LUCK OR INTERVENTION
Judy Fink

	Certain events happen throughout our lives. Some good, some bad. Was it good luck, bad luck, coincidence or divine intervention. I go with the last on this list. To me all things happen for a reason. Sometimes we don’t know what that reason is, we just must have faith and accept the outcome. 
	I remember one such instance…
	As a sixteen-year-old I loved driving my mom’s Ford Falcon with my girlfriends in tow. We always had the radio blasting away playing the top forty tunes. Knowing every word, we sang the lyrics at the top of our lungs while laughing and having a wonderful time.
	Being from a small town, the Dairy Queen was located about five miles outside the town limits. In the DQ parking lot we sat in the car enjoying our favorite, hot fudge sundae’s. It had grown dark, and mom didn’t like me driving at night, so we headed home. The Dairy Queen was located in a rural area with no streetlights along the roads. Again, I turned up the music and we all joined in a loud rendition of our favorite songs. 
As we were riding down the dark two-lane road, I heard a loud honking noise. I turned my head and saw the single bright headlight of a train swiftly traveling toward the crossing I was approaching. Again, the train horn blared, twice this time and I realized what was about to happen. I slammed my foot on the brakes, screeching the car to a dust producing halt just feet from the passing train. If I hadn’t heard the honks and stopped, we would’ve been most certainly killed.
Silence filled the car as I quickly turned off the radio. We all knew how bad it could’ve been; small car, fast moving 200 ton locomotive… no chance of survival. After the train passed, I pulled off the road. We all somberly commented on how close we’d come to death.
	Then a small voice came from one of the girls in the back seat, “just think, they would’ve dedicated the yearbook to us.” With that, the tension broke and we all got a somewhat nervous laugh out of the situation. We were quiet the rest of the trip home. 
	We never talked about it after that. Nothing more needed to be said. I also never told my mother about the incident. All I know is a disaster was averted. I never thought it was good luck, for me it was undeniably divine intervention. People may disagree with that, but I was there, I saw how close we came. In my mind, it was God’s mercy and protection of four silly teenage girls.

   
	
		  





