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My story begins at an early age.  I was raised on a farm with many different animals and farm 
equipment.  I did not realize how dangerous chickens can be when their living space is invaded 
by a human.  Fortunately, I learned a lesson early on in life not to chase chickens.  They attack 
in groups and chicken beaks are very sharp.  They can seriously hurt you.  I escaped with only a 
few punctures in my arms and neck.  Someone must have been watching out for me. 

At the age of six I was allowed to work in the barn.  My primary task was to feed the calves and 
clean their pen.  One day after feeding the calves I noticed the bull was loose outside.  He was 
not very friendly, but I thought I could get him back to his place in the barn.  He began to charge 
me, so I ran inside the barn.  I made it in time so someone must have been watching out for me. 

When I was seven something made me angry, and I decided to run into the woods to be alone 
with my thoughts.  I had forgotten about the electric fence.  I ran into the wire gate which 
caught me just under my chin.  My feet went out from under me, and I landed on my back.  
Why I was not injured seriously I will never know.  Someone must have been watching out for 
me. 

Every Sunday my mom and dad would take me to Mass.  I learned about Jesus and the 
existence of God and angels.  I started to go to Religion class after school once a week.  I really 
did not understand about Guardian Angels or what they do for us.  When I was eight years old 
my five-year-old sister and I were playing outside on the lawn.  For some reason she ran across 
the road and was hit by a car and died.  For many years I could not understand why that 
happened.  Some relatives told me that was God’s will and that He must have needed a small 
girl to be one of His angels.  I know now that people don’t become angels.  God made the 
angels before time began.  However, it was a comforting thought in the moment. 

The lose of a child was really devastating to my family.  It took a long time to resolve the fact 
that she must be with God, and we needed to move on with our lives.  Back in the early 50’s the 
death of a child allowed families to have the wake in their home which we did.  My sister had a 
white casket with pink lining.  She was dressed in a white silk dress and yellow flowers in here 
hair.  Very emotional then and it still is today after 70 years. 

As I grew older, I began to do more on the farm.  One of my jobs was to bring hay bales down 
from the storage pile and feed the cows.  One day the stack of bales started to sway and some 
of the bales fell on top of me.  I was able to climb out from the stack with only a sore shoulder 
and a few scratches.  Someone must have been watching out for me. 

One day a neighbor asked me to drive his tractor while he picked up hay bales.  I knew how to 
drive my family tractor but this one was different.  Going down a hill I stepped on the wrong 
peddle and took the tractor out of gear.  I could not get the tractor back in gear.  That caused 
me to have a run-a-way tractor with me at the wheel.  Somehow the tractor stayed upright and 
came to a stop.  Someone must have been watching out for me. 
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During sporting events in high school, I had a few injuries but none serious.  Sprains, scraps, 
loosing teeth and a concussion.  The concussion kept me out of baseball for three weeks but 
that was the worse injury.  Someone must have been watching over me. 

After high school and college Uncle Sam sent me a letter that began “Greetings”.  Anyone who 
is over sixty years old knows that was a draft notice to report for an Induction physical.  In the 
mid 1960’s the Vietnam conflict (war) was happening.  I went to the physical but did not pass 
due to a case of shingles.  There had to be a reason why I developed shingles just before the 
physical.  I had to return the following month for another attempt to pass the physical.  This 
time I passed the physical and was assigned to an Army infantry unit in Colorado. 

Eventually I received my orders to go to Vietnam and was assigned to an Army Mechanized 
Infantry Unit.  After a few days of training on an Armored Personnel Carrier, I was assigned the 
duties of driver.  Possibly because that is what I was trained on in Colorado.  What I did not 
know but found out quickly is that the driver is who the enemy targets.  I was shot at but never 
hit by gun fire.  Twice I was a victim of an RPG (Rocket Propelled Grenade) round.  Being 
wounded both times earning me two Purple Hearts.  Neither of the wounds required 
evacuation but it did get me out of the driver’s seat.  Someone must have been looking out for 
me. 

There were at least two other occasions that caused me to think there must have been some 
kind of spiritual intervention.  First, when I was still able to drive the armored vehicle, we were 
on a convoy to a suspected enemy camp on a dry dirt road.  The dust was thick, and I might 
have been following too closely.  I drove off the road and almost tipped over.  The convoy had 
to stop.  A few minutes later, there was a loud explosion which made a big hole in the road.  If 
we had not stopped the explosion which was an IED (improvised explosive device) would have 
destroyed our vehicle.  The second event was at a camp in the jungle after a firefight.  One of 
the armored vehicles was beyond repair and had to be airlifted from the camp.  One of the 
tracks was not functioning properly and had to be removed.  A soldier decided to use an 
explosive (C4) to break the track off the vehicle but forgot to inform the rest of us what he was 
doing.  The explosion went off and a piece of metal came flying by me very closely.  It scared 
the daylights out of me but fortunately did not hit me.  On both occasions someone must have 
been watching over me. 

When looking back on some of the dangerous events of my younger years, the person watching 
over me had to be a Guardian Angel sent by God to keep me from serious harm.  There have 
been many other close calls in my life but that would make this document too long.  Maybe I 
will write a book.  Will there be any other dangerous situations in my life?  Only GOD knows. 


