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One BIG Miracle in Such a Small Girl 
by Tiffany Cox 

 
If I ever had any doubts about whether God truly existed or if he really heard my cries, 
those were all erased the day Riley was diagnosed.  I witnessed the healing hand of God.  
 

 
  
Next week we celebrate four years of LIFE with Riley that weren't promised to us.  I've 
been asked before if this story is made up.  Trust me, I WISH!  Riley was diagnosed on 
October 28, 2006 with a rare blood disorder.  There is no cure.  She had a hemoglobin 
level of 2.9 and was near heart failure.  In the past four years, Riley underwent surgery, 
chemotherapy, blood transfusions, medications, tests and numerous hospital stays.  
Doctors have told us that medically speaking she shouldn't be alive.  She IS, and God has 
given her one heck of a testimony along the way! 
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I can still remember every detail of diagnosis day.  I will be forever haunted by the image 
of Riley lying in a hospital bed with tubes and machines all around her.  I remember the 
look on the doctor’s face when he had to tell us that he didn't think that she would make it 
through the night and the shock on his face when she did.  To this day, I still can't look 
him in the eye.  I remember the kind words from a chaplain who was sent to our room to 
prepare us for our daughter’s death.  I remember the fear and confusion.  I remember 
being told that if a blood transfusion didn't begin to work on Riley that there was no hope 
for survival.  I remember the anger.  I remember the rocking chair in Riley's ICU room 
where I spent many hours watching her sleep and begging God to let me take her place.  I 
remember the empty feeling.   
 
Have I questioned God's purpose?  Yes.  Have I been angry with God?  Yes.  But even at 
the darkest of times when I have felt alone, God has been there.  I may not have felt it at 
the time, but looking back, I know that it was God who got us through the tough times 
and still gets us through those times today.   
 
I went through a period of complete bitterness.  I felt that as a Mom, I had let my 
daughter down.  I couldn't fix the boo-boo with a kiss or protect her from fear or pain.  I 
had no control of the situation.  I questioned God as to why he would allow a child, MY 
child, to go through so much pain and sickness.  Instead of praying, I argued.  I wouldn't 
go around other moms who had healthy children.  I grew more bitter when other people 
would boast and brag about how blessed they were.  I distanced myself and wrapped 
myself around the negative, never looking for the good in Riley's situation.  To me, 
nothing good could come out of a situation where my daughter had to fight for her life.  It 
just didn't seem fair! 
 
But, you know what?  Good DID come from Riley's situation.  We have been taught life 
lessons that can't be found in textbooks or taught in a classroom.  I have learned to be 
grateful--truly grateful--for the little things.  Not a day with her is taken for granted!  I get 
overly emotional on the first day of a new school year, because not only is Riley growing 
up, but she's also beginning a new chapter in her life.  One that I've feared we wouldn't 
get to see.   
 
I cry each time Riley reaches a new milestone…losing her first baby tooth, learning her 
first cheer or getting a new “big girl” haircut.  So when I randomly have emotional 
breakdowns, bear with me.   
 
I don't take birthdays very lightly because I know that every year is a gift, God's gift.  
God had every right to tell us no when we prayed for Him not to take Riley.  Instead, he 
has entrusted us to raise her and allowed us to witness HIM through the life of our child.  
For me, there is no greater honor!   
 
Am I overly protective?  You better believe it!  Do I worry a lot?  Of course--I'm a Mom-
-and because we know that just because she may look okay on the outside, doesn't mean 
that everything is okay on the inside.  We are never guaranteed that tomorrow we won't 
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be back to where we were four years ago, and honestly, it scares me.  This disease is rare 
and we know that she can relapse at any time, but I also know that God knows what's in 
store for Riley long before we do. 
 
You can ask Riley about angels and she'll tell you she sees them.  I get chill bumps when 
she describes how beautiful they are in great detail.  You can ask Riley where she was 
when Mom and Dad were at her bedside those first few critical nights in the hospital.   
She'll tell you she was being rocked by Jesus in a rocking chair.  I wasn't allowed to hold 
her, but she was being held.  Some may call her--and me--crazy.  I believe her with all of 
my heart.  I believe that she has witnessed and seen things that only others can imagine.  I 
know that even though her body isn't healed completely from disease, that God has 
helped heal me as a Christian, a wife and a mother.   
 
I have seen many things in the past four years since Riley's diagnosis.  Most of them have 
been while walking the road we are on.  I have watched my daughter fight to overcome 
so much, beating the odds, SURVIVING, fighting back from setbacks and complications.  
She is my inspiration!  Being on this journey has been a true test of faith.  It's not always 
easy to trust when you are afraid.  You want so badly to have control of the situation and 
force the outcome you want. 
 
My daughter has taught me more than I could ever have taught her about life.  I believe 
she has been given insight and wisdom far beyond what some can comprehend.  I believe 
God has a plan for my Riley! 


