Waiting on an Answer
Waiting for almost an hour now, Mark and Tami were a bundle of nerves.  The nurse had informed them, as she was leading them into Dr. Frank’s office that he was working a case and would be with them shortly.  

“How much longer is this going to take?”  Mark fidgeted in his seat.
“He will be here soon.”  Tami reached and placed a hand on Mark’s bouncing knee. 
Mark looked to his wife and smiled as he covered her hand with his own.  

“You’re right.  They wouldn’t have made us wait in here if it was going to take all day.”  A nervous chuckle escaped his lips and then he suddenly went still.  “Would they?”

Tami playfully rolled her eyes and shook her head at her husband’s anxious state. 
“Here . . .,” she said as she reached and took a copy of ESPN Magazine from a nearby table, “look at this to pass the time.”

“Nah.”

Tami danced the magazine in front of her husband’s face and with a singsong voice added.  “It’s the swimsuit issue.”  

Mark gave a teasing smile and then shook his head.  “Really, I don’t want to look at anything.  I just want to get this over with.”

“I know . . . me too.”

*****

It seemed like a lifetime since they started down this road, facing many twists and turns along the way.  Unfortunately, most of those detours led straight to a dead end.  Keeping the faith, they trudged on, determined not to give up their quest.  
Several doctors had already told them their goal was unreachable.  Because of this, Mark and Tami had almost given up on several occasions.  However, the pull from the Lord would never let them do so.  

*****

Another twenty minutes ticked by.  Mark had sat as long as he could and stood to begin pacing the spacious office.  Tami watched him walk back and forth, her heart twisting in agony for her husband.  She knew the waiting was killing him, yet she remained calm. 
Tami marveled at this.  How, when their life was in such chaos, was she able to feel so much peace?  As she thought on this, she decided that it must be a sign from the Lord.  A sign, letting her know that no matter what Dr. Myles had to say to them today, that everything was going to be all right.  

Closing her eyes, she silently went to her Lord in prayer.  “Lord, I know in my heart that you are here with us.  Better yet, I know you were here before us, paving the way.  I trust you and I promise to accept whatever decision you have for us.  Thank you, Heavenly Father, for all you do.  Amen.”

As she opened her eyes, she saw Mark leaned up against the windowpane watching her.  They exchanged tender smiles.  Mark then made his way back across the room, taking a seat in the leather winged-back chair next her.   

Just then, the door to the office opened and Dr. Myles entered, carrying what Tami assumed was her file.  

“Mr. and Mrs. Turner, it’s good to see you again.”  He said as he shook each of their hands.  

“It’s good to see you too, Dr. Myles.”  They echoed.

Dr. Myles walked around the massive oak desk, took a seat and opened Tami’s file. 

“Well, you know why we are here.” The doctor began.  “I have the results from your test.  I just want to remind you, this procedure doesn’t always work and with your history the odds weren’t in your favor to begin with.”

“Yes, doctor.  We understand.”  Mark reached and took his wife’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.   

Tami’s heart began to pound out of her chest.  

 “I know your heart was set on a miracle, Tami . . . but, what about three?”

“Three?”  Confusion filled Tami’s mind.

“Yes, three . . . three miracles.”  The doctor’s customary scowl slowly changed to a goofy grin. 
Tami and Mark looked to one another and instantly the truth hit them.  Three miracles!  God didn’t just bless them with one.  He gave them three!

“I am having triplets?”  Tami asked needing to hear the doctor say the words aloud.

“Yes, my dear, you are having triplets!  God has surely rained His blessings down on you two here today!”  He then sat back and watched as the happy father-to-be twirled his newly expecting wife around the room.
