing the wrongful convic- 
tion, and three drops of blood—small 
rubies—signifying the past, present 

in 28 grams of silver.

was my reminder of what I’d gone 

been worth it. That even though 
sometimes it might feel as if I’d 
walked away with nothing in return 
for those stolen years, I was in fact 
victorious. I’d come out the other 
side with my freedom. I’d wear the 
ring proudly to remind myself of  
my victory. Just as NFL players wear 
their rings to remind them of theirs.

From that original master, I’ve  
cast more than 230 exoneree rings.  
I give them, free of charge, to people 
like me. To innocent men and wom-
en who have had to pay for someone 
else’s crime and left prison scarred,  
with nothing to show for it. My ultimate 
goal is to give a ring to every exon- 
eree. I want them to have the gift 
that my strange dream gave me all 
those years ago: hope.  

  Find out more about the Innocence Project at InnocenceProject.org
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“Woman seeking man named Bill.”
I stared at my words in print. My 

 
tion of the morning newspaper, com
plete with a P.O. box address so  
potential suitors could send me let
ters. It was one of the weirdest 
things I’d ever done, but I so wanted 
to take a chance on love.

I’d recently gotten divorced and 

ed praying for someone new to 
come into my life. While I had always 
been spiritual, I’d fallen away from 
church. I couldn’t remember the last 
time I’d prayed for something so 

knowing what to expect. Please, 
God, bring into my life the love you 
intend for me.

I was surprised when I received an 
answer, whispered into my heart: The  
man you’re looking for is named Bill.

The message felt too strong to ig
nore. I told my daughter, Margie, and 
my friend Pam about my conviction. 
They thought I was crazy.

“I can’t explain it,” I said. “I just 
know in my heart that I’m meant to 
marry a Bill.”

And so my search began. After  
I put out the personal ad, a few Bills 
responded. I went out with all of 
them—but clicked with no one. Just 
as I knew I was destined to meet  
my Bill, I knew none of them were 
right. None of them…fit the Bill.

Meanwhile, Pam was encouraging 
me to put myself out there in a more 
conventional way. She’d learned of  
a singles’ ski trip to Taos, New Mexi
co. I was a Texas girl through and 
through. My idea of a fun vacation 
was relaxing poolside, not speeding 
down a mountain in the snow. But 
Pam was insistent. “Just try it!” she 

By Barbara Wilson, NORTH RICHLAND HILLS, TEXAS

LOVE & DEVOTION
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said. “You might like it. And who 
knows? Maybe you’ll meet your Bill 
on the slopes!”

Why not? I decided. I’d never been 
skiing before, but Pam was a skier 

PAM WAS RIGHT—I HAD A GREAT TIME!  

By the end of the ski trip, I still hadn’t 
graduated from the bunny slope but 
I’d discovered a love of skiing. I had 
met a lot of people too, but none 
named Bill.

The bus back to Texas was sched
uled to leave the resort at 4 P.M.  
Anyone late would be left behind, we 
were warned. Everyone arrived on 
time. Well, almost everyone. “We’re 
waiting on one more person,” the 
bus driver told us as we sat idling in 
the parking lot. Apparently, this  
man had called ahead, saying he 
would be unavoidably late.

burst through the door of the bus,  
his snowsuit still on. The only seat 
left was right next to me. He sat 
down, still panting from his sprint  
to the bus.

“I’m Don,” he said. I introduced  
myself and asked what happened. 
Don said he’d been stuck on the 
side of the mountain. A skier had 
broken both of her legs, and he’d 
waited with her until the ski patrol  
arrived to take her to safety.

What a gentleman! I thought.  
And handsome too…

We actually had a lot in common. 

easily. Don and I chatted for almost 

Worth. At the end of the trip, we  

exchanged phone numbers.
We went on one date. Then two. 

Then three. Don was everything  
I’d ever wanted in a man…except  
for his name, of course.

“Nobody’s perfect,” Pam said with 
a laugh. I had to agree. But Don sure 
came close.

Then Don invited me to attend a 

by the crisis intervention hotline 
where he volunteered once a week, 
answering calls from people in trou
ble. Many callers intended to commit 
suicide. It was Don’s job to connect 
them with the help they needed. It 
was a worthy cause, and Don was  
a dashing date.

was a registration table at the front 
door. On it we found preprinted name 
tags for each guest. Don picked up 
one with Bill on it. As he affixed the 
name tag to the lapel of his jacket,  
a chill crept up my spine.

“Why does your name tag say 
Bill?” I asked.

“Oh, we don’t use our real names 
at the center,” said Don. “It’s for pri
vacy. So around here, I’m Bill!”

I don’t think I stopped smiling that 
entire evening. When I got home that 
night, the first thing I did was call 
Pam. It was late, but she picked up.

“Hello?” she said, sleepily.
“I’ve found my Bill!” I cried out in 

delight.
“Bill” and I have been together for 

almost 30 years now and got mar
ried in 2001. Deep down, I knew he 
was the man God intended for me 

took a name tag to prove it.  

  Share this story with others at Guideposts.org/NamedBill
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Laurin Bellg has practiced medicine 
for more than 20 years, specializing 
in critical care. While working in in-
tensive care units, she has encoun-
tered several patients who’ve had 
near-death experiences (NDEs). Her 
book, Near Death in the ICU, focus-
es on the importance of doctors lis-
tening to their patients’ mysterious 
experiences. Her interest in the value 

of these stories started with two in-
explicable experiences: that of one 

The little girl looked familiar. She 
sat in the corner of my hospital room, 
staring out the window. She wasn’t 
looking at me or saying anything. She 
seemed serene. I found her pres-
ence uplifting after a harrowing week 

By Laurin Bellg, M.D., APPLETON, WISCONSIN

The Unexplained Visitor
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of being severely ill. But who was 
she? And what was she doing here 
in my hospital room?

I’d been admitted to the hospital  
a few days before, diagnosed with 
septic shock from a urinary tract in-
fection. I was in my mid-twenties  
and too focused on my job in viral re-
search to pay attention to my symp-
toms. It didn’t occur to me that I had 
an infection that moved to my kid-
neys until I became sick. Really sick. 
My husband, J.C., came home from 

with a fever of 105°. I don’t even re-
member going to the hospital.

The doctors immediately started 
me on antibiotics and monitored my 
condition closely. Those first few 
days, I was improving but still pretty 
out of it, drifting in and out. One after-
noon, I was awake and lying on my 
side, facing the window. I was hooked 
up to an IV, the medicine slowly infus-
ing into my veins, the heart monitor 
making steady beeps. J.C. sat near-
by. That’s when I noticed the little girl.

She was about 10 years old. Her 
short red hair was parted on the  
side and pulled back with a plastic 
barrette. She wore a simple cot- 
ton dress, cardigan and white ankle 
socks with Mary Jane shoes. It  
was similar to outfits I’d worn as a 
child, growing up in the 1960s.

“Who is that?” I asked my husband.
“Who?” he asked, looking up  

from his magazine.
“The girl in the corner.”
J.C. glanced over, then looked 

concerned. “There’s no one there.”
Was I hallucinating? I could see 

her; he couldn’t. It didn’t make 

sense. I’m a fairly logical person.  
It’s what prompted me to go into re-
search, what made me want to be  
a doctor. I’d just been accepted into 
medical school at the University of 
Tennessee. I’d been waiting for the 

When the doctors heard I was 
seeing things that weren’t there, they 
performed various tests and men- 
tal health assessments on me. They 
double-checked my medication  
to make sure none of it caused hal- 

appeared to be wrong.
“We’re not sure what could be 

causing her to see this,” I heard 
them tell J.C.

The little girl appeared a few more 
times during my stay at the hospital. 
Sometimes she’d be sitting at the 
window. Sometimes she was stand-
ing nearby, looking at me, a subtle 
smile on her face. Even though I 
didn’t understand what I was seeing, 

it didn’t. I let go of the need for a log-
ical explanation. The little girl’s pres-
ence actually became a source of 
comfort. Because I was the only one 
who could see her, I felt as if she were 
there just for me. As if she’d been 
sent to keep me calm and to reassure 
me in the midst of this scary illness. 
It got to the point that I would look 
for her. But why a little girl? And who 
or what had sent her? Whatever  
the answers, her presence there  
just made sense somehow.

Judging by everyone else’s reac-
tions, though, I decided to keep her 
recurring visits to myself. When the 
doctors asked how I was doing, I 

COMFORT & REASSURANCE
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didn’t mention her. Still, it felt as if  
an important part of my healing pro-
cess was being ignored.

After about a week, I was released 
from the hospital. J.C. and I stopped 
at a diner on the way home. While 
enjoying my first nonhospital meal  
in a while, I suddenly saw the girl. 
She sat curled up alone in the booth 
across from us, with that same  
soft smile on her face. I felt a famil- 
iar calmness wash over me and 
couldn’t stop staring at her.

“Everything okay?” J.C. asked.
“Yeah,” I said, returning to my meal.
We left the diner for home, and I 

never saw the girl again.

MEMORIES OF MY HOSPITAL STAY and 
the little girl faded. For the next four 
years, medical school consumed 
me. It was grueling and intense. 
Countless hours of study. Sleepless 

class schedule, rigorous exams and 
shifts in busy hospital wards.

Before I knew it, I’d graduated  

residency training in internal medi-

care of patients outside medical 
school. Though I was still working 
under supervision, as a resident  
I’d be taking on a new level of re-
sponsibility. When patients were ill 
and afraid, when they needed atten-
tive care and their families needed 

people they’d see. The encounters 
were going to be emotional and 
sometimes messy. But I was excited 
to help heal people.

One of my first patients was a 

friendly elderly man named Samuel, 
who came in with a serious abdomi-
nal condition. He needed surgery. 
As a resident, it was my job to prep 
him and get his consent. I explained 
the specifics of the procedure.  
Samuel, usually lively and talkative, 
grew suddenly quiet.

“Sorry, doc,” he said. “Can’t do it.”
Maybe I wasn’t being clear 

enough. I explained again that the 
surgery was necessary to save his 
life. Samuel shook his head.

“If you don’t have this surgery, 
Samuel,” I said, “it’s likely that you’re 
going to die.”

He took a deep breath. “I’ll never 
have surgery again,” he said.

“Why not?” I asked.
“Because the last time I had sur-

gery, I could see the whole thing.  
I saw them cut into me. I saw it all 
from up above my body, looking 
down. I won’t do it again.”

I’d never even heard of anything 
like that. I’d seen on his chart that 
he’d had abdominal surgery years 
before. From what I’d read in the re-

“Were you in pain?” I asked.

my body. I couldn’t tell them to stop. 
I won’t do it again. I can’t.”

Tears rolled down his cheeks. I  
sat down with him and patted his 
arm, comforting him until he calmed 
down. I didn’t know what to say.  
I didn’t know how to help him. I felt 
useless. Why hadn’t my years  
of medical training prepared me for 
something like this?
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The surgical team was ready. When  
I told my supervising resident what 
Samuel had said, he advised me to 
write that Samuel had refused sur-
gery. “I wouldn’t mention the other 

it wasn’t safe to talk about such 
things in medicine.

Samuel remained resolute in his 
decision not to get the surgery. He 
died a few days later, his family by 
his side. Afterward, his wife came to 
speak to me.

“You know why he refused to have 
the surgery?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “I am so sorry for 
your loss.”

She nodded. “Have you ever 
heard of anything like that before? 
Like what happened to him?”

“No,” I admitted. “But just be-
cause I haven’t heard of it doesn’t 
mean it’s not real.”

“Now that you know, maybe…” 
she said. “Maybe you can help 
someone else.”

I pored over Samuel’s medical 
charts, trying to understand what had 
happened. But nothing in the file  
or my medical books gave me any 
indication of what it could’ve been.  
I thought back to when Samuel had 
said no, how scared he had been. 
He’d had a profound experience, 
something he couldn’t fully describe. 
And there was no one to talk to 
about it. I couldn’t imagine how iso-
lating that felt.

Except, in fact, I could. It all came 

years before. The little girl with the 
red hair and Mary Jane shoes. How 
she’d been there to comfort me as I 

recovered. And how I’d felt unable  
to share her repeated visits, isolated 
from those who could not see her.

Maybe I couldn’t explain what hap-
pened to Samuel with my medical 
knowledge. But if there’s anything I 
learned from my own experience,  
it was that maybe I didn’t need to. I’d 
been steeped in an atmosphere of 
medical logic for so long that I’d for-
gotten how to respond when faced 
with an unexplainable experience. 
After all, when I kept seeing that little 
girl, I had to keep her a secret, afraid 
of being deemed mentally unstable. 
And yet she’d been such an impor-
tant part of my recovery. I wondered 
if being able to discuss Samuel’s ex-
perience with him in a more in-depth 
way would have changed the out-
come for him. I decided that if I want-
ed my life’s work to be helping people 
heal, I had to be open to their spir- 
itual process as well.

OVER THE PAST 20 YEARS, I’ve listened 
to many patients’ stories. I’ve seen 
how acknowledging their experience 
can be a profound part of helping 
them heal, not just physically and psy- 
chologically but emotionally and  
spiritually as well. It’s an important 
part of good patient care. Some- 
times my logical self still struggles to 
make sense of their experiences.  
But I don’t have to understand it to ac-
knowledge its importance. I still won-
der about my own experience. Who 
was that little girl in my hospital  
room all those years ago? I may never 
know. But I’m forever grateful for her 
and the lesson she taught me: There’s 
space for mystery in healing.  
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It was Christmas Eve morning, 
and I awoke with a mission: to  

 

 

 

 
 

 

it, I knew

By Sister Sharon Dillon, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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realistic,

 

Ah, maybe he’s not such 
a pessimist after all.
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I Believe!  

  Another lost pet makes a divinely timed return at Guideposts.org/LostFound
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Ann Hopkins
It was noon. I was in my kitchen, making lunch, as I did every  
day at this time, staring out of the room’s big picture window. My 

-

shut. I turned off the stove and headed to my bedroom for a nap.
No sooner had I closed my eyes when—CRASH! I ran toward the noise, 

the floor—right where I’d been standing just moments before.

JoAnn Finley Black
My mother-in-law passed away in December. It was hard on all of 
us. My kids—especially my son Keith—adored their Grandma Meme.  
Her sister, unable to attend the funeral, had sent our family a Christ- 

mas cactus. “May this plant bloom as beautiful as your mother,” her note read.
-

ers every December like clockwork. Keith got engaged. His wedding was in 
October. “I wish Grandma could be here,” he told me as the big day ap-

 

Pam Housler

hospital, recovering from knee surgery. But I didn’t have to worry 
about sleeping through my alarm. My cats woke me up, demand-

ing to be fed. My digital alarm clock read 7:45 A.M. It changed automatically, 

Even with a stepladder, I can’t reach it. I would have to wait until my husband 
had recovered enough to do it. It would be an hour off for a while.

After feeding the cats, I entered the living room. I looked up at the clock, 

could it have changed on its own. Apparently, someone lent me a hand!

Mysterious Moments
From our Mysterious Ways Facebook page

Post your mysterious moments at Facebook.com/MysteriousWays



 

Text by Glenn Brymer, SPRING, TEXAS

Back From Beyond

HERE & HEREAFTER

IN 1971, I WAS STATIONED AT A 
MISSILE SITE IN WEST GERMANY.  
MY JOB AS AN ARMY ENGINEER  
WAS HIGH-STRESS. I USED ALCOHOL 
TO DEAL WITH IT. 

ONE DAY, A FELLOW 
SOLDIER BROUGHT 
ME TO CHURCH. IT 
MADE ME WONDER 
IF THERE WAS  
ANOTHER WAY—

SURE IF I BELIEVED 
IN GOD OR DIVINE 
INTERVENTION.

DURING A 
DRILL, I WAS 
HIT BY A 
MILITARY 
TRUCK AND 
PINNED TO A 
BRICK WALL. 
MY LEFT ARM 
WAS SEVERED 
FROM MY 
BODY. I WAS 
LOSING 
BLOOD FAST.

I HEARD 
PEOPLE 

SHOUTING 
FOR A  
MEDIC.
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I NOTICED 
SOMETHING. A 
SHIMMERING 
CLOUD FORMED 
ON THE HORIZON 
TO MY LEFT AND 
STARTED TO MOVE 
ACROSS ME. 

I FELT  
CONFUSED, 
SCARED, COLD. 
I REALIZED 
THAT IF  
THE CLOUD 
CONSUMED ME, 
I WAS GOING  
TO DIE.

THE WORLD DISAPPEARED. I WAS 
OUTSIDE MYSELF, LOOKING INTO 
MY BODY. I COULD SEE MY HEART 
BEATING TOO FAST AND MY 
LUNGS GOING INTO OVERDRIVE.  
I NEEDED TO CALM THEM DOWN.

LIKE A MECHANIC TUNING A CAR, 
I ADJUSTED THEM UNTIL THEY 
SLOWED. THEN I RETURNED TO 
MYSELF. THE CLOUD RETREATED.

I WAS IN THE AMBULANCE. MEDICS  
 

 
TO PRAYING. HOW WOULD I REACH HIM? 

IN MY MIND, I CONSTRUCTED A MILITARY RADIO,  
SET IT TO BROADBAND AND COMPOSED A MESSAGE: 

I HIT THE 
TRANSMIT 
BUTTON.
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I WAS  
TRANSPORTED 
TO A PLACE 
DOTTED WITH 
CLOUDS. I WAS 
FILLED WITH 
THE MOST  
INCREDIBLE 
LOVE. LIKE 
NOTHING I 
HAD EVER  
FELT BEFORE. 

I SAW A BRIGHT LIGHT COMING  
TOWARD ME. THE CENTER OPENED, AND 
MILLIONS OF IMAGES APPEARED. AN 
ACORN GROWING INTO A MIGHTY OAK, 
THEN DYING AND GROWING AGAIN. 
MOUNTAINS RISING AND FALLING.

PEOPLE LIVING 
AND DYING. 

I HEARD A VOICE:

NO TIME HAD PASSED. THE DOCTORS 
WERE ABLE TO REATTACH MY ARM.  
I WAS GIVEN A MEDICAL DISCHARGE.

 
JUST KNOW IT CHANGED MY LIFE FOREVER.  

THE STAR 
CLOSED, THEN 
SHOT AWAY.

 
NOT GOING 
TO DIE ...

... YOU WILL CONTINUE. 
THIS WILL HELP YOU  

I WAS BACK IN THE AMBULANCE.
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Dick Van Dyke is an American entertainment icon. From 
TV’s The Dick Van Dyke Show Mary Pop- 
pins,  

 
 

 

 

Star Turn: 
Dick Van Dyke



The

By Sheryl Resnick  
COLUMBUS, GEORGIA
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Take a gun and end it all, Sheryl, 
said a dark, mocking voice in the 
back of my mind. End it and all this 
pain and worry will be over.

I didn’t even own a gun. I had 
been in the middle of my nightly rou-
tine when the strange thought 
popped into my head. Now I just sat 
on my bed, staring blankly at the 
wall. It felt as though a literal weight 
were pressing down on me.

Suddenly something else snapped 
into focus in my mind, like mental 
whiplash. Not a thought, exactly, but 
an image. An imposing, rectangular 
shape. A billboard. Pushing aside the 
other thoughts until it was all I could 

It had a black background with red 
lettering. Simple, straightforward. It 
was faded from months in the sun 
but still legible. Like any other sign 
you’d see on the freeway, hawking 
new car models or phone deals. But 
this one was pushing something dif-
ferent. In no-nonsense letters, which 
stood out sharply against the plain 
background, it had a phone number 
for a prayer request line.

Wait a second. I know that sign! I’d 
seen this particular billboard hundreds 
of times on my drive to school. I’d nev-
er given it more than a cursory glance. 
But now it was all I could see. A 
prayer line? I’d never been one to pray  
for things. I’d certainly never called  
a prayer line. I mean, who did that?

But I had to do something.
I was in my mid-twenties and had 

dissolved my one-year marriage.  
My husband had been abusive, both 

reached my breaking point when he 

came at me with a large kitchen knife.  
his

nothing but a bag of clothes. Ever 
since, I’d been staying with my moth- 
er. In my old childhood bedroom.

But I’d been working hard to get 
my life back on track. I went back  
to college at St. Margaret School of 
Nursing. I’d been accepted into  
its accelerated program. The only 
problem was that the school was  
in Pittsburgh, a lengthy drive from my 
mom’s home in rural Fayette City, 
Pennsylvania. I had to leave at 5 A.M. 
in order to make to class at 7 A.M. 
Not only was the course work diffi-
cult, but the time I wasn’t study- 
ing or in class was spent in the car. 
Plenty of time for my worries and 
doubts to pound away at me.

I had always been an upbeat per-
son. Through it all, I’d maintained a 
positive outlook. Still it felt as if life 
had been knocking me down again 

harder to get back up.
It didn’t help that I’d paid hundreds 

of dollars to take a review class in 
preparation for my upcoming state 

sessions, I realized it wasn’t worth 
the money. I had to study on my own. 
Now, wading through years’ worth of 
old notes, it felt as if I were drown- 
ing. The stakes were high. Anxiety 
was setting in, and the possibility of 

embodied by this horrible voice.
Could a billboard prayer line really 

be the answer? It seemed silly, but 
something about the image com-
pelled me. I dialed.

A woman picked up after one ring. 
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“Hello?” She sounded kind, but I 
didn’t know what to say. “Hello?”

“I need help,” I blurted out. “Can 
you pray for me?”

“Of course,” she said. “What’s 
your name, dear?”

“Sheryl.”
“You’ll be in our prayers, Sheryl. 

We’re having a lock-in tonight.”
“A what?” I asked.
“A group of us are staying in the 

church all night,” she said. “Praying. 
We won’t leave until morning.”

I thanked her before I hung up. 
 

me all night? Weird, I thought. But 
what did I have to lose?

I fell asleep. Only to wake up sud-
denly. A feeling. There it was again,  
as if someone had gently touched 
the bottom of my right foot.

I sat up in bed. The room was emp-
ty, cast in the nightlight’s dim golden 
glow. But there was a presence. 
Faint at first but growing stronger. 
From the point where I’d felt that  
disembodied touch, a warmth blos-
somed. It traveled from my foot,  
up my leg, then spread throughout 
my body, like water slowly filling  
me, surrounding me. Bathing me 
from my feet to the top of my head.

What’s going on?
That was when the nightlight in the 

room changed to red. It was brilliant, 
nearly blinding, but I could still clear-
ly make out a humanlike shape. I 
was terrified.

“Do not be afraid,” the light said. 
“For everything here means nothing.”  
Though the words hadn’t been  
spoken aloud, still I understood them.

My mom needed to see this. She 

was asleep in her own room, just 
down the hall. But I was unable to 
move. I called out to her. I heard her 

retreated, seeming to melt away. By 
the time Mom opened my bedroom 
door and asked me what was wrong, 
the being was gone.

“I must have had a dream….”
But the words remained. Every-

thing here means nothing….
I mulled over the phrase the next 

morning during the drive to Pitts-
burgh. Everything? The stress brought 

woes, the pain of my disastrous mar-
riage and separation, the fear I had 
of the future…

Everything here means nothing.
I suddenly remembered the peo-

ple praying all night, praying until 
dawn. I realized it wasn’t a message 
of despair but one of hope.

Do not be afraid.
My worries and fears did not stop 

right away. There were days when  
I thought I’d never graduate or move 
on. But whenever I passed that high-
way sign, I smiled. It was a reminder 
that there were people out there. 
Strangers who cared.

And ever since I made that phone 
call, I’ve started to pray. There are  
always answers. Sometimes not as 
obvious as a billboard on the side  

-

they’re there.  

If you are experiencing domestic  
violence, you can call the National 
Domestic Violence Hotline at  
1-800-799-7233.

  You too can answer prayer requests at Guideposts.org/PrayersForOthers
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Spotted
David, my late husband of 34 years, had many tal-
ents—he was an outdoorsman and musician—but  
carpentry was his true gift. David could make anything out  
of wood and even used up the scraps left from bigger  
projects. One of his creations was a cedar tree trunk he’d cut 
into slices, with both the bark and the tree rings visible.  
After he passed, I used the pieces as decorations around the 
house: little reminders of our love. One day, I put my fa- 
vorite piece out on the deck railing to polish. Before I could 
get to it, a heavy storm swept through the neighborhood. 

ground. I held back tears as I cleaned up the splintered 
wood. Then I noticed a large portion had remained intact.  
I picked it up. A perfectly shaped heart! Though it had a 
small crack down the middle, it remained whole. Still con-
nected. Just like David and me.

—Kay Campbell, ROCK HILL, SOUTH CAROLINA



Jesus promised:  
Ask and it will be given 
to you; seek and you  

door will be opened.  

-
lions of people pray in 

 

Jim Denison, AUTHOR
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This is the confidence  

1 John 5:14 (NIV)

The function of 
prayer -

 

Soren Kierkegaard, 
PHILOSOPHER

We pray because  
 

Heidi Russell, PROFESSOR AND AUTHOR

      Ques  
The Big

 If God Knows 



The point of 
prayer is not to 

 
 

Oswald Chambers, 
SCOTTISH PREACHER

When I answer the phone  

 
 

Melanie Redd, AUTHOR OF  
STEPPING CLOSER TO THE SAVIOR

The purpose of prayer  
our

 

 

Nick Williams, AUTHOR OF POWERFUL BEYOND MEASURE

Prayer is the place of refuge -

Saint John Chrysostom

33  Find more answers to the Big Question at Guideposts.org/WhyPray?
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“You have Parkinson’s disease 
and progressive supranuclear palsy.”

With those words, my life was 
changed forever. I sat numbly on the 
examination table as my neurologist 
explained that, in addition to Parkin-
son’s, I had an incredibly rare, often 
fatal, form of palsy that also attacks 
the body’s motor systems.

“As the diseases run their course, 
you’ll lose your ability to walk and stay 
balanced,” she continued. “Eventual-

I’m sorry, Mr. Roberson, but you’ve 
got about four to seven years to live.”

Everything she said after that was 
a blur. At 55, it felt as if my life was 
pretty much over. My dad had died 

that disease for 11 years. He was the 
most faithful, God-fearing man I knew, 
and I could never understand why 
God let him die such a horrible death.

Now I was going to die in almost 
the same way.

At home, I headed to the hill behind 
my house, where I go when I want  
to talk to God. I drove there in a golf 
cart I’d bought a while back for my 
grandkids to play around with. When 
I got to the top of the hill, I sat there 

and prayed aloud. “What am I sup-
posed to do, God?” I asked. “I’m not 
that old. I can’t work anymore. I 
can’t drive. I’m going to die just like 
my dad. How do I handle this?”

The air was still. As clear as day, I 
heard the words: “Build dollhouses.”

That could not be right. Was some-
one hiding in the bushes, playing 
tricks on me? It was the most ridicu-
lous thing I’d ever heard. I worked  
for a phone company for 33 years, 
slowly climbing my way up to the  
position of sales manager. I knew how 

I did not build dollhouses.
“You’ve got to be kidding me,”  

I said and turned the cart to drive 
back down the hill.

But what if that had been God’s 

By Barry Roberson  
MONROE, NORTH CAROLINA

The  
Voice on  
the Hill

MIRACLES & HEALING
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voice? What if he was trying to tell me 
something and I misinterpreted the 
message? I turned back to make sure.

“Maybe I misunderstood, God,” I 
said. “I’m asking you for some direc-
tion. Please help.”

The same voice cut through the  
silence with resounding authority: 
“Build dollhouses.”

I’ve been a churchgoing man all  
of my life. Even after my dad died 
and my relationship with God be-
came strained, I kept up with church. 
My wife and I raised our daughters  
in the church. I sat on church com-
mittees. I volunteered. I stayed  
faithful, no matter what, just as my 
dad taught me.

But I had never heard God talk  
to me like that. I wasn’t sure what to 
make of it.

I had an appointment with my 
neurologist the next day. “I’m think-
ing about building dollhouses,” I 
said, expecting her to laugh.

“That is an excellent idea,” she 
said. “You need something to keep 
your hands and your brain engaged. 
Depression is a real danger with  
Parkinson’s. Get yourself a kit on the 
way home and start today.”

Maybe it wasn’t as silly a concept 
as I’d originally thought. I bought a 
kit, much like the one I’d bought 15 
years earlier for one of my daugh- 
ters. I remembered thinking back then 
how boring it must be to build a doll-
house. As I settled in to start working, 
I didn’t feel much differently.

I fit the pieces together and fas-
tened them with glue. The kit came 
with some items of furniture and 
whatnot, and I arranged them inside 
the finished house.

I called my wife in to take a look. 
I’d already told her about what hap-
pened on the hill.

“Nice,” she said. “You enjoyed it?”
“I’ll be honest with you,” I said.  

“I have no idea why I’m doing this. It 
just makes no sense!” I felt my hope 
slipping away. The neurologist’s 
warning about depression, it seemed, 
could easily become a reality.

My wife looked at the dollhouse. 
“Barry, honey, you’re doing this for 
the wrong reason,” she said. “You 
need to build this for someone. Why 
not give this one to Kate at church?”

She meant the little girl at our 
church who’d been diagnosed with 

Barry with one of the custom dollhouses  
he was called to create
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cancer. I thought about presenting 
the dollhouse to Kate. Maybe her 
face would light up for at least a mo-
ment and she’d feel special.

“That’s a great idea,” I said.
I went back to work, painting the 

house and adding extra realistic de-
tails. I even painted Kate’s name on 
the little mailbox out front so it would 
look as if the house belonged to her.

Parkinson’s had already started to 
cause my limbs to shake. Sometimes 
I found it hard to concentrate or re-
member what I’d done five minutes 
before. But as I worked, I noticed 
something. My hands became sure 
and steady. My mind was focused. 
The next time I looked up from the 
work, it was already dinnertime.  
The day had flown by.

My wife drove me to Kate’s house 
to give her the dollhouse.

“You made this for me?” she said. 
“I get to keep it?”

I nodded. Her face lit up. “Oh, 
thank you, Mr. Barry! I love it!”

Instantly, any feelings of depres-
sion I had just melted away. I was in-
describably happy to see that some- 
thing I’d made had given this little  
girl joy. All I wanted was to get start-
ed on another dollhouse. I felt cer-
tain now that God would direct me 
to someone who needed it.

I got to work. This time, I went  
online and ordered extra pieces of 
furniture to make the house look 
even more realistic. Sure enough, by 
the time I was done, I knew where 
the dollhouse was going. Another 
sick child’s face lit up, and I felt con-
vinced I’d found a calling.

I’ve been building ever since. So 

far, I’ve made 130 miniature struc-
tures, including many dollhouses as 
well as gas stations, woodworking 
shops and baseball stadiums.

Requests keep rolling in. People 
find me through word of mouth  
or through my website or Facebook 
page. They tell me about a child in 
need, and I get to work. The materi-
als can cost hundreds of dollars,  
but I never charge for my work. I pre-
fer to give away the miniature struc-
tures to children, to people who have 
helped me or to those who are just 
in need of a special pick-me-up.

It’s been seven years since I start-
ed. Though my health has gotten 
worse, I’ve outlived my original diag-
nosis. I’ve broken bones 37 times by 
falling, and sometimes my limbs jerk 
uncontrollably, striking my face and 
body. But all of it disappears when I 
sit down to work on a dollhouse.

I think about my dad a lot these 
days. This whole experience has 
helped me better understand his faith 
and my own. When I think of him 
now, I remember the kind words peo-
ple shared with me at his funeral. 
“Your dad is why I came to church. 
He visited folks and prayed with 
them, even when he himself was 
sick. He was an inspiration.”

You never know how God is going 
to work in your life. I never could’ve 
guessed that I’d be more fulfilled 
building dollhouses after my diagno-
sis than I ever was punching a clock 
at a nine-to-five. If there’s one thing 
I’ve learned, it’s not to be ashamed 
to answer God’s call, even if it’s to do 
something you never expected. He 
won’t lead you astray.  
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  “You’re taking the wrong pre-
scription, Vallerie,” I said. “Get 

with a jolt. I looked around the dark 
Just a dream,  

-
ing about her now, and what did  

-

hadn’t had an actual conver-
sation in ages. Our corre-

-
 

-
-

 

 
-

-

bad reaction to it, and her doctor 

-

—Carole Harris Barton
DUNEDIN, FLORIDA

M -
-

 
at a restaurant just across the park-

note asking the cleaning crew to 

BOOM!

had to go check. I ran to  

-
 

-
 

I was about to panic when I 
-

Barnie huddled under there 

have bolted.

 
“It hasn’t rained here in weeks.”

—Sandra Clifton
TULSA, OKLAHOMA
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Hummmmmm…
Michael Joshin Thiele found him-

self on a forest path. Before him  
was a buzzing swarm of honeybees.  
They moved toward him as if part  
of one being. He watched them, en-
tranced. The swarm came closer  
and a warm sensation permeated 
Michael’s soul, as if the swarm  
were embracing him. He felt a love 
for the bees—and for life itself. It 

of possibility and amazement. The 
buzzing intensified until…

Michael opened his eyes. He was 
lying in his bed, the morning light  

Was 
that a dream? he wondered. He 
could still sense the warmth from  
the swarm. He could still hear the 
humming and see the bees moving 
rhythmically in one gentle mass. 
He’d never witnessed anything like  
it. The feeling the bees gave him, 
though—that intense reverence for 
life—was familiar.

It was the same feeling Michael 
had gotten four years earlier, after 

The  
Beekeeper’s  

Dream
By Kaylin Kaupish 
ASSISTANT EDITOR



39M Y S T E R I O U S  W A Y S  |  D E C / J A N  2 0 2 0

GRACE & INSPIRATION

losing his 31-year-old wife, Karin, to 
colon cancer. Michael had expected 
to spend the rest of his life with his 
beloved Karin, but their time togeth-
er was cut tragically short. When 
they discovered her cancer, the cou-
ple was living in their native Germa-
ny. Eventually they couldn’t manage 
on their own. Michael quit his job  
in Berlin, and they moved to her par-
ents’ house in the countryside. Mi-
chael was with her every moment for 
those last few months. He was by 
her side when she passed.

Karin’s death left Michael com-
pletely untethered. Things he  
used to consider important no lon-
ger seemed to matter. Things that  
used to take priority—a stable job,  
promotions, a 20-year life plan—
now seemed meaningless to him.

If life can be gone so quickly,  
what is the point of chasing mate - 
rial security? he wondered. He  
felt spiritually restless.

All he had was his immense grief 
and the vague feeling that he was 
being called to do something other, 
something more. He heard about  
a monastery in San Francisco that 
held a spiritual retreat. It felt like  
the right way to heal his aching soul 
and begin living a more purposeful 
existence. Michael packed his bags, 
ready to begin anew.

He journeyed to another continent, 
and San Francisco became his new 
home. He stayed at the monastery 
and became a Buddhist monk. A 
few years passed. The grief that had 
consumed his life lifted, like a fog 
that yields to the sun. He fell in love 
again and married Leslie. They lived 

on the monastery’s farm with their 
baby boy. Michael’s days were spent 
meditating, praying, gardening and 
spending time with his family. He felt 

been called to. He felt like he was  
in a great place both spiritually and 
emotionally.

Then came the dreams.
For months, all Michael dreamed 

about were bees. Swarms appear-
ing in front of him and touching him 
at the core of his being. Bees land-
ing lightly on tree branches while he 
stood beneath them and watched. 
Honeycombs, vibrating with a deep 
hum. In all of them, he felt that  
same sense of awe, of benediction. 
The buzzing resonated within him. 
Why me? He wondered. I know noth-
ing about bees!

Yet he couldn’t ignore the mes-
sage, even if he didn’t know what it 
meant. All he could think to do was 
try his hand at beekeeping. So he 
borrowed some old equipment from 
a nearby farm. He set it down out-
side his house, intending to figure 
things out in his downtime.

The next morning, he was at work 
in the garden when he heard some-
one call his name. He rounded the 
corner and caught his breath. Thou-
sands of bees hummed through the 
air, congregating around the equip-
ment he’d left out, trying to find a 
way into the bee box. No person 
wanted to get anywhere near them.  
But Michael felt drawn to the bees. 
Cautiously, he approached them. 
Hummmmm. The familiar sound 

open, and the bees started to crawl  
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inside. Not one of them stung him. 
He felt at home among the swarm.

Michael devoted himself to the 
bees. He reintroduced bees to  
the monastery’s farm and became 

was pleasant. It brought him great 
peace. Michael still wondered why 
he’d been called to this task. Why 
not another monk? he thought.

One day, Michael discovered a 
large swarm clustered on a tree 
elsewhere in the monastery’s farm-
land. He knew its significance:  
This bee colony was homeless and 
looking for a new hive. Michael 
needed to get them into a bee box. 
But the bees were in the center  
of the tree trunk. He couldn’t just 

 
into one of his empty boxes. He’d 

He thought about what he had 
seen in his dream and his sense of 
connection with the swarm. The 
warmth and awareness he had ex-

perienced. He summoned the im-
age, felt it in his mind. He moved 
toward them. Though honeybees are 
generally less aggressive while in  
a swarm, none of the bee books rec-
ommended this course of action.  
Michael hadn’t seen anyone mov- 
ing bee colonies without protective 
clothing. And yet, somehow, he 
knew this was right. Using his 
dreams to guide him, he scooped  
up the swarm with his bare hands. 
None of the bees stung him. The 

just as it had been in his dreams. It 

his palms, as if sharing a collective 
consciousness. Like a hand, grasp-
ing his in communion. Moving slowly, 
he placed the bees into the box.

Michael stepped back from the 
swarm and looked down at his 
hands with awe. Moving the bees 
without gloves had required a pa-
tience and a humility similar to sitting 
in meditation. He’d devoted his life to 
spirituality. But this moment was the 
closest he’d ever felt to the divine.

THAT DAY MARKED A TURNING POINT  
for Michael. Eighteen years later, he’s 

 
ods for reintroducing bees to the 
wild. He’s helped rehabilitate Califor-
nia’s endangered bees. Without 
these tiny creatures, humanity wouldn’t  

feel the most connected to the bees, 
to gain their trust, Michael still han- 
dles them without gloves. It’s an act of 
faith. Kind of like prayer. Kind of like 
following a divine calling, even when 
you don’t know where it will lead.  

  Discover the spiritual significance of honeybees at Guideposts.org/Honeybees

Michael holds a honeycomb from one of  
his hives in his bare hands.
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How many historic figures 
made positive impacts because they 
answered God’s call? Perhaps a  
call they’d heard during a mysterious 
experience such as having a vision 
or dream or hearing a voice?

We might never know for sure. But 
Florence Nightingale (1820–1910), 
also known as the mother of modern 
nursing, was definitely one of them. 
Her revolutionary practices saved 
countless lives and paved the way 
for other women to pursue medicine.

And it might not have happened 
had Florence not heeded God’s call.

English family, with a learned dilet-
tante of a father and a socially am- 
bitious mother. No one had to work 
for a living. They were free to read,  
to ride, to entertain and to travel.

From the start, Florence’s native 
intelligence shone. She read vora-
ciously, learned several foreign lan-
guages and had a good head for 
numbers, noting as early as age sev-
en what dose of a certain popular 
medicine people should take: “16 
grains for an old woman, 11 for a 
young woman and 7 for a child.”

Florence was an empathetic care-

taker from a young age, nursing the  
ill back to health, beginning with 
four-legged creatures. When a nest 
of newborn mice was discovered  
in a mattress, 12-year-old Florence 
came to the rescue, feeding them 
with drops of milk and keeping them 

into action once again when a 
sheepdog named Cap was attacked 
by ruffians and injured so badly  
it couldn’t put weight on its leg. Had 
Florence not offered to heal the 
dog’s injury with a warm compress 
and a bandage, the dog’s owner,  
a shepherd, would have had no 
choice but to put down the poor  
animal—it would’ve been a drain on 
his meager income. Even back  
then, she boiled the water before us-
ing it to soak the bandage, ridding  
it of germs—decades before anyone 
knew what germs were or how they 
spread. Was it a penchant for clean- 
liness or a mystical prescience? 
However you look at it, Florence 
Nightingale was ahead of her time.

It’s easy to read stories like these 
about her life and think, Of course, 
she’s going to become a nurse. It was 
destiny. What else would she have 

By Rick Hamlin, SENIOR CONTRIBUTING EDITOR

The Lady 
With 

the Lamp

GRACE & INSPIRATION
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done? There’s account after account 

ailing relative or injured creature.  
Yet the circumstances into which 
she was born made it highly unlikely. 
It was considered unseemly for  
a woman of her stature to work— 
let alone in such a disreputable pro-
fession as nursing.

According to the mores of Victo- 
rian England, Florence would forgo a 
career, marry a suitable husband, 
settle in a country house somewhere 
and produce a large batch of chil-
dren. She might very well have done 
so—if not for God’s intervention.

ON FEBRUARY 7, 1837, before she was 
to be presented to society as a deb-
utante, Florence heard God speak to 
her. The day that changed the course 
of her life has been marked in his-
tory. The key word that she heard 
that day from God was service.  
She knew she was called to serve.

Florence was conflicted. If this 
were indeed God’s calling, wasn’t 
she also called to obey her father and 
mother? She found herself caught  
in one of those guilt-inducing strug-
gles that give a bad name to the  
Victorian era, torturing herself miser-
ably at times. An opportunity for  
service would open, she would be 
eager to follow it—after all, wasn’t  

-
position from her mother, provoking 
dreadful scenes.

It became easier to avoid disap-
pointing her mother and instead just 
say no to all of the suitors who came 
calling instead. By all accounts—and 
early photos—Florence was beauti-

ful, charming and quick. Men did 

boldly asking, “Will you marry me?” 
No, she said. Adamantly, no. Her 
heart was already claimed by God’s 
call to service.

OVER THE YEARS, HOWEVER, socializ-

made some important friendships. 
Among her dearest friends was Sid-
ney Herbert, a bright, passionate 
politician. He was Secretary at War 
in 1854, when England was caught  
in the Crimean War. The British were 
fighting the Russian Army on the 
Crimean peninsula, and a shocking 
number of soldiers were dying in 
barrack hospitals. Perhaps Florence 
could help.

By then, in that era, she would 
have been considered an old maid, 
34 years of age and unmarried. Still, 
God had been insistent in his call, 
once telling her during a trip to Egypt 
to “do good for him alone without 
the reputation.” Perhaps for want of 
people to nurse, she’d rescued other 
animals, including an owl she named 
Athena and kept in her pocket. She 
even took it to Germany, leaving Athe- 
na with her sister Parthe while Flor-
ence studied nursing there. She had 
pursued her calling against all odds. 
In 1853, she’d been given charge of 
what we would think of as a private 
clinic. It was situated on London’s fa-
bled Harley Street, known for its  
doctors. But Florence had no ambi-
tion to be a doctor, only a nurse.

At Herbert’s request, she gathered 
a coterie of other nurses and went to 
Turkey, where the injured soldiers had  



44

been transported. There her reputa-
tion was burnished. She became  
famous as the Lady With the Lamp, 
going from bed to bed, nursing the 
wounded soldiers into the late hours.

She discovered the soldiers had 
been dying in droves from prevent-
able ailments. Linens had gone un-
changed, meals unserved. Chamber 

charnel house than a place of heal-
ing. Florence immediately created  
a basic standard of care. Using 
some of her own funds, she bought 
supplies, established practices of 
sani tation and dealt with a military 
bureaucracy that opposed her  
at every turn, hoping she’d go away.

ALONG THE WAY, Florence continued 
to be touched by mystical experi-
ences. In Turkey during the war, she 
had a vision of her beloved pet owl, 
who’d died shortly before she left 
England. She was walking home 
from the hospital one night “when 

 
to my feet, rose upon her tiptoes, 
bowed several times, made her  

Far from home and up against in-
credible odds, Florence found the  
vision was a great comfort to her.  
It was a reassurance that she was 
still on her God-given path.

Florence stayed in Turkey through 
the end of the war, remaining until 

the last wounded man left. Then, 
avoiding any furor, she made her 
way secretly back to England,  

had done was for God alone.
Upon her return, Florence plum-

meted into depression and nearly 
died. She was understandably ex-
hausted from undertaking such  
a long stretch of 18- to 20-hour days. 

-
rious illness that historians have  
only recently diagnosed as severe 
chronic brucellosis, which comes 
from drinking infected goat or sheep’s 
milk. The water in Turkey would have 
been undrinkable, and Florence 
wouldn’t have turned to beer, wine or 
spirits as most of the other doctors 
and nurses did. (Drunkenness was a 
serious issue for some of them.)

For the next 52 years, she lived in 
England as a recluse, but her work 
was far from over. In fact, you could 
say that her greatest impact came 
during this time. She spent her days 
haranguing the powers that be with 
letters and tracts, prompting them to 
set new standards of medical care 
that we have come to expect as nor-
mal: clean beds, clean sheets, clean 
rooms and caring nurses.

Florence died at the age of 90, af-
ter saving countless lives and chang-
ing the world for the better. She’d 
done what she’d been meant to do. 
She’d heard God’s call—and an-
swered it.  

  Learn about other influential historical women at Guideposts.org/WomenOfHistory

                        Far from home and up against 
                                       incredible odds, Florence found 
               the vision was a great comfort to her.
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Right Place, Right Time
The cruise ship Empress of the Seas was halfway between Grand 
Cayman and Jamaica. The ship had originally been headed for  
Cienfuegos, Cuba, but rough seas made this route too treacherous. Instead, 
the Empress changed course for the port of Ochos Rios, Jamaica, where  
the weather was calmer.

 
A small fishing boat came into view. Onboard were two Costa Rican  

drifting far from land after running out of gas.
Crew members from the Empress of the Seas used one of the cruise  

 
brought back to the ship and given medical attention. Though weak,  
neither one was injured.

“Pure luck, [aligning] of the stars, God, whatever you choose to believe,”  
 

facts are we would not have been in the area at the time had we not 
 

was a greater plan in all of this.”
—Kaylin Kaupish, ASSISTANT EDITOR

A little before noon
and I were sitting and talking in our living room. It was a break from our  

 
 

 
four whole days together. We decided to spend the time staying in and just 

Suddenly, we heard an ear-splitting crack, followed by a crash. We ran  
to the window. The massive ash tree near our house had fallen. The downed 

 
side to assess the damage.

 

sending shards of glass throughout the car and onto the driveway. The  
car was totaled for sure.

 
not today.

—Mary Ward, SPRINGFIELD, OHIO
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In Short Hills, New Jersey, on a ridge in the middle of the 
forest, sits a handmade wooden bench. The outlook, known 
as Mabel’s Bluff, offers stunning views—and something 
else. A box containing a notebook, where visitors can share 

-

-
raners. One day, he discovered the ridge. Overcome by  

a refuge for all who visited. He built the bench and bird-
houses and installed the box with the notebook. The bluff, 

 

—Kaylin Kaupish, ASSISTANT EDITOR

Secret Spaces

  See more secret spaces at Guideposts.org/SecretSpaces
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As a child, famed primatologist and activist Jane Goodall, Ph.D.,  
pored over her parson grandfather’s books. Their sense of awe 
and spirituality ultimately informed her groundbreaking work as a 
conservationist, much like the mystical experience she had at her 
chimpanzee research facility in Tanzania in 1981. Entranced by the 
forest’s splendor after a storm, she slipped into a state of “height-
ened awareness.” Colors, shapes and sounds held new intensity. 
Jane felt a oneness with everything, as if “an unseen hand had 
drawn back a curtain,” and sensed “a truth of which mainstream sci-
ence is merely a small fraction.” That day, Jane gained a deeper 
per spective of the compatibility of science and religion, which both 
seek to explore the wonder of creation and humanity’s place in it.

—Amanda Ericson, EDITORIAL INTERN

“There are many windows through which  
we humans, searching for meaning,  

can look out into the world around us.” 
—JANE GOODALL (1934–)

End Note
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I believe people have callings. That 
we’re all drawn to, pushed toward  
or given signs about the things we 
are meant to contribute in this life. 
Take my little brother, Ross.

As a kid, he was fascinated with  
jet propulsion engines and air 
shows. When he was four years old, 

he had a favorite documentary. It was about trucks that  
had been retrofitted with jet engines. Race drivers sped  
the hybrid machines across the desert at super-fast 
speeds, deploying clusters of parachutes to slow down. 
He’d watch the video on repeat. One day, we had left- 
over balloons from a birthday party. Ross tied them around 
his waist, racing down our hallway with them, then re- 
leasing them behind him to “slow down.”

constant. In high school, Ross spent his free time on a 

get into a cockpit. Later, he began taking lessons, and in col-

Last year, at 23, Ross became one of the youngest airline  
captains in America. He works for a regional carrier now.

“How did you know you wanted to become a pilot?”  
I asked him recently.

“It was just sort of a magnetic draw,” he said. “Like even 
though I had a choice in the matter, it was meant to happen.”

A calling, I thought. Much like the ones you’ll see in this 
issue of Mysterious Ways. Like Florence Nightingale’s divine 
call to become a nurse (page 41). Or a monk’s dreams  
of honeybees that lead him to a renewed sense of faith and 
purpose (page 38). Or the former death-row prisoner, ex-
onerated by DNA evidence, who’s called to give to others 
who’ve been through the same injustice (page 10).

Callings may grow and change through life. We might have 
more than just one. But life is always purposeful, as these 
stories show. Have you ever been called to do something? 
Share your stories with us at MW@Guideposts.org.

—Hilary Ribons, MANAGING EDITOR

Editor’s Note
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His Humorous Ways
When God Laughs

I was running ragged. My husband was away at a conference, 
meaning I was taking care of our seven children under the  
age of 12 on my own. I hadn’t had a spare moment to myself.

Now the kids were in bed, and all that separated me 
from some quiet prayer time was a load of laundry. I dropped 
the clothes into the machine, added the detergent and 
shut the lid. Nothing left to do but wait.

I opened my Bible, letting out the breath I felt as if I’d 
been holding all day. I cleared my mind, closed my eyes and  
opened myself up to whatever guidance God had for me.

“Don’t forget to put in the bleach,” a clear voice said.
What? I thought. Was that a metaphor…? I waited for  

the next part of the message. Surely, God wouldn’t be speak-
 

it couldn’t hurt to check.
Sure enough, when I opened the lid to the washing ma-

chine, I realized I had forgotten the bleach! Maybe I didn’t  
get the message I wanted to hear that day, but it was one I 
needed. God does see all—even in the laundry room!

—Susan Mullan, ELKTON, MARYLAND
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                          “The eternal world and  

the mortal world are not  

         parallel, rather they are fused.”
—JOHN O’DONOHUE

  Read more thought-provoking quotes at Guideposts.org/Thoughtworthy
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Monmouthshire, Wales,  
United Kingdom In May of 
2019, Stuart Moore was  
piloting a small plane near Ab-
ergavenny with his nephew 
Jack, 19, and niece Billie, 16, 
when the aircraft hit overhead 
wires and crashed onto high-
way A40. The plane landed on 
its top and burst into flames, 
trapping the three inside.

Joel Snarr had been driving 
down the highway with his wife. 
The plane crashed directly in 

front of them. Joel, a former soldier and bomb disposal ex-
pert, ran toward the wreckage and pulled Stuart, Jack  
and Billie from the inferno with the help of another motorist, 
Daniel Nicholson. Minutes later, the plane exploded.

Amazingly, thanks to Joel’s training and Daniel’s quick 
action, all three passengers escaped with only minor  
injuries—a happy ending to a story that could’ve turned 

 
else on the A40 and managing to get out of an upside-down 

 

Cape Canaveral, Florida 
Academy, future astronaut Jim Lovell attended the 1948  
Army-Navy football game. He struck up a conversation with 
an Army cadet there. On a whim, the pair decided to swap 
their Army- and Navy-issued cuff links as souvenirs of the 
event, but they never exchanged names.

Seventeen years later, Jim was training for the Gemini 4 

from the Naval Academy at the 1948 football game. As  

their swapped cuff links.

Wonderful World

Everyone got out with special help on the ground.

News From Around Our
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San Diego, California In January 2019, YouTuber Trevor 

water park when they noticed two stray dogs. The teens tried  
to give the dogs space, but the pups dashed up to them.

Then Trevor heard a splashing sound. The dogs moved 
toward the noise, seemingly encouraging the boys to  
follow. Trevor and Dave spotted a third dog trapped in a 
pool, struggling to stay afloat. The sides were too high  
for the pup to climb out. Trevor rushed over and pulled the 
dog out just in time. The other two dogs greeted their  
rescued friend, tails happily wagging.

explore this place, that dog honestly would have drowned. 

Trevor came along at the right moment to help a dog in peril. 



By Kirk Bloodsworth 
PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA

Freedom  
Rings
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GRACE & INSPIRATION

The night I had the dream began 
like most nights—with me lying 
awake on my prison cot, each excru-
ciating detail of my arrest and sen-
tencing running through my head. It 
had been years since I’d been con-
victed for a crime I did not commit, 
but the entire ordeal was still fresh  
in my mind. As soon as I lay down in 
my cell to try to sleep, the replay 
would begin. This particular night 
started out no differently….

August 1984. It happened so early 
that the sun hadn’t yet risen. Violent 
pounding on the front door woke 
me. I stumbled toward it, half-awake. 
I opened the door, instantly blinded 
by flashlight beams. “Step outside, 
Mr. Bloodsworth!” someone shout-
ed. What on earth? My eyes ached 
as they adjusted to the light. I was 

-
cers with guns drawn and pointed  
at me. “You’re under arrest for the 
murder of Dawn Hamilton.”

A nine-year-old girl’s brutalized 
body had been found in the woods 
behind a mall. Authorities received  
an anonymous phone call from some-
one who said I matched the police 
sketch of the man spotted near the 
scene of the crime.

I looked nothing like this sketch. 
The suspect was described as  

curly blond hair and a bushy mus-
tache. I was a six-foot, 200-pound, 
clean-shaven former Marine who 
had bright red hair and no prior ar-
rests. But those things didn’t seem 
to matter. Neither did the fact that  
no physical evidence linked me to 

testified that it was me that they’d 
seen. They were sure I had murdered 
that poor little girl.

When the judge read the verdict  
in March 1985 and the handcuffs 
snapped closed around my wrists,  
I was in shock. The word guilty  
was like a punch to the gut. At 24 
years old, I had been sentenced  
to death. What made it all worse was 
that I knew it wasn’t just me who’d 
been wronged. Dawn Hamilton’s 
family members hadn’t gotten the jus-
tice they deserved. The real perpe-
trator was out there somewhere and 
could still hurt others. It made me 
sick. None of it felt real. This was a 
mistake, and someone would realize 
it—wouldn’t they? But weeks turned 
into months, and months into years, 
and no one had….

These were the kinds of thoughts 
that visited me in prison every night, 
making it hard for me to sleep. I 
tossed and turned in my bunk. I don’t 
know when I fell asleep, but sudden- 
ly I was dreaming.

In my dream, the door to my cell 
swung open. In walked a man. He 
was someone I knew of but had nev-
er met before. Why is he so familiar? 
Then it hit me. It was Pete Rozelle, 
the then–commissioner of the Nation-
al Football League. He walked to-
ward me and stood next to my bunk. 
Without saying a word, he reached 
into his pocket and pulled out a 
small object. He took my hand and 
placed the object—cool, shimmer-
ing, heavy—in it. A ring, similar to the 
kind that football players get when 


