
This   Gi�   of   Life   

Science   tells   us   we   are   individually   a   unique   crea�on   in   our   DNA.   No   two   exactly   alike.     

God   sets   each   of   his   unique   crea�ons   on   our   own   unique   path   through   life,   o�en   formed   by   the   various   
circumstan�al   events   that   set   us   on   our   path   and   form   us   into   the   people   we   are   to   become.   

My   path   was   laid   out   when   my   mother   died   when   I   was   two,    se�ng   in   mo�on   a   string   of   events   that   would   
make   my   life   unique   to   me   in   many   ways,   and   eventually   leading   me   to   an   awareness,   even   at   a   young   age,   of   
God’s    presence   and   purpose   in   my   life.     

A�er   my   mother   died,   my   father   put   my   brother,   sister   and   myself   into   foster   care   for   reasons   I   have   yet   to   
understand.   My   father   was   a   very   stoic   man,   not   given   to   displays   of   emo�on   or   idle   cha�er,   so   an   explana�on   
of   his   mo�va�ons   was   never   given   or   expected.   When   he   passed   away,   he   le�   behind   many   unanswered   
ques�ons.   

By   my   brother’s   count,   I   ended   up   in   twenty-two   foster   homes   in   Vermont   and   New   York   State.   Because   I   was   
the   youngest,   I   mostly   had   recollec�ons   during   my   early   years   of   being   moved   around   frequently,   and   the   
confusion   and   anxiety   it   created.     

When   I   think   back   to   those   early   years,   my   memory   produces   images   that   could   best   be   likened   to   watching   a   
slide   show   where   all   the   slides   are   jumbled   up   in   no   par�cular   order,   but   the   images   and   memories   that   come   
to   light   are   clear   and   vivid   as   can   be.     

One   of   my   most   vivid   memories   was   a   punishment   I   endured   when   I   was,   by   my   best   guess,   about   seven   or   
eight   years   old   temporarily   residing   on   a   large   farm   in   the   Finger   Lakes   region   of   NY.   This   experience   would   lead   
me   to   a   belief   in   God,   Angels   and   the   power   of   God’s   love   to   bring   peace   and   conquer   fear.   

As   I   relay   this   story,   keep   in   mind   that   the   foster   care   system   of   the   fi�ies   and   early   six�es   was   not   as   protec�ve   
or   controlled   as   it   is   today.   Some   foster   care   providers   would   take   kids   in   for   many   reasons   that   had   nothing   to   
do   with   charitable   goodwill,   and   as   in   this   case,   siblings   were   split   up   into   different   homes   resul�ng   in   a   child’s   
familiar   support   system   being   taken   away.     

It   all   started   when   I   was   caught   handling   a   model   train   engine   from   a   large   collec�on   of   trains   that   sat   on   
shelves   in   a   storage   building   next   to   the   main   barn.   I   recall   that   I   was   supposed   to   be   feeding   the   pigs   and   
chickens   at   the   �me,   but   I   couldn’t   get   the   trains,   which   I   had   seen   earlier,   out   of   my   mind.   I   was   completely   
fascinated   by   the   trains,   and   I   had   an   overwhelming   desire   to   hold   one   and   examine   the   intricate   details.   
Without   much   thought,   I   snuck   into   the   adjacent   building   and   no   sooner   had   I   picked   up   a   train   engine   than   
Floyd,   the   owner   of   the   collec�on,   came   in   with   a   look   of   rage   on   his   face.   He   had   warned   me   sternly   to   never   
touch   anything   in   that   building.   He   must   have   seen   me   go   in   because   he   came   in   with   a   stout   s�ck   ready   to   
dispense   his   brand   of    jus�ce.     

I   won’t   go   into   the   details   of   that   jus�ce,   but   the   end   result   was   my   very   sore   li�le   body   being   picked   up   and   
taken   to   a   small   tool   shed   where   I   was   unceremoniously   tossed   in   amongst   the   shovels   and   rakes   onto   the   dirt   
floor.   I   lay   there   on   the   cool   dirt   as   the   door   was   barred,   locking   me   in,   but   feeling   relief   that   at   least   the   painful   
part   of   the   punishment   was   over.   As   it   was   mid-day,   I   figured   I   only   had   a   few   hours   before   I   would   be   let   out.   
Surely,   I   would   be   out   before   dinner   �me.   (This   was   not   my   first   visit   to   this   same   shed).   

As   �me   wore   on,   and   it   didn’t   appear   that   anyone   was   coming   to   let   me   out,   I   became   more   and   more   anxious   
that   I   wouldn’t   be   let   out   before   dark.   Had   they   forgo�en   me   I   wondered?   I   must   have   already   missed   supper.   
Surely,   I   won’t   be   le�   here   a�er   dark.   I   know   there   are   rats   around   here,   I   have   seen   them   in   the   barn   plenty   of   
�mes.   I   could   see   the   light   fading   through   the   cracks   in   the   door.   It   was   ge�ng   dark,   and   I   couldn’t   hear   
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anything   except   the   occasional   rustling   of   the   animals   in   the   barn.   I   didn’t   even   have   room   to   stretch   out   and   
sleep…not   that   I   could   sleep.    

I   sat   down   on   the   dirt   floor   and   pulled   my   legs   up   �ght   as   I   became   more   and   more   anxious   seeing   the   
darkness   take   the   place   of   the   fading   light.   A�er   a   while   I   was   in   total   darkness   and   the   fear   and   anxiety   
became   overwhelming.   I   had   cried   myself   out   long   ago,   and   now   I   just   felt   despair   and   fear.   I   put   my   legs   down   
on   the   floor   trying   to   stretch   out   a   li�le   and   before   long   I   felt   something   run   across   my   legs   in   the   dark.   I   could   
hear   the   rats   running   through   the   shed   and   I   kicked   out   at   them,   not   knowing   where   they   actually   were.   

I   don’t   know   how   long   I   was   in   that   shed,   several   hours   at   least,   but   when   I   thought   I   would   die   of   despair,   I   
began   to   pray   out   loud.   God   help   me!   God   don’t   let   the   rats   bite   me!   God   save   me!   

Almost   like   a   light   being   switched   on,   my   fear   faded,   and   I   felt   an   overwhelming   peace.   There   wasn’t   a   vision   
surrounded   by   light,   or   an   appari�on   of   any   sort.   It   was   s�ll   dark,   and   I   could   s�ll   hear   the   rats,   but   I   suddenly   
felt   an   overwhelming   peace   flow   over   me,   almost   a   feeling   of   intoxica�on.   I   closed   my   eyes   �ght   and   I   could   
sense   a   presence.   My   mind’s   eye   saw   an   image   in   a   transparent   light   that,   at   the   �me,   I   thought   to   be   my   
mother.   I   knew   at   that   moment   I   was   not   alone.   My   faith   journey   had   started.   

I   was   let   out   later   that   night   and   I   had   actually   dozed   off   a   few   �mes,   reflexively   kicking   out   when   I   heard   
something   near   me,   but   my   fear   and   despair   had   evaporated.   I   was   not   alone.     

As   I   climbed   the   stairs   to   the   bedroom,   where   I   shared   a   room   with   three   other   kids,   I   no�ced   the   clock   on   the   
wall   read   3:30.   I   didn’t   sleep   at   all   that   night,   thinking   about   the   events   of   the   day   and   recalling   the   sense   of   
peace   and   love   I   felt   in   my   darkest   moments.   I   would   experience   that   same   feeling   again   during   my   childhood   
in   �mes   of   despair.   I   would   never   again   feel   like   I   was   abandoned   or   alone.     

A   new   awareness   of   my   being   had   come   over   me   as   if   a   door   had   been   opened   to   introspec�on.   I   started   to   
feel   that   my   life   had   a   preordained   path   and   I   had   value   in   my   Creator’s   eyes.   I   would   cling   to   this   belief   when   
my   young   life   seemed   totally   out   of   control.   

My   belief   in   God’s   plan   for   my   life   was   reinforced   a   couple   of   years   later   when   I   was   living   on   another   farm,   in   
Lodi,   NY,   with   my   brother   and   sister.     

It   was   a   chilly   winter   morning   a�er   a   heavy   snowfall   and   my   brother,   sister   and   I   were   wai�ng   for   the   bus   to   
take   us   to   school.   We   stood   in   our   usual   spot   on   the   side   of   the   road   in   front   of   an   old   dilapidated   barn,   joking   
around   and   enjoying   being   together.   The   bus   to   pick   up   my   brother   and   sister   arrived,   and   they   got   aboard,   
leaving   me   to   wait   for   my   bus   in   the   shadow   of   the   old   barn.    

A   few   minutes   later   I   saw   my   bus   coming   up   the   road   and   to   my   surprise   instead   of   stopping   where   I   was   
standing,   it   stopped   about   twenty   yards   past   me.   I   rushed   to   get   aboard   and   as   I   put   my   foot   on   the   first   step,   I   
heard   a   loud   crash.   I   looked   back   and   the   barn   had   collapsed   under   the   weight   of   the   snow   right   where   I   was   
standing.   Without   a   doubt   I   would   have   been   crushed   if   I   had   been   s�ll   standing   there.     

I   firmly   believe   God   has   a   plan   for   each   of   us.   The   things   we   do,   the   lives   we   touch,   even   unknowingly,   all   bring   
us   closer   to   the   purpose   we   are   put   on   this   earth   to   fulfill.   God   has   allowed   me   to   cheat   death   a   few   �mes   in   
my   life.   With   this   gi�   of   life,   I   will   con�nue   to   seek   His   purpose   un�l   he   calls   me   home.     

As   a   final   note,   we   all   experience   hardship   and   grief   in   our   lives.   Some   of   us   experience   it   early   in   life,   some   
later   in   life.   I   will   accept   no   sympathy   or   pity   for   my   early   hardships   as   they   have   molded   me   into   the   person   I   
am   today,   s�ll   a   work   in   progress,   but   thankful   to   our   Lord   for   His   presence   in   my   life,   the   blessing   of   allowing   
me   to   live   out   His   will   for   me,   and   the   hope   that   the   promises   of   a   new   life   in   Christ   brings.   
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