
    

 

Prayer, Our Powerline to God 
We each pray in our own way.  God in his great wisdom and incredible love for us, answers each 
sincere prayer, perhaps not as we request but in the way that is best for our soul.  When we pray a 
petition in common, the community of prayer, along with intercessory prayer from angels, saints 
and the Blessed Virgin, can result in wonderful miracles.  Praying for others thanks God for His love 
for us. 
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Pregnant and Trusting in God!      
The year was 1958, I was pregnant with my first son.  The doctors were 
baffled, I knew I was pregnant but the doctors kept telling me that with my 

monthly periods, I was definitely not pregnant.  The urine tests showed 
otherwise.  In those days, this was the only test they could perform to verify 

pregnancy.  I trusted the inspiration that I was pregnant and to make myself 
aware of the urgency of prayer, I put a statue of Mary on my growing 
stomach.  Throughout the pregnancy, I suffered many hemorrhages and 

occasional bleeding through which the doctors urged me to do a D and C 
which would erase the growing baby from my womb.  I confidently said “no” 

to each request to do the procedure and placed my trust in God.  When the 
doctors tried to convince me that my baby would be born with many birth 

defects because of my hemorrhaging and bleeding, I again placed my trust in 
God and prayed to Him through Mary.  My statue gave me strength.  When 
the time came to deliver my baby, I was overjoyed to deliver a healthy baby 

boy weighing 9 pounds, 9 ounces with absolutely no birth defects.  Praise God 
for my son who was born normally. This was the first miracle I experienced as 

a direct result of my prayers.                                                            ---Mary 

Foster care of a “Shouldn’t Be” Baby! 
My husband and I often accepted babies to foster in our home.  One baby, in 
particular, came to us a few days old.  He was the result of an incest union 

between a brother and a sister.  He was supposed to have many genetic 
defects and I was told he would never be normal, he would never learn to 
walk or talk. On the first day of his arrival, I lay him down to bathe him and 

he immediately gave me the “startle reflex” which I knew was a good sign. 
Through the months of caring for him, he blossomed into a healthy baby boy. 

He learned to walk at 9 months and even to start talking. He brought so much 
joy to us.  I prayed many rosaries for him.  God blessed him and healed him, 

with no genetic malfunctions.  He was adopted by another family after his first 
year.  Praise be to God for this little baby whose life brought so much joy to 
mine and to so many others!                                                             --Joy 

Thérèse de Lisieux Pray for Us! 

Please pass this on when you are done reading.  
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In His Presence 
LORD, I AM NOT WORTHY THAT YOU SHOULD ENTER UNDER MY ROOF, BUT ONLY SAY THE 
WORD & MY SOUL SHALL BE HEALED.  

We speak these beautiful words at every Mass as we prepare our minds and hearts to 
receive the Precious Body & Blood of Christ.  As we do, what are we professing; what do we 

believe?  I would like to share with you my experience as I asked myself these important 
questions. 

Although not always having a clear understanding of what God was teaching me and 

accomplishing in my life, one thing I remained sure of… He never abandoned me and He didn’t 
want me to give up.  Prayer for me is about not giving up! Lord, to whom shall I turn…Only You 

have the words of everlasting life. 
We can know the truth and the truth will set us free. God’s word promises: ‘Call to Me and 

I will answer.  I will tell you things great beyond the reach of your knowledge.’ (Jer. 33:3).  

‘When you call Me, when you go to pray to Me, I will listen to you.  When you look for Me, you 
will find Me.  Yes, when you seek Me with all your heart.’ (Jer. 29:12-13). I share these amazing 

Scriptures with you because they apply to how God answered my fervent prayer. 
‘Eternal life is this: To know You, the only true God, and Him whom you have sent, Jesus 

Christ.’ (Jn. 17:3).  I long for this reality in my life, for my faith to be rich and authentic, thus I 

want to believe in the True Presence of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament to not just be “head 
knowledge” but rather a deep “heart knowledge”.  This desire to know Jesus personally and 

more intimately stirs in my spirit during every Consecration at Mass and also invades my times 
spent in Eucharistic Adoration.  

God’s ways being so high above our own, I’ve learned that the Lord will reveal Himself 

when we least expect.  My precious moment came one morning during my prayer and study 
time.  I was reading about Moses and the burning bush in Exodus 3:1-5.  Moses was told by God 

to come no closer, and to remove his sandals for the place where he stood was holy ground.  I 
can’t explain what happened next other then to simply say that suddenly I knew.  God was 
revealing His TRUTH within my heart concerning the Sacred Mystery of the Eucharist… 

“THIS IS HOLY GROUND.  COME TO ME! COME CLOSER!” 
Father God, what is man that You should be mindful of him.  ‘No one is like You, O Lord, 

great are You, great and mighty is your Name’ (Jer. 10:6).  I thank You for Your promise that 
you will be with me as You were with Moses, that You will not leave me or forsake me.  (see Jos 
1:5) 

These beautiful words found in Jeremiah 32:27 and 17 say it well…’I am the Lord, the God of all 
mankind! Is anything impossible to me?’  ‘Ah, Lord God, You have made heaven and earth by 

your great might, with Your outstretched arm; NOTHING IS IMPOSSIBLE TO YOU.’….      ---Hope 

Life and Death Money Troubles 
The year was 1974 and my husband was having open heart surgery. He survived the surgery 
and was told to take medicine which would help to heal his heart. This medicine was very 

expensive. It cost exactly $100. My husband had been sick for a long time and had not been 
able to work.  He had just survived surgery and was recovering, still unable to work. He took his 

last pill and we prayed for a miracle. We didn’t have the extra $100 for his next pill. That day 
when the mail came, there was a check in the mail for $100 sent by a relative who had no idea 
the cost of the medicine. She was kind and wanted to help us; knowing we were struggling 

financially. The Lord took care of us and my husband was able to get the medicine he needed. 
                    ---Faith 



Praying for the Conversion of a Friend 
A friend of my daughters was dissatisfied with the Catholic Church and decided to try out 
another church. We knew she was going to be unhappy with this change and decided to pray a 

30-Day Rosary Novena together for her intentions.  The Rosary is a very powerful tool when 
prayed together for intentions. It really works! How well we knew it had worked in the past.  We 

decided to pray each day for our friend's return to the Catholic Church.  She refused to discuss 
any of the issues she had with the Church with us.  So, we put her in Mary’s hands.  We placed a 
Miraculous Medal in her home inside a flower pot and asked Mary to look out for her, asking 

Mary to do her part.  We also did our part and prayed for a change in her heart and a return to 
the Church each day in our Rosary.  One day, her pastor preached about something in his 

sermon that she knew was not quite right.  She went to the priest of our parish and asked for 
clarification.  The priest directed her that the teaching was wrong.  Her eyes were opened and 
her heart changed and she decided to come back to the Catholic church where Jesus is fully 

present.  Praise be to God!                                                                                    ---Prudence 

Thankful 
I want to thank all of you who prayed for me and my family during my recent illness.  I will try 

to encapsulate it because I don’t remember much of it. I had a kidney infection.  I passed out 

and injured my leg when I fell.  I spent a week in the hospital and was tested and treated.  They 
sent me to rehab at the VA where I soon started to bleed. They quickly sent me back to the 
hospital where doctors determined I had stomach ulcers. I kept bleeding so they notified my 

family that I was critical and might “not make it”. So, after emergency surgery and transfusions 
and another week in CCU, I was off to Ross Manor for 17 days. I came home and then saw my 

doctor the next day for a routine check.  She took one look at me and said, “You have an 
infection in that leg.”  More treatment!  I have been slowly improving under the loving care of 
my husband.  We celebrated 59 years together in the middle of all of this.  Thanks again for the 

love and prayers. They certainly worked. God is so good!                           ---Lynette Thibodeau 

Miracles DO Happen  
Routine often means “nothing to worry about” especially when associated with surgery. For this 
young woman going away on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land, the thoughts of worry escaped her 

as she focused on the amazing opportunity to travel in the Holy Land.  While she was away, her 
father was back home having “routine surgery”. She thought to pray for her father while visiting 

the “Milk Grotto” during a Healing Mass in the beautiful chapel where Mary and Joseph stopped 
to nurse Baby Jesus. The story goes that a drop of the Blessed Virgin’s milk fell on the floor of 

the cave and turned the place a chalky white. From that time on, many people have experienced 
extraordinary occurrences in this holy place. While immersed in prayer, she said she was 
shocked to hear Jesus telling her “Amanda, your Dad has cancer. But do not fear, I am with 

him.” She had not spoken to her father for the past few days while visiting the Holy Land and 
had nearly forgotten the “routine” surgery.  As soon as she landed back in the US though, her 

Dad called her. He told her that while she was away, he had been diagnosed with stage 3 
cancer. Before he could say anything else though, she responded with faith, saying “Dad I 
actually already knew about this. Jesus told me.” He was stunned that she knew his news, and 

got to hear all about her encounter in the Milk Grotto later that evening. A couple of weeks later, 
on the Monday of Holy week, her father had surgery. The surgeon told the family afterwards that 

the situation was not looking good. The whole family continued devoting many prayers and 
offerings for his healing. Only three days later, on Holy Thursday, they received the call from the 
doctor that the samples they sent off after surgery had come back cancer free! They were 

overjoyed by this news - knowing that a miracle had taken place. Over two years has passed 
and he is still cancer free.  She stated in a very matter of fact way that this experience brought 



her and her family so close to God and it is why they will never stop loving Jesus. She is now a 
Missionary with a big heart for Jesus and longs to draw others to know His love as she knows so 

personally.                                                                                                           ---Amanda 

My Conversion through Prayer 
Prayer is answered in God’s time and in His way. I know that I came into the Catholic Church by 

prayer. When I was four, I became a daughter to a man called my “step-father”; my mother 
married my birth father and did not want the fact revealed that I was born out of wedlock so he 
was always referred to as my step-father. I was close to one set of grandparents (maternal) and 

not at all to my father’s parents. My actual upbringing was Pilgrim Congregational however, I 
have since found out that my paternal heritage was Catholic. 

 
At age 11, I played Mary in a play in a Congregational Church in Torrington, Connecticut. We 
arrived that day for me to participate in the play and while my mother was busy with my brother 

and sister who were 5 and 7 years younger, I made my way alone from the car to the 
Congregational Church. A young man came from St. Francis Church across the street and asked 

me if I was playing the role of the Holy Mother.  I asked “Who?”. “Mary” he said. He wore 
sandals and a brown robe. I recall thinking sandals are not appropriate garb for the slush of 
March.  Then, he blessed me. I was extremely nervous since I had to speak in front of people.  I 

calmed myself by talking to the Holy Mother with questions like, “Did Jesus have friends?  Was 
he kind even as a child?”  The best part of this was that I was around 40 years old before I 

recalled this event in my early life.  
 
At age 17, I went to college to study art, I married and we had a son. The circumstances of that 

relationship were hard.  I started to read and study the Bible. In desperation, I cried out for 
Jesus to come to me.  So many incidents I look back on now, too many to tell - helped me to 

realize that Jesus literally entered my life at that point when I so desperately needed Him. I 
called a Catholic friend, Vonda J., to ask what was happening to me.  She gave me a book called 
Story of a Soul by St. Therese of Lisieux which helped me to understand Jesus better through 

the eyes of the “Little Flower”.  
Again, too many pieces of the puzzle to tell outside of a book but one day I began to paint 

sunflowers gathered into a vase on the table and a few hours later, my son came in and looked 
at my painting and remarked, “that looks like a Native American woman, Mom”. A halo burst 
around her face as feathers. She was in the center of the painting with her arms outstretched to 

two Native American children; one older than the other.  I had become an artist by this time and 
I took it to my art studio. An adult student said to me, “That is Kateri Tekakwitha.” I lived 

around the corner from St. Matthew’s Church in Hampden so I walked the painting around to the 
church and knocked on the door. Father Roche came out, looked at the painting and said, “That 

is Kateri”.  I was then about 37 or 38. More years passed and I started going to the 4 PM 
Sunday Mass at St. Matthews. I would cry because I could not yet receive Holy Eucharist but I 
wanted to! It was to take four long years of ardent longing and the right circumstances for me to 

finally become Catholic and able to receive Holy Eucharist.   
 

At the age of 60, I learned my step-father’s mother, the grandmother I did not know, was in fact 
my grandmother and she was Catholic and a French Canadian Native American. I also found out 
that she had prayed for me for all those years. I have her childhood rosary and attached is a 

small cross called a Staurolite Cross (which is a stone that naturally forms into the shape of a 
cross). Many Native American people used the Staurolite Cross attached to their Rosary Beads. I 

am now near 80 and there are so many pieces of the puzzle of my life that a book would be 
necessary. I believe all people have the evidence of answered prayers time and time again but 
we don’t see the whole picture except by reflecting on our journey, piece by peace.     ---Connie 


