People often ask “Why don’t miracles happen anymore?”

We are told that in the Bible, miracles are called “signs and wonders.” In other words, there are two different categories of miracles. Wonders are what we normally think of as miraculous. Wonders are the earth-shattering, out-of-the-clear-blue occurrences that render us awestruck. Like Jesus feeding the 5000 from a few loaves and fishes.These are unexpected, extraordinary events that overwhelm us in wonder.

But, there is another kind of miracle Scripture calls “signs.” Signs are everyday, ordinary occurrences that at first glance do not appear remarkable. Most of Jesus’ parables involve signs. A tiny mustard seed grows into a tree so large that an eagle can nest in its branches while a bear rests in its shade. A father picks up his skirt and runs to meet his wayward son. Everyday stuff, but miraculous nonetheless.

Signs may not take our breath away. Yet, in their own quiet way, they reveal the grace and love and mercy of God. “Don’t worry,” I reassure people. “If wonders seem in short supply these days, simply look about for signs.” My parishioners typically receive all of this with polite disappointment. “My pastor,” they must think, “has no earthly idea why miracles don’t happen anymore.”

I would like to tell all my disappointed 
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The harvest moon hangs round and high 
It dodges clouds high in the sky 
The stars wink down their love and mirth 
The Autumn seasons is giving birth 
Oh it must be October 
The leaves of red bright gold and brown 
To Mother earth come tumbling down 
The breezy nights the ghostly sights 
The eerie spooky far off sounds 
Are signs that its October 
The pumpkin yellow big and round 
Are carried by costumed clumsy clowns 
Its Halloween lets celebrate 
Come one come all and don't be late 
We know now its October 
We'll roast and toast some luscious food 
For apples we'll be bobbin 
While tales are told around the fire 
Of timely ghosts and goblins 
Oh how we love October 
The moon has grown pale 
The stars have grown dim 
Our Halloween party is over 
With a hi-de-ho homeward we'll go 
What a delightful month October 

Pearl N. Sorrels 
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