
My Guardian Angel 
by Bea Parham 

 
As most of you know, each of us is given our own Guardian 
Angel from birth to help us on our journey to Heaven. This is a 
brief recap of some of the times my Guardian Angel has 
rescued me from harm in my eighty-three years. 
 
I was married twice. This is a story from my second marriage 
to Dick, a man who liked to drink beer in taverns all around 
the city. Sometimes, I went with him. 
 
One night, we drove to a bar in the eastern part of Portland to 
drink beer and play pool. As the night progressed, I realized 
that Dick would not be able to drive home, so I convinced him 
to let me drive. 

 
I remember leaving the parking lot at the bar and heading home to our houseboat on the 
Columbia River by Jantzen Beach. The next thing I remember was pulling into our parking 
space at the houseboat and heading inside to sleep off our drinking. 
 
Who drove home along the river? It wasn’t me. 

*** 
The next visit from my Angel was after my divorce from Dick. I was dating this man for a while, 
and I was at his house for a visit. I had done something in his kitchen which made him very 
unhappy—I can’t remember what it was, but he was furious with me. We were standing in the 
dining room, he was yelling at me. I had learned that if someone is yelling at you, you should 
lower your voice, and they would lower theirs. So, I quietly said, “Don’t yell at me.” 
 
He yelled, “I’ll yell if I want to!” 
 
Then, out of my mouth came this voice, “THEN, I’LL YELL, TOO!” It was a man’s voice, very 
loud…louder than I would have been able to yell. 
 
The man jumped back about four feet and said, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry…I won’t yell again!” 
 
At that point, I picked up my coat and left. 

*** 
This next story happened about two months ago, right near my house. I started my drive to 
Waldport and stopped at Highway 101, waiting for the traffic to clear so that I could enter the 
southbound lane. There was a van parked at the exit to the northbound lane of 101. I waited 
for the van to move, but it just stayed there. It appeared that the lane was clear, so I started to 



pull out to go across to the southbound lane. Just then, I saw a white pick-up truck pull out 
from behind the van in the northbound lane. 
 
All at once, my car tore across the lanes to the southbound lane and turn left toward 
Waldport. I was sure my Angel had stepped on the gas to get me out of the way of the white 
pick-up. It wasn’t me, because I would have stepped on the brake and put myself in the path 
of the pick-up. He would have crashed into the driver’s side of my car and probably killed 
me…he was going that fast. 
 
I am sure there are many other times my Guardian Angel has rescued me from my own mis-
judgements!! I praise God for sending me such a wonderful Angel. I wait to greet him when I 
get to Heaven. 
 


