
 
 
 

 
 

I Believe in Miracles 

by Joanetta Hendel 
 
On a cold winter morning in February, I woke with a start, sensing that something was 
terribly, terribly wrong. There was only silence in the darkness, no sound of the labored 
breathing of the toddler who should have been sleeping by my side. Switching on the 
light in panic, I saw Benjamin lying lifeless on the bed face up, eyes closed, so still and 
pale. He wasn’t breathing! Laying my hand on his chest in panic, I checked for a 
heartbeat and felt none! Grabbing him up, I shook Ben to respond, but his little arms 
and legs were rag-doll limp. “Call an ambulance!” I screamed to my husband, who was 
lying beside me. 
 
Mouth to mouth resuscitation was performed, I knew vaguely how it was done—my 
mouth was on his, expanding his lungs, forcing mucus out of his nose. Pounding on his 
chest, my mind raced. Please let his heart start beating! There was still warmth in him 
and to me that meant hope. But when I checked his eyes, his pupils were fixed and 
dilated. My head whirled, every fiber in me screamed, “NO! NO! Don’t let it be too 
late!” My mind engaged alternately in hysterical praying and frantic denial, “This can’t 
be happening!” Five minutes passed before the paramedics arrived—a lifetime. 
 
In an instant, our bedroom was engulfed with a sea of people and equipment. The 
paramedics converged on top of the bed as I moved out of the way to make room for 
their help. An attendant with scissors cut Benjamin’s pajama tops down the front. 
Sensors were taped to his chest, his nose and throat were cleared, and CPR begun. With 
lightning speed intravenous needles were inserted into both arms. For one brief 
moment, the electronic sensors picked up a heartbeat . . . “beep, beep” . . . only twice 
and then it was gone. 
 
Kneeling beside the bed, my hands clasped in silent prayer, I struggled to recall the 
words of comfort and petition I’d learned as a child, “Our Father who are in heaven . . . 
Please God, don’t let my baby die!” I knew he was going to make it, I knew Ben was 
going to live. 
 
In a rush, a stretcher was rolled in, Benjamin was lifted up, and rolled out, I followed, 
out the door, down to the street. Red lights flashed atop police cars and volunteer 
vehicles that were lined up and down the block. During the trip to the hospital, my mind 
filled with frantic, disjointed prayers. “Hail Mary full of grace, you understand the 
depths of a mother’s love. Have mercy on us, please spare us this tragedy.” 
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Bounding into the emergency room, we were met by a select group of hospital 
personnel and ushered into a small, closed room with a phone and a crucifix. “Yes, yes,” 
they assured us, “We’re doing everything we can.” This room, a room where only bad 
news is given, was not where I wanted to be, and the nurse who was assigned to 
distract us with small talk was soon joined by a priest. 
 
“No, we don’t need a priest!” my mind screamed. Soft words were spoken, prayers for 
our comfort were given—but none for the life of my child. 
 
“I t looks very bad,” the priest prepared us. But I couldn’t accept his reality. I wasn’t 
willing to give up on my child’s life—I wasn’t willing to let my baby die. 
 
“Can’t we be more positive?” I begged him. “I believe in miracles.” 
 
On February 18, 1984, Benjamin  died at the tender age of 2 ½ years. He died despite my 
efforts as a loving and conscientious mother. He died in spite of advanced medical 
technology. He died regardless of my faith in a kind, loving, and merciful God. Benjamin 
died, and I was helpless to stop it. 
 
In the months following my son’s death, I struggled with the issue of control over my life 
and my personal destiny. The beliefs I’d trusted for a lifetime had promised me that life 
does not punish those who “play by the rules,” yet I felt I was being punished. The world 
I’d believed in had assured me that modern medicine could perform miraculous feats, 
yet that same medical knowledge failed to save my child’s life. The religious doctrines I’d 
clung to suggested that those who seek good, productive, Christian lives will be saved—
spared tragedy and unspeakable suffering—yet I was not spared. 
 
When Benjamin died, my illusion of safety and security died with him, as did my 
inherent faith in the world around me. His death challenged everything that I knew to 
be true. It shook my marriage and complicated relationships with friends, family, and my 
remaining children. After Ben died, I felt betrayed by society. I felt betrayed by the 
world. And I felt betrayed by God. 
 
In the sheltered world of before, there had been safety. I felt safe and in control 
because my life was adhering to some unspoken blueprint I had unconsciously laid 
down for it. Because my control over life had not been challenged, I felt in command of 
my situation, in charge of my destiny, in the driver’s seat. In the world of before, no 
harm could come to me or to my loved ones, and this was the world to which I wanted 
to cling—an illusion I struggled to maintain—but an illusion that was shattered forever. 
 
My attempts to cling to past beliefs and mistaken perceptions merely increased my 
suffering and despair. So much of my pain hinged on my resistance to change and my 
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fear of letting go of old “truths.” Eventually I gave up trying to fit my experience into 
expectations that no longer held any validity for me. 
 
Today my expectations of the world around me are far different than they were six 
years ago. I have fewer answers about “the mysteries of life,” but I have far more peace 
of mind, compassion, and joy than I’ve ever known before. My relationships are more 
honest, my priorities more balanced, my compassion more real, my love more genuine, 
and my spirituality more defined. I’m convinced that sorrow and adversity challenge us 
to move forward into new levels of spiritual growth and understanding. We are 
challenged to love a bit more unselfishly, to judge ourselves and others a little less 
readily, to reach beyond all we know to a higher potential that waits just one step 
beyond our grasp. 
 
When Benjamin died, the world I loved and trusted, as well as the person I once was, 
died with him. But from the ashes of the past, a new world was reborn, and from the 
tears, despair, and rubble left in the wake of his death, a new and promising life 
emerged. Today I don’t expect the world to “save” me from heartache, loss, or tragedy. 
I’ve learned (more than a little begrudgingly) that blessings often masquerade in the 
form of misfortune. Today I am far more open to following a “blueprint” that I did not 
create and do not fully understand because I have found that grief and tragedy opens 
more doors than it closes. 
 
My life is different today because I sincerely believe that the world gives back more than 
it takes, and that our losses are repaid a hundred times over. I believe that internal 
peace can emerge from heartbreak and despair. I believe that pain and confusion can 
open the heart, mind, and soul to deeper depths of understanding and acceptance. I 
believe that time and love have the ability to heal psychological and emotional wounds, 
strengthen the spirit, and mend broken lives. I believe that magic exists in the glory of 
the human spirit. I believe that, even in loss, the universe is unfolding exactly as it 
must—I believe in miracles. 
 
 

This article is based on excerpts from the book GOD WILL TEACH ME TO FLY 
published in 1996/2011 by WordWorks Publishing under the pen name, Andrea Maresco. 

The article originally appeared in Bereavement Magazine in September 1990. 
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