
Heidi Houston is a wife and mother to a gaggle of girls - three to be exact - who 
works full time.  Her passions are God, her family, and expressing her love for 
both.  Her favorite place to be is in Choir, where she worships her Lord and 
Savior while her children are being tenderly taught about Jesus.  In her spare 
time (yes, this does exist), she reads copious books, and occasionally writes 
what the Lord has placed on her heart. 
   
 

Breathe a Prayer 
Heidi Houston 
 
One Sunday morning this past January, my husband, Jason, 
wasn’t well, so I was taking my three little girls (ages 2, 4 and 6) 
to church by myself.  At 8:20, I hustled the girls into the car and 

began my trip.  I pulled out of my driveway and made a right, then tried to make a left in the 
intersection.  My car turned partially and I headed at an angle into the curb, hitting reinforced 
steel, then slamming sideways into the curb.  My car shot to the middle of the road, heading 
up the hill. 
 
When we stopped moving, I tried to drive the car to the side of the road and it barely made it.   
Immediately I jumped out to check on the girls and had to hold onto the car to keep from 
sliding down the hill to the intersection.  I was on an invisible sheet of ice.  The girls were crying 
hysterically, and my two-year-old Chloe’s car seat was slightly skewed.  I righted her and tried 
to begin walking around my car to get to the grass.  I had to hold on to the car to keep from 
sliding, but I finally made it.  I closed the doors on the car to keep the girls warm, and I kept 
them buckled in their car seats. 
 
Jason’s parents located us and his mother stood on the opposite corner and began speaking in 
tongues.  His dad crossed the road to get to us, then slipped and injured his arm.  He had to 
stay where he was.  We were stuck on this icy hill, watching car after car lose control only to 
slide down the hill and through the intersection.  Suddenly, one car began weaving back and 
forth from the top of the hill, and was directed right at my car, with my girls in it.  All I could do 
was cover my mouth and breathe a prayer as my children screamed in fear, and watch as the 
car turned, missing my car by inches.  Inches!  If they would have hit my car, it would have been 
head-on, and the car with my girls in it would have slid into the intersection at the bottom of 
the hill. 
 
After that, I decided to get my girls out of there.  We marched through the frozen grass, my 
little girls wailing from cold and fear, until we could find a neighbor’s house.  When the owner 
answered, a stranger to us, I asked if she would give us shelter while waiting for the ice to melt.  
She let us in and led us to her couch, which had a heater/fan turned on and three blankets.  
Three!  As we wrapped the girls in the blankets and I felt the warmth of the heating fan, I 
marveled that our needs were met before we even had this accident, that someone we’d never 
met had exactly what we needed. 
 



The end result: not a single hair has been harmed on our heads.  Even amidst certain disaster, 
with prayers simply breathed, God carefully took control and worked out every detail according 
to His plans.  Thank God for God! 


