How to Believe in Miracles

By:  Gary Kurz

I am one of those people who are seldom shocked or startled.  News alerts, angry barking dogs and people sneaking up on me just do have the same effect on me as with most people.  I am not sure if that is a positive thing or not, but it is factual.  My wife has given up trying to jump out unexpectedly to startle me.  It just doesn’t work.  
At the age of fourteen for instance, I was hired as a Boy Scout camp counselor.  Counselors were required to sleep in their campsites for a whole week before the campers arrived so they would be familiar with the camp and its surrounds, and especially the many different night sounds.  At least that was the logic behind the explanation they gave me. 

My campsite, unfortunately, was a half mile from the main camp, deep in the thick woods.  I was not only required to sleep alone at the site on the ground every night, but I also had to make the long journey on the dark trail to the campsite after dinner each evening.  Admittedly, it was a little spooky, but I was a man of fourteen after all and I was not about to let anyone think that I was a sissy.  

On the night before the campers arrived, the older, tenured counselors and camp directors, apparently motivated by boredom, painted their faces in "Lord of the Flies" fashion and hid on the trail to my campsite.  How they arrived there ahead of me after we dismissed from dinner remains a mystery, because I do not recall anyone purposely delaying my departure from the dining hall.  I headed right out for my campsite.

But they somehow managed it without tipping their hand to me.  They managed to sneak up the trail about a quarter of a mile and then, at what seemed to me the darkest point in the woods, they jumped out, shaking their lights wildly at their painted faces and letting out blood-curdling screams.  

It didn't startle me.  I didn't flinch.  I don't know if the week of preparing the camp fatigued me to the point I couldn't react or if somehow in my sub-conscience I had half-expected them to haze me at some point.   In any event, it didn't startle me.  I shook my head and walked by them, but not before giving them a whispered "Grow up.”  I did not get to see their faces, and they did not say anything after that, but I am sure they were not happy that their hazing failed to achieve the desired result.
Many years later as a seasoned believer, I was to experience one of the few true shocks in my life.  In fact, it was a series of shocks.  I was reading an article in a Christian periodical.  I do not recall the title of either the periodical or the article, but the topic was focused on a poll that had been conducted across a wide spectrum of Christian denominations.  
The poll that was taken canvassed some 12,000 believers.  The question posed to them was "Of all the miracles in the Bible, which one do you believe least of all?"  The premise of the article was shocking enough; to think that there were people who assumed that there were believers who may not believe in one or another miracle in the Bible was just mind-boggling to me.  

It was a foreign concept to me, because I believe every miracle the Bible revealed.  My goodness, maybe I am just sappy, but I figure if you cannot believe it all, you simply cannot believe it at all.  Some might call me corny, but if the Bible said that Jonah swallowed the great fish, I would believe that!
But it wasn’t just the premise that shocked me.  It got worse, much worse.  The pollsters were correct in their assumption.  Sadly, only a handful of people said they believed all of the recorded miracles.  Over 95% of those polled disbelieved at least one recorded miracle and some disbelieved several.  Most surprising of all was the fact that the miracle that registered most skepticism was the virgin birth of Jesus.  
What?  How can that be?  I suppose as I read the article I should have been prepared for anything, but I simply did not see that coming.  In my wildest dreams I could not have imagined that their exist people who say they believe Jesus is the Son of God, but who do not believe that he was born in the miraculous, supernatural way the Bible claims.  

As I continued to read the results of the poll, they continued to shock me.  A close second to disbelief in the virgin birth was, co-incidentally, the story I mentioned above; that of Jonah and the whale (or great fish).  This was not quite as startling a revelation as the poll numbers on the virgin birth; somehow I perceived that if someone would be a skeptic, this would be where their skepticism and faith collided.  Still, it perplexes me how people can believe part of the Bible and not all.  Where does one draw the line?  
Meaning no irreverence to any of the other miraculous accounts (which I wholly believe), the story of Jonah is one that should be believed above all other miracles, simply because modern history gives credence to it.  The story that follows may seem unbelievable, but I assure you it is true.

If you search the internet, you will find not shortage of varying accounts of what I am going to share with you.  I have known about this story for more than 40 years and used it as an example in many lessons and sermons as a verified, true to life account.  Only in the last decade have I seen accounts that call the story false and erroneous.  

However, having worked in the U. S. Coast Guard Department of Nautical Science and Law, circa 1980s, I can tell you that I have seen copies of the actual ship’s log that I will refer to in the story.  And as a 30 plus year veteran of the Navy and Coast Guard, I can assure you that a ship’s log is a legal document that records facts every moment of every day that ship is in service.
On a whaling ship named "Star of the Sea" out of England at the end of the nineteenth century, an unbelievable series of events were about to unfold. A boat crew had harpooned a whale and drawn it up to the side of the main vessel, supposing it to be dead.  Without warning, the mighty giant thrashed its tail, sending the entire boat crew into the deep.  With another lunge of its muscular body, it broke free of the securing lines and sounded.  All but one of the crew was rescued.  The missing man was pronounced dead at sea and appropriate entries were made in the ship's log on his disappearance and how it occurred.

Nearly two full days later another whale was harpooned and drawn up to the main vessel.  As it turns out, it was the same whale that had broken loose previously.  This time it did not escape and was dead.  The crew began to process the great beast.  Several hours into the process of stripping the blubber and meat from the creature, one of the crewmen screamed out with great alarm "there be a man inside".
Sure enough, there in the throat of the great beast dangled the legs of their missing comrade. Apparently, in its haste to escape, the whale had inadvertently swallowed the crewmember, and he had become lodged in its throat cavity.

Sadly, shipmates began to cut away the blubber to get to their friend.  After removal, as he lay on the deck, the man let out a groan.  A cry rang out "he be alive, he be alive"!   To the astonishment of the crew, their shipmate was still alive.  Apparently, he had been so perfectly positioned that he was able to breathe by the great mammal's air intake and it had been enough to sustain his life.  His hair and skin had been bleached white and he was blinded for life by the enzymes present in the whale, but he survived and lived many years after that.  
The account is documented by the ship's own logs and preserved in British archives and in a journal that I was privileged to read.  That believers would discount the ability of God to do on purpose what a whale could do by accident is one of the things that have truly shocked this writer.  

Christians are so-called because they place their faith in Jesus Christ.  If a believer cannot acknowledge and accept that the Lord was able to perform all of the miracles he claims to have performed, then perhaps they really haven’t placed their faith in him after all.  I find that believing God’s spectacular miracles enhances and strengthens my faith.  
The way to believe in miracles is to do so by faith.  Miracles are events and acts that cannot be performed by man and that cannot be explained by science or nature.  That leaves only one explanation; God did the impossible.  That is how you believe in miracles…you believe in God.
