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Pop T - for inspiration.
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Angelia Phillips – for showing me how to do it right
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life during the production of this book.
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Christ is when life takes a grim and painful turn and the future is uncertain.
You inspire me to the core of my soul, and I know both of our grans would be very proud of you.
When you’re up to a game of pitch and catch, I’m ready when you are …
Angelia
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Forward Maria Jordan
For as long as I can remember, I have been fascinated with stories of the paranormal
and the supernatural. These stories were typically told in religion and history classes.
Those involved were legendary figures that did not in any way seem real or ordinary,
like people I knew.
In this thoughtful selection of true accounts, many relayed from a first-person
perspective, Angelia Phillips and Alastar Packer have successfully brought reality into
the heretofore unexplainable.
The people in these stories are believable. They are real. They are alive. They come
from all walks of life.
None of the circumstances are the same. Yet, the scenarios and details are credible,
often about everyday life occurrences. You will read authentic memories of the
experience in the voice of each distinct contributor.
The universal themes of faith, security and well-being are strewn throughout each
chapter. The overriding victory of good over evil is also evident in both the mysterious
and the miraculous revelations contained in this volume.
The world is filled with believers and skeptics. As you read, please venture safely into
the other side even if you are more of the scientific persuasion. If, however, one
remains open to the possibility that there is not always a logical, causal explanation for
life events, then Mysterious and Miraculous is well worth your time-investment to read.

As for me, I am a believer. It is my honor to have been asked to include my own
miracle in this incredible mix of unforgettable tales.
•

Renewed faith and belief

•

Inspiration

•

Hopefulness

These are reasons I would return to a book time and time again. Read on and see for
yourself, as you experience these accounts of Mysterious and Miraculous.

Introduction Alastar’s Thoughts
My friends I can't really begin to tell you what an honor, joy, and inspiration it is to be a
part of Mysterious and Miraculous. This book is unique in its format; at least as far as
any I have ever come across.
My suspicion is it will be a read that you will find hard to break-away from and that’s
good as you’ll likely want to return to its stories over and over again. I know I will.
Many of us realize not everything that happens on this planet can be explained. We
simply don’t have the answers to all of it. Much of this collection is a chronicling of
those once in a lifetime events of people courageous enough to share them with us and
through us to the rest of the world.
With that thought I'll leave you to enjoy the stories of the Mysterious and Miraculous.
Prepare yourselves for an amazing journey.
Alastar Packer

Introduction Angelia’s Thoughts
The idea for this book came about a couple of years ago while I was working my shift
at Laurel Land Funeral Home in Fort Worth, Texas. Over the years the staff had brought
in books to exchange with each other so we’d have reading material to occupy us
during breaks, or when things were slow. Among the books in the staff collection was
an old one, with a worn, faded green cover and it was full of supernatural stories from
all over the United States.

None of the stories were actual accounts of events told to the writer. They were
impersonal rewrites that had been gathered into a collection of folklore from various
regions, some dating back to the 1700s.
Having experienced several supernatural events myself, and knowing many friends,
families and colleagues who have as well, I thought it would be a fun project to gather
them up and put them in a book, and present them from the very personal perspective
of the story teller.
You see, I knew many of the stories that had been shared with me over the years
would be lost eventually, not surviving intact from one generation to the next. Sooner
or later a grandchild would get lost in the re-telling and forget the names of those
involved, or where exactly the event happened, or what the important details were.
Heritage is important to me and stories are an important part of our heritage and we all
have one. This is my way making them permanent for families and friends to enjoy, as
well as knowing the stories of their own heritage are preserved in a book dedicated to
such things.
I hope you enjoy the tales of histories shared with me as much as I have enjoyed
preparing them for you.

God bless you, thank you for reading, and please don’t forget to thank a veteran at
your next opportunity!
Angelia Phillips

Ascension Darlene Sexton Vice
In 2004, I was driving to church and began to feel very sick, so I re-routed to the
Fleming County Hospital. There, after an exam and evaluation, it was determined I
had a blood clot in my lung, and I had suffered a heart attack.
I was to be med-flighted to Central Baptist Hospital in Lexington, Kentucky, but before
we got off the ground, my heart stopped. I was revived, but my family was told that
much damage had occurred. There was little hope of me surviving it, and at most, I
only had a few hours to live. I was incubated, stabilized and then flown to Central
Baptist Hospital.
During the night, my heart stopped again, but the medical team was able to get it
restarted. Ultimately, I was stabilized but was put into an induced coma to avoid as
much risk of further heart trauma as possible, while I healed with round-the-clock
monitoring.
Three weeks into the coma, during a visit from my son, Shawn, and our pastor, Birdie
Stephens of the New Vision Church of God in Flemingsburg, KY, they made ready to
pray for me before leaving my room. Before the prayer began, my son stepped close to
my bed, bent to my ear and called my name. Moments later, the monitor alarms
activated.
To my knowledge, when this happened, I sensed I wasn’t in my hospital room at all. I
was somewhere else, in a place I can only assume was Heaven. I stood at a white
gate, with clouds floating all around me. And though I seemed to be standing, I felt
nothing at all under my feet, so the sensation was like I was floating.

Looking through the gate, I could see down a street. Everything appeared to be very
white, and I was wondering where all of the people were, when at the far end of the
street, I saw what appeared to be seven angels. They began to sing to me, and they
played harps that looked to be made of gold.
As I listened to their beautiful music, I felt myself leaving that place. And a moment
later, my dad was with me. He had died several years before. Perhaps it was an angel,
appearing as my father, I’m not sure. I only know that he explained that I had died,
but that it wasn’t my time to go, and it was God’s desire that I survive and recover.
And so, I died and lived to tell about it.
I believe my life was spared because at the time this happened, my husband was
battling cancer. After my experience I knew I had no reason to fear my death, or his,
nor do I wonder what will happen to me when my time comes to pass from this life to
the next one. I have been a Christian for many years, and now I know with certainty
that my spiritual life is secure with Christ. I believe my life was spared to help my
husband get through his last weeks with our family, as well as to help our son to cope
with the loss of his father. I was released from the hospital in February. My husband
passed a short time later, in March.
I can say from personal experience that God is the real deal. I easily could have died
and never revived, but I know it was He who allowed me to live for His divine purpose
to be fulfilled, not only in my life, but in the lives of others.
Darlene Sexton Vice

Darlene Sexton Vice is a heart attack and cancer survivor who
lives with her son, Shawn, in Sandusky, Ohio. She’s one of those brighthearted people with a beautiful witness of why it’s important to
maintain as much of a positive attitude as possible when life is troubled.

Breaching Securities Anonymous Appalachian

By Alastar Packer via Anonymous Appalachian
This collection was submitted by a professional writer of romantic fiction, an Appalachian native
who wishes to remain anonymous. In the following content she will be referred to as Bonnie.

Gypsy
As a young girl Bonnie lived with her parents on a military base located in the Deep South. Their
house sat near a golf course and nearby was a swampy area, where raspberry bushes grew.
All the local kids were warned not to go near this marsh, as alligators were known to inhabit it.
Being a spirited young lass, the desire to pick some of the nearby raspberries enticed Bonnie to
head into the swamp one day carrying a pail for the berries. She made it into the swamp
secretly and without trouble and was picking away at the bushes when she suddenly heard a
woman's voice say, "What are you doing, Brie Collins?"
Turning toward the voice, Bonnie was startled to see a woman standing near her. She wasn’t
only surprised to see her standing there, as if appearing out of nowhere, but just as surprised at
her clothing. She was dressed like no other woman Bonnie had ever seen before.
The woman wore what appeared to be gypsy-like clothing, mainly of red, and had a veil about
her head. She was holding roses, too. In fact, beside her was a huge bush, full of pink roses,
that somehow Bonnie had completely missed seeing when she’d arrived for the berry-picking.
Confused and wondering how she could have missed such an impressive rose bush, Bonnie
stared at it and then turned to the woman, asking her why she had called her Brie Collins.
The woman ignored Bonnie’s question and in a firm but kind voice, admonished her to go home
at once, or she would never eat raspberries again!
The queer situation of missing the massive rose bush added to the gypsy-woman’s firm
instructions and bizarre clothing spooked Bonnie enough to leave the area, running for home
and dropping her pail in the process.

Later that evening Bonnie’s family learned the sad news that one of the teenagers who lived on
the base had lost a foot to a gator in the swamp. It had been lying in a culvert unnoticed until it
suddenly attacked.
Years later an additional and sensational surprise arose from Bonnie’s encounter with the
gypsy-lady.
When she got older, Bonnie was told she was adopted. When her adoptive mother produced
her birth certificate, Bonnie discovered that upon her adoption she’d been given a new name. At
birth she’d been named Brie Collins!

Snow Screens
While living on the base, Bonnie recalled that their television screen would often erupt in what
her father called snow -- black, white and grey images coalescing on the screen. Bonnie
realized later the snow images had nothing to do with the programming and probably all early
versions of the television had snow occurring on their screens at one time or another. However,
in base housing, snow on the screen wasn’t merely snow on the screen.
In homes on the base, the television snow often had discernible images in it. And if the set was
turned off when there was snow on the screen, often the images would linger on the screen,
moving about. Sometimes they would suddenly appear on the screen even when the television
had been turned off for quite some time.
Once when alone with her dad, listening to records, the turned-off television abruptly lit up with
images of snow and faces. Bonnie asked her father who the people were showing on the
screen. Her father made a joke about them, but quickly went to the television and pulled the
plug from the wall. Even though the set had no power to it, the images continued for quite a
while.
Another event occurred in her parent's bedroom, when their small television set suddenly turned
itself on, and the screen lit up. On the screen Bonnie saw what seemed to be strange-looking
men and she could hear them speaking, but not in any language she understood.
It didn’t last long, since Bonnie’s mother came in abruptly, snapped off the set, and took Bonnie
away from the room and into another part of the house. Her mother never said a word about
the incident but Bonnie could tell that it upset her.
Bonnie’s father had a name for the men, or creatures that appeared at times on their
televisions. He called them the TV Gremlins and Bonnie grew to be afraid of them. To this day,
she cannot sleep in the same room with a television until the set is securely covered up with a
throw or blanket.

Little Devils
All the kids on the base knew about them; the little men that only the children could see. They
were of two different types -- taller, silver ones, and large-headed red ones. The children
usually referred to them as devils.
These little devils were very talented in supernatural ways. They easily walked through walls
and doors. They also had habit of carrying things off, like car parts, vacuum cleaners, knives,
toilet tissue dispenser bars, etc.
The kids saw them do these things and yet were never able to understand why their parents
were at a loss, exclaiming, “What happened to our car?” Or, “Who took the lawn mower apart?”
If the adults on base could see them, they never acknowledged it.
Sometimes the devils would bring things to the children; a hodge-podge of items really, like
cookies or nuts or slips of paper with weird impressions on them. Bonnie usually saw two of the
little beings. One of them was nice and would play games with her brother. The other was mean
and would pinch and try to get the siblings to do dangerous things. This one once enticed her
brother to hurl a jack-in-the-box at their mother and later led him into the middle of the street. If
the nice one hadn’t quickly told one of the neighborhood boys, who ran into the street to retrieve
the lad, no telling what might have happened.
Another time the mean one coaxed Bonnie into licking the coating off of a lawn fertilizer
container, lying to her and telling her it tasted like candy. She did it and got pretty sick from it but
thankfully survived.
The silver men didn't show up too often. None of the kids regretted this as they were very
strange. When they did come around, it was at night and the children believed they spied on
their dreams. The friendly devil taught Bonnie how to get them out of her own dreams by going
to sleep thinking about what she wanted to be when she grew up or by dwelling on some
imaginary life. She was supposed to concentrate hard on these thoughts till she fell asleep. The
trick seemed to work. But many of the other kids weren't so lucky and complained that the silver
men gave them headaches by coming into their sleep.
One night in particular Bonnie remembers a visit from them vividly. The friendly devil was sitting
between her and her brother's bed, quietly playing with her sibling’s blocks, building what looked
like a very nice castle and Bonnie drifted off to sleep. Later she was awakened by the sound of
high-speed chatter. When she opened her eyes the little devil was still there and hard at work.
Bonnie relaxed and she began drifting back asleep, only to be startled awake by seven woman

who were floating into the room. They were all very pretty and they just hovered in the room,
speaking among themselves. And then one moved very close to her.
The woman spoke to Bonnie without moving her mouth and told her she would be leaving soon,
but before she did, she wanted Bonnie to see something.
Several of the women took hold of her, barely touching the girl, as they then flew through the
window. Bonnie doesn't recall too much about what happened next, except for one thing and
that was a great body of water. The waters were flooded over everything -- lands, towns and
cities. And then they took her under the water to an airplane that had just landed and was
sinking. In moments, she was inside the plane too, feeling cold and terrified. It didn’t last long
and soon after Bonnie was back in her bed without recalling how she’d escaped the sinking
aircraft.
Later she told the friendly devil what had happened. He said the women were enemies of the
silver men because the women's people lived forever and the silver people didn't believe in
forever. He also said the silver ones had a king who did believe in forever and he told people he
was God in order to control them.
Bonnie saw the women one more time before her family moved away. They came, they said, to
show her wonderful things in a dream. It was a nice dream and Bonnie saw people she had
never met before, but they were dear to her nonetheless.
In the years since she has met many of the people in the dream, the most important one being
her beloved husband.

The Right Direction
The military base families were celebrating Thanksgiving at a large community church in their
area. A large group of military families attended and the crowd was thick. Bonnie, intending to
get some oyster casserole on her plate, managed to get separated and eventually pressed into
a basement corridor by the bigger folk.
At first she wasn’t frightened because she wasn’t alone. The corridor had several people in it as
well, laughing and talking. But, as she’d lost her sense of direction she soon became alarmed
and frightened, not knowing how to find her way back to her family.
As her eyes began filling with tears, she bumped into a man who was carrying a newspaper,
who asked her why she was crying. She explained that she’d gotten lost in the building and
didn’t know which way to go to get back to her family.
The kind man gently turned her around and pointed out the way for her, back to the banquet
hall.

While thanking the man, Bonnie noticed how very vivid his clothing was and that his skin
seemed to be extraordinarily bright. After she thanked him, he smiled at her, then turned and
walked away.
Later, with her mother in the church sanctuary, Bonnie noticed a photo on the wall and asked
her mother who it was in the picture. Her mother explained that it was Rev. Andrews, a former
pastor of the church.
The kind man in the basement, who had calmed her and helped her find her way back to the
banquet hall, had been none other than Rev. Andrews, the very same man in the picture, the
same man that her mother explained was with God since he had died several years before.

Anonymous Appalachian is an author of romantic fiction who
graciously allowed their story to be included, although they preferred
anonymity.

Catalyst Gail Sobotkin
I worked as a nurse for 40 years and never saw a miraculous healing, yet I was blessed
to witness two such healings within my own family. The first one occurred when my
father suffered a massive heart attack at the age of 40. Though he and my mother
were in the midst of divorce proceedings that had been initiated by my Mom months
earlier, she rushed to the hospital to be by Dad’s side. Doctors told her that they did not
expect him to survive and the thought of losing him seemed all too real because his
younger brother had recently died of a heart attack.
Mom spent the rest of the day by Dad’s bedside holding his hand, confused by the
jumble of conflicting and ambivalent emotions that she was feeling. Though he was
receiving high doses of morphine, Dad told her that the only thing that eased the
crushing, excruciating pain in his chest was the touch of her hand, but when night
came, she left him to come back home to us kids.
Early the next morning Mom was awakened by an urgent phone call from Dad’s nurse,
who told her that his heart had stopped beating and they were trying to resuscitate
him. By the time Mom reached the hospital they had successfully revived him once, but
he’d gone into cardiac arrest a few moments later and they were trying to resuscitate
him again.
Mom watched them working on him from the hallway and felt an overwhelming
emotion of love for Dad. The ambivalence of the previous day was gone, replaced by
the certain knowledge that more than anything else in this world she wanted him to
survive. “Please, God,” she prayed, “Let him live so we can be together again.”
Miraculously, Dad did survive and while he was still in the hospital recuperating, Mom
obtained a special court order to dismiss her divorce complaint. She gift wrapped that
order and presented it to Dad giving him a powerful incentive to get well.

Dad made a full recovery and when he came back home he was a changed man. As
Mom later wrote in a journal she gave to me, “After his heart attack Dad and I both
knew where our priorities lay….with each other and the family we had created. We
stopped deliberately hurting each other and he made time for me and you children.”
Dad lived for 16 more years before he had a second heart attack on the morning of his
56th birthday. Mom called to tell me paramedics were at the house working on him, but
this time no amount of resuscitation could bring him back to us.
However, our family was acutely aware that the 16 additional years we’d had together
were a precious gift to all of us, especially since Mom had developed emphysema
during that time and was on oxygen 24 hours a day.
Dad had been a loving and attentive caregiver to her and had been doing all the
shopping and cooking. Now that he was gone, I arranged for an increase in Mom’s
home health aide hours but it was still hard for her to live alone and she became
severely depressed verbalizing on a daily basis that she didn’t want to live without him.
I was married, lived an hour away, had a family of my own to raise and was working
fulltime but I did the best I could to support her emotionally by calling her every day,
visiting her once a week and continually trying to link her into mental health services
that I knew were available. Unfortunately, Mom adamantly refused psychiatric care
insisting that, “No psychiatrist can bring your father back.”
She lived in a state of melancholy for 5 years until she attempted suicide by swallowing
several bottles of prescription medications. Fortunately, she called to tell me what she’d
done and I arranged for an ambulance to take her to the hospital to have her stomach
pumped. She was then admitted to the psychiatric unit where she finally got the mental
health services she desperately needed. As her mental condition improved, her health
began to improve and a few months after getting out of the hospital she was
completely weaned off her oxygen and was able to go to the local senior center several
times a week.
At the center, she met a wonderful man named, Walter Musciano, and they were
instantly attracted to each other. Conversation flowed easily and when Walt told her
that his hobby was building model airplanes and that he had written hundreds of
articles that had been published in model airplane magazines, Mom felt the hair on her
arms tingle, sensing that my Dad had somehow brought her and Walter together. You
see, Dad had also been a model airplane enthusiast who had read those same
magazines, built elaborate models, and flew them in local parks. Now Mom instinctively

felt like Dad was smiling down on her, happy she was feeling well and talking to a man
he would like and approve of.
For the next few months, Mom and Walter had a whirlwind courtship and then lived
together for 20 years until she died at the age of 83. Walter was the perfect partner for
Mom in her later years and he and Mom were madly in love with each other. I believe
Dad did have something to do with bringing them together though I have no way to
prove it. I also believe that the seeds of miracles are sometimes sown in times of crisis
and that love, both earthly and supernatural, can be a powerful catalyst for the creation
of miracles.

Gail Sobotkin spent 36 years in the Nursing profession, retiring in
2010. With the pen name of Happyboomernurse, Gail's exemplary
writing and exquisite photography continues to educate, motivate and
inspire audiences far and wide. In Gail's experience: "personal stories
inspire others in ways you may not expect or they're read by someone at
just the right time to bring much needed hope when they're in the depths
of pain and grief". Gail and her husband live in Delaware and enjoy
spending time in Hilton Head, SC. For more information you can find
her online via http://happyboomernurse.hubpages.com

Choker Angelia Phillips
The hotel room was nothing impressive; small, with two queen beds, one near the door
and the other against the far wall. They sat about five feet apart a night-stand between
them at the headboards.
It was the early 1990s and my sister and I had travelled from Virginia to the small
western town of Holdenville, Oklahoma. We’d come to attend our grandfather’s
funeral. Both of us were in our mid-twenties, and we’d brought her four year old son,
Ray, along with us.
The trip was exhausting. Both of us had tight schedules to keep, and it was a long drive
through the mountains and then across the Midwest to make it to Holdenville in time
for the visitation. By the time we’d gotten together and played catch-up with family and
friends, showered and changed for the visitation, then did a bit more hugging and
chatting with the others, we were beat when the gathering concluded.
Back then there weren’t a whole lot of choices in regards to hotels and motels. One of
our aunties had advised to stay in the one we did because it was only a couple of
blocks from her home and it was locally owned and operated. Holdenville is pretty well
off the beaten trail so there wasn’t much competition for the drab little place. It looked
like a place where travelling cowboys probably crashed for the night, leaving their
trucks and horse trailers in the small parking lot. Apparently a bunch of other folks
decided it was their preference too, because when we got there they had only one
room left to rent, so we snagged it not long after we got into town.
As tired as we were that night I wanted to watch television. It was at the foot of the
bed against the wall sitting on a dresser. The dresser sat snug against the outer wall of
the bathroom so, I rather rudely called dibs on the far bed.
Alicia didn’t fuss about my preference. It wasn’t long before she and Ray were sleeping
soundly while I lay watching television in the dark. It took nearly two hours before I felt
drowsy enough to turn it off and try to sleep myself.
I’d been steadily in and out of dozing, not quite able to fall into a deep sleep, when the
unexpected happened. I realized I was no longer alone in my bed.

The bed mattress shifted quietly, sloping downward at my side. This movement was
quickly followed by an impressive weight moving across my waist, chest and hips. It
was heavy enough around my torso to prevent me from sitting up and the next thing I
knew my throat being gripped and squeezed tightly.
I’d left the bathroom light on and had ample glow to see by, but there was nothing
there! The constriction on my throat maintained and ultimately tightened enough that I
couldn’t exhale or inhale.
In a panic I pushed my hands out in front of me but I only connected with empty
space. I grabbed at my neck, nearly clawing at it, desperate to dislodge whatever had
hold of me, but although my throat felt the grip, my hands felt only my throat.
I couldn’t shout, speak or even whisper for help. It felt exactly like someone had
straddled my torso, was holding me down and firmly choking me.
Not only couldn’t I breathe, with the weight pinning me, I could barely move, and panic
set in.
A barrage of prayers began firing through my mind. Somewhere in the desperate
stream, a thought jumped out of the mental melee.
“If I get to Alicia, she can help me!”
I pressed my shoulders upward but the weight was so heavy I made no progress. The
grip on my throat didn’t budge. At this point my prayers shifted into a frenzied
repetition of, “DEAR GOD, PLEASE HELP ME! PLEASE GET IT OFF OF ME!”
In all sincerity, I thought I was living my last moments and about to be killed by an
invisible, wicked creeper.
In a final attempt to break free from the pinning, I twisted hard, wrenching my
shoulders and pelvis as forcefully as I could, digging my heels into the mattress.
Thankfully, I rolled left, and went head first over the side of the bed.
Getting free of the bed didn’t loosen the grip on my throat or the weight that was still
pulling around my torso and, now that I was off my back and on a firm floor, I was able
to get some leverage. I pushed myself forward, pulling my legs off the bed. Once I got
them underneath me, I pushed myself onto all fours and began crawling, crossing the
short gap to Alicia.
Hot tears of fright and frustration flooded my eyes but the thought remained, if I could
get to her I’d have help. Thankfully, she’d fallen asleep on the side of the bed nearest
me, so I only had a few feet of space I had to cover, but no kidding, it felt like the
longest distance I’d ever crossed in my life.

It would be easy to say I did it on my own, but I sincerely believe if God hadn’t helped
me I’d not have pulled it off. It came down to me calling and Him helping.
My chest was aching for air and it took every bit of effort I could muster to stretch my
arm out ahead of me and clamp my fingers around her wrist.
Amazingly, just like the thought that kept flying through my head had assured me of, as
soon as I touched her, it was gone. I mean in about the same time it takes to blink I
was released. I could move and breathe without any hindrance at all.
Grabbing her wrist had startled her awake and she turned over to find me kneeling on
the floor next to her bed. One of my hands still clung to her wrist and my other one
was rubbing my throat. I couldn’t remember it ever feeling as good to breathe.
She sat up in the bed quickly, asking, “Are you OK?”
“No. Move over …”
I was shaking from fight but explained what happened. Of course, my sister prayed
with me, and we had no further incidents that night.
Looking back on it I realize it’s only one of many unexplainable events that have
happened in our lives and in the lives of many members of our family. Some have been
good and some haven’t.
The Oklahoma hotel room incident definitely falls into the we don’t wanna repeat it
category.

Angelia Phillips is a photo-journalist who often writes under the
pen name of femmeflashpoint. Angelia is currently residing in southern
Indiana with her sister, Alicia, the other half of her website Sibling
Synergy. Angelia's strong Christian faith and American patriotism are
ever present in her life tapestry. Perhaps this is why femme closes most
of her thoughtful writing with: "God bless you, thank you for reading and
please don't forget to thank a veteran at your next opportunity". To find
a directory of all Angelia's work, please check out her Home Page at:
Sibling Synergy

Divine Intervention Kim Kruise Thompson
It is hard to go into all the details. I don’t think my heart will allow me to relive the
parts of the past that are associated with leading up to this story that I’m about to
share with you. Part of what I can only tell you is, I’ve heard God’s voice and met Him
face-to-face.
I realize this is a very bold thing to say. But, I am only sharing what my heart knows to
be the truth since it was very real and life changing.
I know many say they hear God; maybe in their spirit, through a dream or even a
gentle urging. In my case, I met him on my knees, in the dark, and my life was never
the same.
I was in a state of very deep depression and I don’t think I realized how acute it was
until I went to bed one night thinking of ending my life. It would be the first time in my
31 years that this horrible thought had ever come to my mind. In the state I was in, I
felt all was lost and very helpless. I’d prayed for months for things to change and move
in my favor, but it seemed as if the prayers were never going to be answered and my
heart would never be complete again.
I lay in my bed and began contemplating going into the bathroom to swallow a whole
bottle of pills. But, I didn’t follow through with it because suddenly, I had somehow
gone from my bed to my garage, with no memory of how I got there.
I looked around, shocked and unnerved. As quickly as I realized I had somehow
changed rooms, a bright light appeared on the wall. Within the light were these foreign
words scrolling down slowly. I couldn’t read them but somehow I knew what they said.

It was then a deep and gentle voice spoke to me. My soul recognized it instantly. I
knew it was God, my Heavenly Father.
I fell to my knees, my head bowed. I didn’t dare look up.
I wasn’t scared, but was in absolute awe of who was talking to me. I felt so unworthy
before His presence. He said some words that I will never forget. They’ve been branded
on my soul forever.
“As the w aves plum m et against the rocks, trust m e.”
You have to understand this. As spiritual as I felt I was at times in my life, calling
myself a Christian, a believer, I am ashamed to say that I did not have that kind of
relationship with God. I was in a dark place, a backslider, and feeling like I was never
going to find my way back home.
My heavenly Father heard my cries and in the darkest time of my life, He reached out
to me. He pulled me smack dab out of my bed and into His presence. I would say that
is a powerful intervention.
When the light on the wall went away, I found myself back in my bed. Who knows?
Some may say it was a vision, or a dream -- but in my heart, I know it was real. He
gave me hope. I knew that God had my back in every way.
I jumped up and grabbed my Bible, searching the scriptures frantically for something
that resembled what God had told me.
I did find that the water represented troubles and the rock was my God. I was being hit
on so many sides, slowly sinking, but God was telling me He was going to work it; to
trust Him. Again, without sharing too many personal things, He did move on my behalf
and full restoration came in my life within a very short time after meeting God.
I may never have this sort of experience again. It is very possible that it will be a once
in a life time encounter, at least in this form of life. But, I do know I will never doubt
that God is real or that He has moved mountains on my behalf, ever again.
He will forever be my rock and my salvation.

When Kim Kruise Thompson retired from her 18 - year Nursing
career in 2011, she assumed the pen name of Sunnie Day and resurrected

her love of writing. To Kim: "The words have flowed like a fast moving
river, bringing with them many new adventures I never dreamed
possible. My greatest hope is that my writing inspires and encourages
others". Kim and her husband live in central Texas and she is the proud
Mother of four children and a growing list of grandchildren. Kim's
website and book store can be found at sunniedaysgracefulintentions.com.

Forty-six Hours Maria Jordan
Life is a privilege. Life is a gift. Life is a miracle.
In 1999, on a sunny day in June, I almost lost my privileges. Someone almost took my gift from
me.
I was held hostage in my office at work, with a colleague. The gunman was a nurse, who had
been fired for drug impairment.
At the end of 46 hours, I survived six gunshot wounds. My friend's life ended senselessly.
How? Why?
This is the story of my miracle. My name is Maria Couchara Jordan.

Some background...
Before this seemingly-ordinary June day, I was prone to the practical. Logic and reason were
comforting to me.
As a psychiatric nurse, I looked for the science and theory behind behavior and motive.
As a child, I studied about the miracles of Jesus in the Bible. I have also read about people
being healed before a bleeding statue of Mary or at the shrine of the stigmata of Padre Pio. My
faith allowed me to consider the possibility of these accounts, defying logic and reason.
To me, these miracles seemed indeed to be faith based People were seeking Jesus, Mary or
some connection to God for a healing event or positive outcome. Miracles didn't happen to
people like me -- at least I never thought they could.

In June, 1999, I had been married for 11 years to the love of my life. I was 37- years-old.
Alvin Wesley, a big, loving Black Labrador Retriever, shared our home. Our son was five-yearsold in 1999.

Mom, 72-years-old at the time, lived a couple miles from us. My siblings and their children still
live in close proximity.
A psychiatric / mental health nurse since 1983, I valued the profession, proud of my educational
and professional milestones.

In 1998, I was entrusted with leading the Department of Nursing at our area's largest state
psychiatric facility. I was humbled at the charge, never taking this role for granted. Every day
was a unique opportunity to improve the quality of life for the vulnerable, seriously mentally-ill
people
Giving heart and soul to patients and staff, the daily possibility of physical assault is a constant.
Now, 30 years in nursing, I have been assaulted three times by inpatients.
Responsible for over 600 staff, safety first was paramount. While my primary focus was always
patient safety, I felt staff also had the right to work in an environment free of assault or injury.
As an administrator, I advocated for good staff/patient ratios and excellent staff in-service
training. As a nurse, I expected staff would work in a safe, compassionate manner with patients
and each other.
In April, 1999, a 40- year-old nurse was fired. Along with the Superintendent, I signed my name
to the termination letter. This man was a dangerous practitioner and unwilling to address a
serious drug impairment. His name is DC.
The longest day in June…
Waking up on Wednesday morning, June 16th, 1999, I knew I had many loose ends to tie up at
work. This day would be my 'Friday', as I planned to escort Mom to a medical procedure on
Thursday and then take a relaxing long weekend.
A mountain of paperwork needed to be handled. I wanted to make rounds in the six patient
buildings. I had a busy day ahead of me.
I was concerned about one of my nurse managers, Carol. She was back at work, after having
been sick a couple days with a stomach virus. I paged her to check how she was feeling.
Shortly after, about 11:00 AM, Carol stopped in my office. She was pale and sweaty, as we sat
and spoke. I urged Carol to wrap up and head home to rest.
About this time, DC burst into my office, brandishing a gun. Across my desk, seeing Carol's face
of shock and horror, I knew our lives would never be the same...

From my journal...
My initial thought was, “What are you doing here? You don't have an appointment. I fired you.”

That seems silly now.
I always took my freedom and safety for granted. Despite a demanding job, I could walk away
from a situation. I could take a break, even walking down the hall to the ladies’ room.
In seconds, my sunny, open, inviting office turned into a claustrophobic prison, where Carol and
I were held hostage by DC for 46 hours.
All sense of control and self-confidence drained from my body. DC aimed his gun, standing
about six feet away, shooting rapidly and successively around and at me. He shot me four
times, within the first hour of the intrusion.
My eyes connected with Carol. I stared, disbelieving, at my blood, proof this was happening.
I was horrified by the ghoulish site of my lime green blouse, now splattered red, as a bullet
entered my left breast.
Bones in my right wrist were shattered by a second bullet. My right foot received the third shot.
The last bullet grazed my left wrist.
In unrecognizable agony, my mind switched towards a pile of papers at a nearby table, work
that would be forever untended. I felt sad, oddly enough ... yet the focus was a gift. It provided
fleeting seconds of relief from grim reality.
My heart was beating. I was breathing. I knew I faced the biggest challenge of my life to date. I
needed to stay alive. I was not ready to die -- not this way!
Carol did not know DC as well as me. As a good nurse, she instinctively knew that any further
communication from me would “push his buttons” even further. She began to intervene in a
soothing and maternal voice.
Carol made several courageous attempts to elicit compassion from DC.
He allowed Carol to get my Lab coat, in my locker, as I shivered uncontrollably from blood loss.
My mind reflexively allowed me to feel warmth, like a heated blanket.
Carol was permitted to get two Tylenol from my purse in the bottom desk drawer. She gave
them to me, hours after being shot on Wednesday evening, without water. I imagined they were
the strongest drug available.
As DC argued on the phone with hostage negotiators, I looked to Carol for silent comfort. I
continued to bleed, growing weaker at the very sight of myself.
I mouthed: 'Will I be OK?' Carol kept nodding and reassuring me with her eyes. She mouthed
back: 'It's gonna be OK. You will be OK'.
I hung onto Carol's words. I hung onto her presence. She allowed me to keep hopeful amidst
dire circumstances.

Carol tried at different times in a calm, gentle manner asking him to let us go. She tried reason,
but he was impaired and beyond all reasoning. She always knew when she needed to back off.
Carol had the opportunity to leave my office on Thursday. She chose loyalty to me over her
freedom.
She was gentle, but firm, that she needed to stay with me -- that 'we needed to get Maria
medical help'. She appealed to DC as a nurse and as a person. His brief gesture of humanity to
Carol passed.
The offer for Carol's release was never made again. I am in awe of such bravery and will be
forever grateful to her.
Two nights were endless. I had never been colder in my life, ironically in the middle of June. I
treasured Carol's presence. She held my left hand with her right, while handcuffed to each
other. The warmth of her hand spread through my body like a roaring fire.
“Don't give up. You can do it. You are stronger than you know. God has a plan for you.”

The nightmare is over...
Early Friday morning, DC fired his gun again, as the police bombarded my locked office.
Even closer in range, about two feet, DC shot my chest, again, and my abdomen. I slumped to
the floor from my sitting position, convinced death was imminent.
His third and final shot was aimed point-blank, at Carol's head. My brave friend died instantly.
I heard the choir of ladies again. Their voices gave me the strength to work with the SWAT
Team to crawl out of this prison, free after 46-hours of hell.
“All over now, you did it. You are loved. It will be OK.”
Moments later, a medical helicopter, with compassionate and competent personnel, whisked me
away. The sun was dazzling. I felt safe. I was OK.
The doctors informed my family that I should have died. Up to 95% of those shot once in the 'kill
zone' area, die instantly. That I survived, with essentially no medical intervention, for close to
two days was nothing short of a miracle.

Life is a privilege. Life is a gift. Life is a miracle.
In 1999, I almost lost my privileges. Someone almost took my gift from me.
Life is my miracle. I don't understand why I lived. I don't have to understand miracles.

I am thankful to God, Carol and my choir of angels for keeping me safe.

Maria Jordan (marcoujor) is a nurse, journalist, poet, freelance
editor, collegiate nursing instructor and author of several books. She’s a
mommy to rescued doggies and a dedicated friend to those blessed with
calling her that. She makes her home in Pennsylvania. You can get more
familiar with her work at her website, marcoujor’s musings located
at www.marcoujor.com

Hebrew Rev. Lillian Lucille
In my sixties I needed to have my gallbladder removed. I chose to go to St. Mary’s Hospital, in
Evansville, Indiana to have the surgery. Back then, in the middle of the 1900s, St. Mary’s
nursing staff still consisted of nuns.
The surgery went well and when I woke up in recovery one of the sisters was present, offering
me ice chips, and asking me how I felt.
I woke up slowly and when I was alert enough to converse better the sister asked me an odd
question.
“Rev. Beloat, where did you learn to speak Hebrew?”
Her question confused me and I couldn’t fathom why she would ask such a thing.
“Sister, I don’t speak Hebrew.”
“But, you do. You’ve were talking in your sleep while the anesthesia wore off. You were praying
and you were praying in Hebrew.”
This was a big surprise and not a part of any conversation I’d anticipated having when I came
out of surgery.
“But Sister, I don’t speak Hebrew. I only speak English. I haven’t ever studied other languages. I
only have up to a 9th grade education. My grammar is good because I learned from my children,
helping them with their lessons, after school.”
The sister, didn’t back down and pressed me with more information.
“Rev. Beloat, I’m fluent in several languages and one of them is Hebrew. You were talking in
your sleep – praying – and your prayers were in Hebrew. You prayed for nearly half an hour and
I’ve even written most of it down.”
The sister brought me two sheets of paper, covered front and back with line after line of prayers
on it; prayers she said I’d prayed in Hebrew.
I told her that I became a Christian many years ago, and later a pastor. Since I was a young
woman I’d been accustomed to spending a great deal of time in prayer. And to add to that, often
during prayer or worship, I didn’t speak in English. I didn’t know what languages they were, that

I spoke in, but I really had nothing to do with it. I was just a willing vessel. The languages
spoken in prayer and worship came from the Holy Spirit.
The sister didn’t press me further, but exchanged a wonderful and warm smile with me. I can
only say it was a God-thing and perhaps a moment of enlightenment for both of us -- women of
different beliefs, yet serving and loving the same God, being dazzled by His never-ending
mysteries and ministering to others as we had been called to do. I felt a deep connection with
her and believe she felt one with me as well.
Back then patients were hospitalized for at least a week after surgery. The sister came to see
me every day and we thoroughly enjoyed each other’s company.
For decades I carried her notes in my bible, until the papers became thin and fragile and the
sister’s beautiful handwriting was a mere shadow. But for all those years that I kept them, I saw
it every day, among the leaves of beautiful scripture, and would thank God for allowing us to
meet and remember her in prayer.

Rev. Lillian Lucille Beloat was southern Indiana native, born in
1903. She was one of the few female ministers in the area and received
her ordination in Christian ministry in the mid-1940s, serving in that
capacity until her death in the late 1900s. This story was told by Rev.
Beloat personally to her great-granddaughter, Angelia Phillips.

Homecoming Theresa Davis
"For it is written: 'He will command his angels concerning you to guard you carefully.'"
(Luke 4:10)

The Breath of Angels
These are true accounts of what occurred on just one day, this past Veteran's Day
holiday, observed on Monday, November 12th. That day I hopped into my car to travel
to Georgia. It was a miserable day to travel with rain the whole way. My brother called
to tell me that my mother had been admitted to ICU.
Every time I travel anywhere, I say a little prayer and ask the Lord to send His angels
ahead of me to clear the way for me to arrive at my destination. This includes my daily
hour commute to and from work during the week going on about five years now, after
having moved to the country. This day was no different. I said my little prayer of
protection and off I went to travel to Georgia. I crossed over the state line into Georgia
and had been driving on I-20 East for a good long while (after having already traveled
about 159 miles or so, with more than 70 miles yet to travel) in the pouring rain.
I came to a spot on I-20 just before the Town of Douglasville, Georgia, where it was
three lanes across. All of a sudden, my car started hydroplaning across the three lanes
of I-20 East! I did three 360s across the three lanes on the Interstate. I was spinning so
fast with no control whatsoever.
Naturally, one’s instinct is to attempt to get the car under control. I wanted to try to
control my car (which would have in reality caused my car to flip). I just held on so
tight for dear life and felt pressure weighing down upon my hands and arms, as if they
were being held in place by something. I also had that natural instinct to apply the
brakes. I had taken my foot off the gas pedal, but then kept it firmly planted on the
floorboard of the car. Again, it felt as though something was weighing down on the
upper part of my leg to keep my foot from not moving one inch off of the floorboard.
Everything happened so fast!

While I was spinning out of control, I cried out to Jesus . . . help me Jesus, help me
Jesus, all the while, cringing . . . as I was waiting for the oncoming traffic (cars, trucks,
18-wheelers, whatever) to start crashing into me. Oddly enough, while I was spinning
around and around so very fast, I saw no vehicles whatsoever on the Interstate! I just
knew His angels were already there with me, as I could feel their breath on me. Then,
all of a sudden, my car spun backwards off the Interstate and straight up an
embankment, where my car came to a full stop right before hitting a large tree.
Stunned for just a brief moment, I thought . . . praise the Lord; I had not crashed!
However, I did wonder where all the other vehicles were on the Interstate. So very
strange, I thought. Then, just after the brief moment of being stunned, three little
thoughts popped into my head, one right after the other real quick, which were . . .
Just start your car and go! Just start your car and go! Just start your car and go! After
the three rapid thoughts had popped into my head, out loud, I said to myself, Oh, I
guess I can start my car and go. I did just that and drove straight down the
embankment instead of going sideways, as I was facing the oncoming traffic and would
have had to turn completely around somehow.
It had rained so much that day, that when I had driven just those couple of yards down
the embankment, my car had gotten stuck in a little slope in the grass just off the
median. It was not even a ditch, but just a little slope. However, with it being so muddy
due to all the rain, my car had gotten stuck. I attempted to back out, but to no avail. I
thought that someone could easily push me out of this little mud here and I could be on
my way to see my sweet mother.
I happened to look up and then here came the oncoming traffic. I thought once again,
Where had the traffic been? Much to my horror, about five or more vehicles hit that
same spot I hit and they, too, began spinning out of control, hydroplaning across the
three lanes of traffic, all crashing into each other. One black car flew past my car so
fast (just missing my car) up the embankment, where I had just been!
Something told me I needed to get out of my car as fast as possible, and I did. I ran
back up to the top of the embankment in the pouring rain and stood under the trees
watching the horrific scene of all the crashing vehicles hydroplaning into each other.
One poor young woman’s car caught on fire and was engulfed in flames and she had
gotten out and ran screaming, while all kinds of vehicles were spinning all around her
crashing into each other.
I called 911 and prayed the whole while and miraculously not one person lost his or her
life, despite the fact their vehicles were totally destroyed beyond belief.

“Doctors are doctors, but ... “

I stood in the pouring rain for about two hours before a tow truck ever made it my way.
Finally, the tow truck man and I were headed to the next town to take my car to a
repair shop there, where I would also be able to get a rental car.
Once I entered the doors to the rental business, one young woman, who was in
attendance, seemed to be a bit distraught, as she apologized and said she was the only
person working at the time. However, I was thrilled to find out that they had one car
left and it was for me. It was certainly a terrible day for accidents to say the least.
While sitting in the waiting area for the paperwork to be processed and the car to be
cleaned up a bit, I noticed that a very tall (well over seven feet) African American man
came into the car rental business. His demeanor was different than most who were in
such a hurry to get a rental vehicle, as he just meandered towards the wall to look at
some photographs. The young woman in attendance also apologized to him, informing
they did not have any vehicles left, but that she could try to get a van from across town
if he wanted. The man replied very calmly and said, “Oh that is okay, I guess I could
always come back tomorrow.”
Then my cell phone rang, so I walked away to take the call in private. It was my
brother who was with my mother, along with the rest of my family in ICU. He sounded
a little strange and I could feel my chest tighten and my heart begin to race. My brother
told me then the doctors had just told them that my sweet mother had only 48 hours to
live! I began to cry and told my brother I was on my way. I returned to the counter
where the woman was in attendance.
The large African American man came over to me and looked at me very intensely with
his bluest of blue eyes! He had stared right into my eyes and I'll never forget what he
said, "Doctors are doctors, but God is God." I looked at him, (a bit puzzled, as he could
not have had any idea why I was crying), as I had walked away from everyone to take
the call. I told him, thank you and that I knew . . . I knew . . . and then he just left
through the doors and never returned to my knowledge.
I believe he was an angel of the Lord sent to comfort me at that very moment with his
words.
I drove, prayed and cried the rest of the way. I dreaded having to get back on that
same Interstate in the pouring rain and then to have to get off on GA 138, with its
winding, very dark and unlit roads. I remember the rental car's stereo being set to a
station where the songs were the most comforting songs about the Lord I had ever
heard in my life.
I could feel His presence all around me, along with His angels guiding me safely to my
destination.
The New Nurse in ICU

Once I had finally arrived at the hospital and saw my cherished mother on death's door,
I immediately began to pray, crying all the while.
Coming in right behind me, after I had arrived in the ICU room, (my brother told me
later), a new female nurse came into the ICU room. She was talking with my brother
and the rest of my family. (As background, my brother is very scientific and a Planetary
Geologist.) Anyway, my brother had also told me later that this new nurse told them
that she was there for "just this one night . . . to get my mother through this one
night". She also told my brother that she loved my mother and she and my mother go
way back. My brother asked, "Oh really, where are you from?" The nurse said rather
vaguely, "Oh, just somewhere a bit farther than North Carolina." How odd.
When I had finished praying for my mother, it was then I had noticed this new nurse in
the room with us, and that she was speaking to my brother about how God can heal.
When she said anything about God, she would glance at me out of the corner of her
eye. Then I would say something along the lines of, "Yes, He can"!
Once again, my brother told me at a later date, that the new nurse, that same night,
had my brother to sign a piece of paper for the "Doctor," and she handed the paper to
my brother. My brother told me he had looked down at the bottom of the paper and
noticed there was only the word, "Angel." My scientifically-minded brother said
something along the lines of, "Oh come on, give me a break -- whatever." Then he
asked this new nurse, "What is this doctor's first name?" My brother told me that she
said, "There is none; it is just Angel." My brother said, "Oh, okay . . . whatever! Then
he just went ahead and signed the paper.
After that night, not one person ever saw that particular nurse again and no one at the
hospital knew of her or Doctor Angel.
I did not sleep one wink the whole night. I prayed without ceasing.
The next morning was such a beautiful day with the sun shining so brilliantly and the
skies so blue and clear. What a dramatic change from the dreary day and night before!
We saw the regular male nurse there and he told us that my mother's condition had
improved overnight in every aspect! Even the Kidney Specialist said my mother's
kidneys had improved.
That day, after that dreadful night, was a blessing from the Lord God above, as my
sweet mother was like her old self, as if no dementia was present and we talked and
laughed the whole day!
I just know In my heart that new nurse who was there the night before was an angel of
the Lord. She was there just that one night, as she had stated, to get my mother
through that one night, and then she took flight on that brilliantly-sunny morn.

These are the true accounts of what occurred on just that one day, Veteran's Day
holiday, November 12, 2012.

Heaven Bound - In Time for Christmas
On December 20, 2012 (a month and eight days after that night when the doctors told
us my mother only had 48 hours to live), my sweet Mother went on to her true home in
Heaven, just four days after celebrating her 84th birthday with her family.

Merry Christmas, my sweetest Mother.

Theresa Davis is a wife, mother, grandmother, sister and friend to all
she meets on life's journey as a devoted and loyal Christian woman. While
working by day in a large office building in downtown Montgomery, Alabama,
Theresa, also known by her pen name of Faith Reaper, is likely to extend her
lunch break to reach out to connect with a homeless person she encounters.
Theresa's creative and thoughtful words are another extension of her ministry
with a remarkable ability to inspire and motivate. To see for yourself, check
out her website at... http://faithreaper.hubpages.com/

Odd Company Tamara Ramsey
My friend Tammy lives with her husband, Kevin, in rural Gibson County, Indiana. Since
their two eldest children were small, the family has had some perplexing and
unexplainable activity going on in their house. Sometimes things settle down and long
periods of time will pass from one incident to the next. Then it starts up again.
The house is beautiful, built on a lot carved into the woods. At the beginning of their
marriage the couple lived in a large camper on the property, while their house was
being built. The area is dotted with homes and nearby farms, but the properties are
sizable and there are no housing developments in the area. Most homes have ample
acreage, often including woods and fields, between them.
Tammy’s house is of a popular design in this part of the Wabash River valley. It’s a twostory structure, with the backside and one end of the house being underground. This
makes for the home to be well insulated and safer during storms.
Tammy explained that the first bizarre incidents began when her two grown children
were very young. A toy, or bottle, or whatever item, might have been set close at hand,
to be picked up again shortly. Yet, in the few moments it took to look away, or step
away and quickly return, the item had disappeared. Often it would turn up later in an
unexpected place where none of them thought of putting it.
As time went on, they began to blame these little incidents on a ghost they named Fred.
Neighbors in the area let her know that it was only Tammy and Kevin’s home that Fred
occasionally hangs out in, although the neighbors have another name for him/her/it.
Two other households in the area also experience similar incidents. The
families speculate that Fred takes turns, moving from one home to the other and then
back again.
When our son, Tim, was about 14-years-old, he left the house, and not long after
realized he’d forgotten to bring along something he needed. The curtains in our living
room were sheer and the porch keeps the front of the house shaded. From the front
patio, it was easy to see into the living room through the windows, even with the drapes
drawn.

Tim returned to the house and as he approached the porch, he could see his dad’s
recliner through the living room windows. It was steadily rocking and Tim assumed his
dad was home and in his favorite chair.
He opened the door, stepped into the living room to greet his father, but discovered his
dad’s empty recliner, steadily rocking. Tim called out to his dad, but there was no
answer. He went to the stairwell and called again, louder, but still no answer. He was
alone in the house. As he found out later, his dad was gone and the house had been
empty for quite some time.
I asked him what he did and Tim told me he quickly grabbed up what he’d forgotten to
take earlier and left the house as fast as he could.
I’ve woken up many nights to see two, and sometimes even three, red lights glowing in
the dark, in my bedroom. I’ve always attributed them to being angels watching over me.
They don’t move around, but they don’t always appear in the same place either.
They’re not large, maybe about the size of a baseball. If I make noise, or turn on the
light, they disappear immediately.
Most of the bedrooms in our house are on the second floor. There are times when my
husband, Kevin and I will be sitting up late, watching television in the living room, and
upstairs, we’ll hear what sounds like, someone hopping out of bed, and running down
the hall. The sound of footsteps is distinct. To not wake up the ones that are sleeping,
we’ve gone upstairs time and again to find none of the children awake at all and
sleeping very soundly.
I’ve also heard what I thought was one of my kids calling for me after I’ve gone to bed at
night. I’ve gotten up to check on them to find out which one is calling for me, only to find
them all not only sleeping, but completely crashed out and some even snoring.
We’ve often heard the sound of our front door opening and closing, when the whole
family has bedded down for the night. Our front door has a very distinct opening and
closing sound. My husband has repeatedly grabbed a flashlight to go investigate,
ensure there are no intruders and re-check that the door is securely locked. And yet,
nothing, no one’s there, and the door shut and locked.
Something else we’ve found to make for intriguing events, are hearing multiple people
talking near the corners of our home. We can hear them even when we’re in our
bedroom and it sounds as if a small group of two or three folks are speaking, but we can
never understand what they’re saying.
Kevin has sometimes grabbed his flashlight and quietly approached the door, swung it
open and stepped out quickly, shining the light to exactly the area the voices are coming
from but, without fail, the voices stop immediately and nothing is there."

Tamara Conklin Ramsey is an independent business owner and
operator in rural Gibson County, Indiana. She and her husband, Kevin,

raised their first two children, and then God introduced them to four
more of the some of the coolest kids on the planet. Tammy and Kevin
were soon smitten with them and so they adopted them and they’ve been
living in crazy-awesome-fun-loving-chaos since then.

On The Edge Vicki Warner
As a very small child I had two particular play companions, Higgum and Jinky, who were
constantly with me. I don't know when they went away, but even now I can see them. My
parents told me they were imaginary figures in my life, but now I wonder.
Fast forward to me at 12 years of age.
My father had created a bedroom each for my older brother and me, so that we could get away
from the constant presence of 4 younger siblings. I was very excited to move into my own spot
in the huge old house that we lived in.
That night I was awakened by the moon shining into the room. At the foot of my bed, looking at
me calmly was a very beautiful woman, dressed all in white. She said nothing, just smiled, and
then she was gone. Just like that.
I rushed into my parents' room, and they could see I was terrified to have an intruder. They told
me it was just a dream.
The next night I woke up again, and this time there was a man standing in the moonlight
through the window. He seemed agitated and I was a gibbering wreck after catapulting myself
into my parents' room! I didn't sleep in my new room for quite a while, went back to the cramped
quarters of sharing with my sisters.
After a while I returned to my new room and settled in much better. I still often thought about the
two beings, because it is something you never forget. I think it may be the certainty of knowing
you always live on the edge of two worlds - the one you can explain and see and the other that
is hidden from us all.
About another year later, I was awakened by a light in my room. I went to the window to see
what was shining through. Within seconds it seemed I was standing on the window sill. Then
very quickly I was swept out of the second floor and down an avenue of trees in the lane beside
our home. On and on I flew, light as air, and with no fear at all. I still hear the rush of that wind in
the trees, as we flew everywhere. They were showing me amazing aerial views of the land. I

never knew who was with me, but there was an enormous inexplicable happiness in me. I was
changed forever from that night.
I think for the rest of my life I have wanted to recapture that incredible joy of flight into the
darkness, the fun of it, the wind in my hair and the feeling of being on the edge of something so
close and yet so far.
When pain strikes, I need to go on that flight again. I have travelled extensively, all over the
world, but nothing can recapture that experience. My daughter said to me, last time I returned
from a remote island trip, "Do you think you feel ready to settle down yet, Mom"? I didn't really
know how to answer.
But she understands, more than anyone, how these experiences cause deep inexplicable
feelings. Many years after this, my husband, she and I were sleeping in our little home in
Canada when I awoke suddenly. I walked into her room and she was sitting on the edge of her
bed.
There was a circulating light in the room, with a strange noise accompanying it, as it moved. We
sat together, unable to move, but quite calm. The light revolved around us, I don't have any idea
how long we sat and then seemed to gather itself and rush instantly out of the window.
It was a couple of days before we talked about it. I guess we each thought it was something we
had dreamed. But no, it had happened, and every now and again we still talk about it, but very
hushed. It is not something to be laughed about. It is something that seems to reach into your
soul and stay there, so that you know you are always on that edge of the two worlds.

Vicki Warner has a teaching background in early childhood
education and a Master's Degree in Adult Education and shares her
expertise on the importance of family in her coaching work and
writings. Currently residing in British Columbia, Canada, Vicki coped
with the sudden death of her beloved husband by forming a weekly
bereavement support group. She has established a website Forum where
she continues a similar form of support today. To discover more of
Vicki's writing and her forum, go to her website at Grief Can Heal

Poetic Skepticism Vincent Moore
I was pulling a load from Canada down to Kentucky in an 18-wheeler. It was late in the morning
when I got off the interstate and onto a secondary highway to get my direction fixed. I was kind
of lost.
I knew I was heading for Lexington, however I was still some distance from it. I drove down the
secondary highway and entered some small town that I don’t remember the name of.
I pulled to a stop sign and within seconds, as I was looking through my passenger-side west
coast mirror, I saw a lady standing in the road, looking at me. She was wearing a full-length
white dress and she stood on the roadway near the end of my 53-foot trailer, quietly staring at
me through the mirror.
The surprise of her presence startled me and shook me up a bit, but I climbed out of my cab
and went to her, wondering if she needed help.
As I rounded the back of the trailer, I saw her up close. She remained quiet as I asked if she
was okay and needed assistance. She didn’t answer me; just continued to look into my eyes
and I felt as if she was penetrating my mind and soul.
I felt calm and unafraid, yet still surprised.
Once more I inquired if she was alright and if there was anything I could do to help her and as
my question finished, her gaze lifted and she turned and seemed to glide across the pavement
to the shoulder of the road. Beyond her was a cemetery and as she reached the cemetery
grounds and went inside, she vanished.
I was amazed and shaken. I began walking but ended up running up the length of my trailer
and then quickly climbed back into the cab of my truck.
I sat there for several moments with the windows open and I could feel the hair on my arms and
neck sticking up.
Prior to meeting her, I was an absolute skeptic in regards to ghosts, but meeting her, my Lady in
White, changed that forever.

Seven years later, I began writing poetry and because of this very special encounter with her, I
was moved to first write a fictional story based on the encounter and later turned that work into
the poetic fiction of Graveyard of Lost Souls. The encounter also inspired two subsequent
poems titled Somewhere in Time and Message in a Bottle.
A fellow writer, after reading my first poem about the sighting, relayed to me that she felt
perhaps the spirit of the woman was trying to reach out to me somehow and that there quite
possibly was a connection between us in some previous life, thus my writing of the story and the
related poems.

Vincent Moore is a poet, hailing from Canada. He is often gifted with
deep insights mined in the darkest hours. His books ‘In Melancholia’ and ‘In
Absinthia’ and much of his other work can be found via his website located at
http://vincentmoore.ca/

Stacked Books Alastar Packer
One day, as a fifteen-year-old boy tramping through the woods in the foothills of South
Carolina, there appeared before me an unusual looking object a ways off in the
distance; which on approaching turned out to be a big cardboard box. The area the
box rested in had a small dirt lane leading to it, and as there were other types of debris,
scattered here and there, people used the out of the way place as a sort of country
garbage-dump area.
The track ended about 25-30 feet from where I saw the box resting.
Back in those days it wasn’t unusual for a boy to be handed a .22 rifle or shotgun and
then turned loose to target practice or hunt small game. Nor was it customary, or were
there any sort of legal obligations, to take any kind of firearm safety training lessons.
With all pertinent factors being taken into consideration, it would be very interesting to
compare shooting accidents in the field nowadays, as opposed to say, 1973, but that’s
beside the point and I digress. Let's just start at the beginning.
My family had recently moved to the rolling, shadow-dappled foothills of the Palmetto
State and with the home being in a heavily wooded area, I did what came naturally to
me by capping a few rounds at the ubiquitous wild gray squirrels all about. Only a
couple of them got unlucky you might say.
Actually, hunting these animals in tall trees with a .22 can be extremely difficult, as they
can hide themselves behind the trunk and limbs very effectively. The odds are always
well in their favor. I came to believe wholeheartedly whoever said they were pretty
smart for rodents.
A forty-something man and his family lived next door. After a few weeks of the family
moving into our new home he made it a point to ask me if I knew how to play poker.
Hadn't a clue, but one thing led to another and before you know it we were sitting
down at his kitchen table with a deck of cards.
I forget what he offered to put up as his bet, but he was very insistent that I wager my
motorized mini-bike, which was young teenagers preferred mode of getting around

back in those days and of course, he quickly won the card game and snatched away my
wheels with undisguised pleasure.
This adult, I was later to learn from mom, hated my guts with a passion for plinking off
several of the wild squirrels he enjoyed feeding. He probably loved them far more than
any person and if he'd only asked me to desist from hunting them, I would have gladly
complied, but no, that wasn't this persons way at all.
He had two seven-year-old twin boys who would come over to the empty lot between
our houses on occasion and more often than not act rude and inconsiderate. They did
this in a way that was unusual for even poorly mannered children by shouting
obscenities and put-downs they'd probably learned from their cynical and mean acting
sixteen-year-old sister.
There finally came a fateful day, when I was out on our driveway, playing with an egg,
by tossing it up in the air and then trying to catch the thing without having it splatter on
the concrete. Sure enough, the boys came over and started shouting some particularly
offensive words, after which they began running back home delighted with their insults.
Without really thinking, I tossed the egg at them as they fled and it hit one of the boys
in the heel. Didn't hurt the twin one little bit and I thought no more about it. A few
hours later the telephone rang. It was their father, asking if I would come over and
help him move some furniture. Being a naive and trusting youngster, I said sure and
happily ran on over, rather excited to be of help.
The instant I walked through the sliding glass doors at the back of his house, my body
froze at the sight of the man's red and maddened face - not to mention the doublebarreled shotgun he was pointing at my stomach, from maybe eight or nine feet away.
He was standing near the open kitchen door which connected to their den when he
abruptly bellowed:
“Did you throw an egg at my boys?”
With a bowed head I humbly replied, “Yes sir."
“Boys!” he then shouted, “come on!”
Those two brats, with a look of gleeful anticipation on their faces, emerged from the
kitchen and marched right up near me with a bucket full of eggs, with their father still
pointing the shotgun at me.
At his command, they proceeded to pelt me with those eggs, hitting me in the face and
upper body, with strike after strike after strike, giggling the whole time, until the bucket
was emptied. I then turned and left, dripping egg goo, feeling betrayed and humiliated.
It was my first taste of hatred for another human-being. On returning home my parents
were sitting at the kitchen table and asked me what was wrong. Embarrassed, I told
them nothing and went on back to my room.

It couldn't have been more than a few days, maybe a week later, while walking with my
.22 rifle a good ways back in the woods, that the cardboard box, mentioned previously,
came into view. It sat maybe 30 or 35 feet away, and it was the kind big color
television sets were packed in for shipping, back in those days. It was seemingly outof-place there in the woods, where I felt it shouldn’t have been.
I hoisted the gun to my shoulder and had the finger on the trigger, ready to plug a
hole, dead-center through it, when suddenly, a flash memory from earlier childhood
came into my mind’s eye. At this I hesitated, lowered the .22 and walked on over to the
box. Peering down into it, my startled eyes beheld those twins looking up at me with
innocent grins on their faces. I told them they were too far back in the woods and to go
on home.
It's kind of funny, but the seriousness of what almost happened never really hit me
until years later. The twins would be in their forties now and will probably never know
just how close they came to being killed or badly injured playing in that cardboard box,
that long ago day in the South Carolina foothills.
The unexpected vision that prevented a tragedy begins with the following: My father
was a traveling salesman, who generally missed nights with the family during the week.
So as a nine or ten-year-old boy, I would occasionally sleep in the king-sized bed with
mom.
Late one night, I suddenly awoke. Standing stock still at the foot of the bed was a tall,
dark figure, with no discernible features that could be seen in its body or face, except
for long protuberances like spikes or even a thick hat brim sticking out from near the
top of its head on both sides. There was also a feeling of maleness about the being,
although I'm not really sure what gender it was, if any.
Behind the entity was one of those old-timey crank windows. Bright moonlight must
have been shining through because the dark figure was silhouetted and there weren't
any streetlights or other sources of illumination in the backyard of that particular
home’s second floor bedroom window.
Within a couple of seconds of staring at the figure, the subtle thought of stay calm and
don’t move entered my consciousness. I now believe, after many years of pondering
the encounter, that the commands to relax and stay calm did not originate organically
in my own mind. After maybe ten seconds the encounter was over and sleep began
again.
With the bright morning sunlight streaming through the windows, mom and I awoke at
the same time. My upper body jerked forward from the pillow as I remembered what
had happened and I turned to tell her.
“Mama, someone was in here last night.”
“No there wasn’t … “

But, before she added anything further, she stopped, as we both looked over at the
dresser, in front and to the right side of the bed.
There, stacked one on top of the other, was every single encyclopedia book from the
den, A through Z. The windows were also open with the drapes billowing in a gentle
morning breeze.
“There was somebody in here!” she said.
After that, nary another word was ever spoken about it between us - nor was I to
mention the incident to anyone else for years to come.
Through time, this late night experience stayed in my thoughts occasionally, like a song
you can’t stop singing in your mind. The kind you can't really understand why you keep
repeating over and over.
Up until my thirties, with no real context to put the experience in, the being had simply
been The Cat Burglar, as later on someone actually did burgle a home at the top of the
street. But, the night I saw the intruder at the foot of the bed, nothing had been taken
from our home.
Ever since the encounter I’ve ruminated on just about everything the entity could have
been. One thing I'm 99% sure of is the visitation had meaning and was not a person
from that time and place. Little did I know then, but this was to be the first in at least
four, and quite possibly six, paranormal or beyond normal occurrences to come in life.
In conclusion, I can't say what caused the vision to come over me on that nearly deadly
day out in the woods. If the feeling one gets deep down inside to warn us and make
us stop and consider our next action holds any truth or validity, then I can certainly say
it was no random mind's eye image that prevented a tragedy in the rolling hills of South
Carolina, way back when. Whatever the case may be, I'm thankful for it as can well be
imagined.

Alastar Packer is a master-craftsman in presenting stories with
his unique style of southern flair. He not only has a penchant for
researching and writing about the paranormal, but has a great love and
fascination for historical accounts as well. To see more of his work, please
visit his website, The Carolinian’s Archives located at
alastarpacker.weebly.com.

Stowaway Pamela Oglesby
Many years ago in northern Ohio, on a late November evening, my father-in-law,
Norman Oglesby, was returning from a visit with his brother’s family. They’d said their
goodbyes on the front porch and Norman noticed it was very dark that night. No
glowing moon or twinkling starlight were visible when he climbed into his sedan for the
drive home.
He’d been driving for a few minutes when he was startled to see a woman in his back
seat. He didn’t know her and had no idea that she’d obviously been hiding in his car
when he left his brother’s home.
The woman sat very straight. Her hair hung limp and looked un-kept.
“Who are you and what are you doing in my car?”
The woman didn’t return Norman’s gaze in the rearview, but she did answer him.
“I just want a ride down to Four Corners Road and Route Six.”
“What’s your name?” Norman asked.
“Rachael Burton.”
Not only was Norman startled by the fact that she’d somehow slipped into his car
unnoticed, her presence unnerved him for other reasons as well. When she spoke,
she’d not looked at him. Instead she stared straight ahead, looking toward the road in
front of them. And, her voice! No inflection, just monotone. Norman felt terribly
uncomfortable and realized that the hair on his neck prickled.

When he got close to the intersection where Rachael had asked to be dropped off, he
decided against stopping. He was suddenly worried that maybe the girl was setting him
up. Maybe some of her friends were waiting to hijack his car and rob him.
He decided to keep moving and stop further along the road to avoid any possible
confrontations, so he began to speed up, accelerating the vehicle. Norman kept his
speed up and continued quickly through the intersection without stopping. When he
reached what he felt was a safe distance from the intersection, he slowed the vehicle
down and turned to speak to his stow-away.
He’d intended to give her a stern warning about sneaking into people’s cars, but he
stopped short. Norman never got to tell her because he discovered his backseat was
empty. His stow-away had vanished!
He couldn’t imagine how she’d gotten out with the vehicle when he’d been driving so
fast, or for that matter, how she could have opened and closed the car door without
him knowing it -- yet, just like that, she was gone. Norman, concerned for her, got out
of the car, opened the back doors and physically inspected the back seats and
floorboard to ease his own mind, but there was no trace that the girl had ever been
there. And the only thing along that dark section of highway worth catching his
attention was a cemetery right next to where he’d stopped.
Unable to find the girl, or see well on such a dark night, Norman got back in his car and
finished his drive home.
He told his wife what had happened and the very next morning they rode together back
to the cemetery. They got out for a look around and in the third row of grave markers
Norman found a clue, of sorts. One of the memorial markers was inscribed with the
name Rachael Burton. The final date showed that Rachael had been dead only a few
weeks. Norman and his wife began feeling uncomfortable so they hurried out of the
cemetery and drove to Norman’s brother’s house.
After greeting the family there, Norman told them why they’d come back to visit so
soon. He told them about the bizarre encounter with Rachael Burton and then of finding
the recent grave in the cemetery with her name on the memorial marker.
Norman’s brother didn’t believe him and thought Norman was joking and began ribbing
Norman about the story. The rest of Norman’s family had the same reaction and so
Norman dropped it and wasn’t inclined to talk about it at all after that, other than
relating the story to me, a good while later.

He said until he met the stow-away that night, he’d never given much thought about
ghosts. However, he decided whether the girl was, or wasn’t a ghost, something
strange and unexplainable had occurred that night when he discovered her in his car.

Pamela Oglesby is a freelance writer with a strong background
in healthcare. Having been a Registered Nurse for twenty two
years,Pamela shares that 'good health will probably always be a part of
my writing. I like to teach others about healthy living and new medical
advances". Pamela has long had an avid interest in genealogy and plans
to travel to England in an ongoing ancestral search. Pamela has raised
three sons and lives with her husband in northern Florida. To read more
of Pamela's writing, check out. http://pamela99.hubpages.com/

Tri-Light Britany Page
Late evening, in the summer of 2012, Britany Page was finishing up her shift at the
American Legion Post 370. The post is located in the small, riverside village of New
Harmony, Indiana. It’s a beautiful and quiet place and the streets were usually clear of
traffic when Britany finished her shift in the evenings.
Her usual route home was along Highway 68 to Poseyville and from there to Cynthiana.
But, earlier in the evening, some folks had come in from the small town of Griffin,
Indiana, telling her they’d sighted a large black panther, dead on the roadside, near the
Upper Black River Bridge on Highway 69.
“They said if it wasn’t a panther, the only other thing large enough for it to be was a
Great Dane. Of course, I had to go see it for myself, so I drove that way home instead.”
When Britany got to the bridge, she drove slowly and although she checked as
thoroughly as possible, from inside her car, she never saw the panther. But, not long
after continuing past the bridge, she saw something else, she’d not anticipated and
nothing like anything she’d ever seen before.
A short ways past the bridge and a few miles from the I-64 ramp, out of Griffin, Britany
began to feel frightened. Just talking about the experience during the interview had a
disturbing physical effect on her. Her eyes swam with tears and she hugged herself
when goose-bumps broke out all along her arms.
“I just suddenly developed an eerie feeling like I was in danger and I shouldn’t be
there. I got really scared.”
She said she began to feel as if she was being watched and momentarily she notice an
odd light had appeared in the sky. It was amber colored and it seemed to be hovering
in the area of the Wabash River, which was on her left, just a short ways west of her
location.

“As I drove along, heading for the ramp at I-64, the light seemed to follow, or move
with me. And then it separated from one light into three lights forming a perfect
triangle.”
The lights seemed to move closer to her and Britany said her fear increased to the point
that she felt frantic and very threatened.
“It looked like they stayed with me, hovering near my car until I was almost to the
interstate and then they were suddenly gone and the awful feeling left me. By the time
I reached the interstate bridge, the sky looked normal, with stars and I wasn’t afraid
anymore. I didn’t see them again the rest of the trip home and I’ve never driven that
route home from New Harmony to Cynthiana since then and I never will. It scared me
enough to not want to travel that road again, after dark, for the rest of my life.”
The area Britany drove through is rivers land (Wabash River and Black River) and there
are no streetlights for several miles in any direction. The only lit areas are where a rare
dusk-‘til-dawn light has been placed to light up barnyard or a house and even these are
far apart.
Because it’s rural farming area, after dark it gets quiet and has very little traffic. When
the sun goes down, other than starlight, moonlight and the rare set of headlights - it’s
dark!

Britany Page is a native Hoosier and mother of one beautiful
little boy. She resides with her family on Oceana Naval Air Station in
Virginia Beach, Virginia. She's a patriot and dedicated supporter of
military veterans and their loved ones.

Vision Kathy Morton
On a very early morning in April of 1997, I bolted upright in my bed with tears
streaming down my face. I’d just had a dream, or a vision, that was so vivid it took
several seconds to realize I was indeed in bed and not at my mother’s funeral.
What I’d just seen was a very real scene of seeing my mother in death, although in the
waking world she was very much alive. In my dream she was dressed in a pink suit
jacket over a flower-patterned blouse and was lying in a copper and rose colored
casket. Needless to say it took a good while for me to finally go back to sleep.
Later that morning, after my own family was awake and going about our daily routine,
the phone rang and it was my mom. I was so relieved to hear her voice and actually
told her so. She wanted to know what was upsetting me so much, but I decided to be
vague.
“Oh, just a bad dream, Mom.”
Not satisfied with my answer she pressed me for more.
“What happened in your dream? Did I die?”
Now she was laughing.
My mom was a woman of great faith and had no apparent fear of death.
“Well, uhm … yes.”
We both laughed it off and went on with our conversation without another thought of
this dream. Later, I told my mother-in-law about the dream and after that, I stopped
thinking about it for quite a while.
Two months passed when I received a phone call from one of my older brothers telling
me that our mom was in the emergency room and not doing well at all. Mom had been

at home, enjoying a visit from my sister, when she began having chest pains. My sister
quickly called 911 and helped Mom to stay as comfortable as possible until the
ambulance arrived.
A short time later, I arrived at my brother Dean’s house. Since his place was on my
way, I’d planned to pick him up so he could ride with me and my children to the
hospital. But, when I got to Dean’s house, our brother called to let us know that Mom
had passed away. Dean and I went ahead to the hospital anyway, so we could spend a
little time with her and our siblings before they took her body away.
To me, it’s always too soon for nearly any of us to lose our mother. I was 34-years-old,
the youngest of my siblings and it felt like my whole world quickly collapsed. Although
I’m not depressed, or unhappy, I have felt the incredible void of my mother’s passing
since then.
About two weeks passed since Mom’s funeral and I was in a telephone conversation
with my mother-in-law. While we talked, it occurred to me that my mother had been
wearing the exact same colors at her funeral that I had dreamed her in two months
before she died.
It wasn’t only the colors she wore that were the same. The casket she rested in was
also identical in color to the casket in my dream as well.
Just to make sure I wasn’t imagining things I even asked my mother-in-law.
“Did I tell you about a dream I had about two months ago?”
All I heard on the other end of the line was long pause of silence.
And then …
“Oh, my God! Yes you did!”

Goosebumps!
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Maumee Baptist, in Gibson County, Indiana, and a mother of three. She
and her youngest, Kasey, are often featured in blog posts and news
articles written by Angelia Phillips since they frequently accompany her
on outings for stories and never mind being a part of the photos taken
for the projects.
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