
Reoccurring Miracles 
Rachel Lubbers 

 

 

Pitter-patter, pitter-patter. As the gentle rain falls steadily tonight, your mind drifts off to a 

peaceful sleep. The white blanket of snow has left for another year and the earth once again is 

being refreshed and renewed by the welcomed, warm spring rain. When you awake tomorrow 

and step through the door you will find again the air carrying the good smell of wet soil, 

reminding you of the arrival of a new season. As you look about now you see a constant growing 

change. Flowers are beginning to peek through the ground and others already have a beautiful 

bud ready to open with the next ray of sun. Much time and activity is spent with flowers by 

people all over who cherish dearly such fascinating beauty. As your eyes travel from the ground 

and take a quick glance above, your eyes are instantly caught by the sight of budding trees 

clothing themselves with green leaves which will provide shade from the heat of summer. 

Moving on a little further, you find the old favorite apple tree in full blossom! Pink and white 

blossoms open wide in all their glory leaving an unforgettable elegant fragrance that floats 

through the air. Yes, along with all this you return to musical mornings. In early morn, greetings 

are heard outside your window from cheer-filled birds who faithfully fly back each spring with 

this song; 

"For, lo, the winter is past. 

The rain is over and gone; 

The flowers appear on the earth; 

The time of the singing of birds is come" 

As morning runs out, the day is overtaken by the afternoon which oftentimes carries with 

it a beautiful warm wind that blows across the earth to dry the land after its long wet season. It is 

a new wind which accompanies the birth of this new season, a wind that thoroughly impresses 

even the smallest Childs mind. It blows a new smile upon your face and makes you bounce with 

enthusiasm and joy. It brings you a clean fresh ambition and beginning. When white clouds 

gather in the blue sky the wind pushes them on so that the warm sun can breakthrough suddenly 

for a short time. On the water the wind causes waves to move in and out endlessly and lets the 

sail boat drift on for miles. It lifts the kite high in the sky and makes pools of sand to spin. It has 

no beginning, it has no end; you cannot see it; not even once; yet it is great with power and only 

and whenever we listen does the wind speak. 

"I believe in the whispering wind. 

For they teach me to listen to  

the still small voice within  

my feverish soul." 

Now as the day slips away you are awed again and again with the fascinating, most 

beautiful sunsets. Colors wing out in the western sky, leaving a touch of pink even on the 

remaining scattered clouds. The sun with the sunset gives its last bow to the earth breathes the 

last beautiful breath of daylight and then makes room for the night to move in. As much strife 

and as much worry that each day may carry, the evening leaves us in a state of peace, 

thankfulness, and hope. The setting sun somehow takes hold of you and hugs you with an 

overwhelming power of security. It leaves you silent, it spreads beauty over your mind, it 

touches you with a relief of success and releases a glow of a bright tomorrow. 

"I believe in the golden hush of the 



sunset, reflecting a momentary  

glory of that great world beyond  

my little horizon." 

As the night edges its way in, the black sky becomes dotted with thousands of shining 

stars. The orange moon moves slowly across the sky changing its color as it rides and growing in 

size as you see it from night to night. Croaking frogs are heard in the distance while the rest of 

the world lies at a rest and time seems to tick loudly in such vast stillness. Hours pass and the 

night fades away. The stars become fewer and the moon shows only a faint outline which in 

minutes will be gone. Shortly the sun rises and there is another new day, a day which has not 

been seen before and one different from anyone you have ever seen! You awake with a refreshed 

spirit and then, yes, you teach and train your senses to see and feel those small parts of each day, 

from the beginning to the end, as the greatest revelation of God which no man can understand. 

This is our calling as children of God-to look and watch, touch and feel that everywhere the earth 

is flooded with reoccurring miracles! 

"To me, every hour of the day and  

night is an unspeakable perfect miracle." 
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