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In loving memory of my mother, Claire Halberstam, a visionary and an original, who was truly authentic to herself, and is still sorely missed today.
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PREFACE

Our thanks go first and foremost to YOU, our cherished readers, whose enthusiasm for the message of our books has been boundless and immensely gratifying. Since the first Small Miracles book was published in 1997, we have been both inundated, and enormously moved, by your kind letters, heartened to know that our series has brought you joy and comfort. Your excitement has in turn galvanized us, and therefore you are the true co-creators of our books. We applaud YOU for your open hearts and warm response, as well as the hundreds of incredible stories you have sent along our way.

After Sterling Publishing published a new book in the series, Small Miracles from Beyond (which came out in Fall 2014), we were thrilled that they also decided to relaunch Small Miracles for Women—since women are our biggest supporters and most ardent fans. Small Miracles books have been published in China, Japan, Indonesia, Thailand, France, Brazil, Argentina, Korea, Italy, Greece, Turkey, Hungary, Israel, Germany, and Canada, and worldwide, women are our primary readers. Thank you for creating this global phenomenon!

The overwhelming support of women for our books doesn’t really surprise us: Women always seem to be in tune with the messages sent to us through the miracle of coincidences. We know that we tend to live more in our hearts than in our heads, and we filter reality through the prism of spirit. Some would argue that women are more intuitive than men, more open to life’s mysteries, more mystically inclined, and we would certainly agree.

Despite our ever-demanding schedules and crazy, harried lives, women especially need to take time to stop and see the magic of the tiniest moments. These are Small Miracles, and we dedicate this book to you.

This collection celebrates the milestones and markers of every woman’s life: birth, love, marriage, friendship, and beyond. We have searched the country to find true stories that would speak to women of all ages and of all faiths. Quite simply, Small Miracles for Women addresses our shared experiences—the triumphs and the defeats, the celebrations and the losses sustained during a lifetime. And woven throughout these stories is the magic, the sense of awe, the understanding that these experiences are being orchestrated by a loving hand that gently guides and connects us all.

Do women live too deeply? Being conscious, being awake, being open is part of the divine experience, part of feeling integrated into the cosmic order. So we say, you can never live deeply enough! We hope that this book will continue to open doors into that deeper, more profound experience and be a corridor to the mindfulness that makes life that much more sweet. For in a world where chaos and a sense of existential meaninglessness often swirl around us, possessing the knowledge that we are part of a divine plan and have sacred purpose is infinitely comforting.

May we all continue to be blessed with Small Miracles—both large and small—and with the wisdom to recognize them when they touch our lives.









THE HOUSE AT THE END OF THE LANE

The pain hit with sudden fury. No, thought Monica. I can’t be having this baby now. Not here in the car!

Frantically, she looked around. The country road was dark and deserted. No house beckoned, no phone booth appeared. Outside, icy winds pounded the car. It was almost midnight, New Year’s Eve 1998, and she was all alone. The pain lashed so hard she couldn’t hit the brake.

How had it come to this? Only two days ago, her doctor had smiled reassuringly. “Everything looks fine, Monica. The baby should be here mid-February.” Confident she wouldn’t deliver for six weeks, Monica had decided to make the hour’s drive to her parents’ house in Maryland and surprise them for New Year’s Eve. Now here she was, on the outskirts of her hometown, screaming with terror as she felt the baby coming right in the car.

Just go to the hospital. It’s only ten minutes away, she told herself. But it was no use. She could feel the baby about to appear. Oh God, please don’t let it come just yet; it’s going to suffocate. . . . Please God. . . . Fighting back hysteria, she took off her shoes so she could pull down her pants. She was now near her old high school. As she desperately tried to figure out how to drive and deliver the baby at the same time, she noticed a neighborhood she’d never seen before. She turned into it and found herself on a little cul-de-sac. Somehow, she maneuvered the car to a stop and stumbled out into the freezing night.

Four houses, all with lights on, faced her. Grandma, Monica prayed. You can see from heaven. Help me. Where should I go?

Without thinking, without understanding why, Monica ran past the three houses that were closest. Staggering with excruciating pain, shivering in her stocking feet, feeling the baby coming any second, Monica chose the house that was farthest away.

“Help me!” she screamed, pounding on the door. “I’m having a baby! Call 911!”

No one answered. Don’t make me deliver my baby all by myself on this porch, God . . . help me, please . . .

“Don’t let her in.” A man was speaking on the other side of the door. “There’s a crazy lady out there.”

Now a woman’s voice answered, softly but firmly. “I’m opening the door anyway,” she said.

The door swung open. An elderly woman in a bathrobe waved Monica inside. “Don’t worry,” she said kindly. “My daughter is here.”

In the upstairs bedroom of her parents’ house, Dianne slept, oblivious to the pandemonium below. That morning in Virginia, the snow had been falling so hard that she had almost decided to cancel her visit to her parents. But by early afternoon, the snow had let up enough for her to risk the four-hour drive to Maryland. The trip had been exhausting, and Dianne had fallen asleep at ten o’clock, too tired to join her parents as they rang in the New Year.

Now her mother’s voice roused Dianne from her sleep: “Dianne! Come quick!” And another woman’s voice, hysterical: “Oh God help me! My baby’s coming!”

Dianne raced out of bed to the top of the stairs. She looked down at the screaming stranger. Then she flew into action. “Mom, call 911! Dad, get sheets!” she barked as she ran down the stairs.

“Everything’s going to be okay,” she said, taking Monica’s hand. “I’m a nurse. I worked labor and delivery for four years. Let’s get you upstairs onto a bed.”

At the top of the stairs, Monica stopped. “It’s coming now!” she screamed. Dianne laid her down and prepared to deliver the baby.

“What position did your last ultrasound show?” Dianne asked.

“Breech. Is it going to be okay?” sobbed Monica.

“Yes, of course. Just try not to push, and keep breathing.”

But despite her reassuring words to Monica, Dianne felt sick with panic. The baby was preterm and in breech position. And she had no equipment. How could she possibly deliver this baby alive?

Calm down, Dianne, she told herself. God did not send this woman to you for this baby to die. Just do what you have to do and everything will be fine.

“Monica, I see it coming!” Dianne said. “Don’t push!”

At that moment, the doorbell rang and a volunteer emergency worker bounded inside. He was only eighteen years old, nervous and unsure of what to do.

“Get the emergency oxygen and the delivery kit—now!” Dianne ordered. He ran back to the ambulance and returned just as the baby was born into Dianne’s waiting hands.

“Congratulations, Monica. You have a boy.”

“I don’t hear him! Why isn’t he crying?” Monica screamed.

Without answering, Dianne unwrapped the cord that was strangling his tiny neck. She suctioned the mucus from his nose with the emergency kit, cut the cord, and stimulated him until he cried.

“Give me oxygen! Quick! He’s turning blue!”

As soon as she stabilized his color, Dianne gently placed the baby on Monica.

By now the paramedics had arrived, ready to take Monica to the hospital. “Hold him next to your skin. Your body temperature will help protect him,” Dianne said, placing layer upon layer of cloth on top of the baby.

“Good luck!” she called as the paramedics carried Monica and her newborn outside into the fifteen-degree night.

The next day, Dianne walked into Monica’s hospital room, carrying flowers. “These are for you,” she said, placing them on the windowsill. “And this is for the baby.” As she leaned in to hand Monica a teddy bear, she broke into a startled laugh. “Hey! You’ve got my dad’s pillow!”

“How did that happen?” Monica said. “Should I give it back?”

“Keep it. It will bring you luck. ”

“You brought me luck, Dianne. Without you . . . my beautiful baby . . . my Jacob . . . would be . . .” Unable to say the word, Monica burst into tears and threw her arms around Dianne’s neck. The two women held each other close and cried together.

At last Dianne said, “It wasn’t me who brought you luck, Monica. This was meant to be.”

“It was a miracle,” sobbed Monica.

“There’s something I want to ask you,” Dianne said. “This morning we went out and locked your car. And we saw where you parked it. There were three houses closer than ours. So why on earth did you choose us?”

“I really don’t know. I remember I prayed to my grand-mother to help me. And then without thinking, I ran to your house. That doesn’t make sense, does it? I was in my stocking feet, and I was in so much pain that your house seemed a hundred miles away. I don’t know. I just chose you.”

~ Peggy Sarlin
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