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Many years ago, my 4 year old son, Johnny, was in the last phase of leukemia and 
was given his last treatment which consisted of three different drugs.  When he 
went into remission, he felt energized enough to join several friends who were 
flying kites in the big back yard.  It was a warm sunny day with a strong breeze 
and Johnny’s kite flew easily up into the sky.  But after a short time, it turned and 
spiraled back down, aiming at him, and hit him between the eyes.  When we got to 
the medical center one eye was closed and he was admitted. 

When I arrive the next morning, the doctor stopped me in the hall and said that the 
other eye had closed, and Johnny would never see again.  As I walked into the 
room he was silently laying and holding the small remnant of his “baby blanket” to 
which I pinned the green scapular of the Blessed Mother.  As I stood by his side, I 
held his hand and prayed the Hail Mary, asking for her intercession. 

When it was time for me to leave, Johnny said “It’s so dark in here, can you turn 
on the light – and turn on the TV”.  I did as he asked and when I turned back 
toward him, he had both eyes open.  I asked if he could see me, and he said “yes”! 

That evening my husband and I spent a 
long and happy visit with him.  When we 
arrived the next morning, we were told 
that Johnny hemorrhaged during the 
night and passed away. 

At the funeral home we were advised to 
have a closed casket and put a photo on 
top.  When our parish priest came to 
visit, he looked at the photo and said 
“God love him – I would trade places 
with him any time.” 

We donated Johnny’s eyes to anyone 
who was in urgent need of a transplant.  
How little would they know how special 
those eyes were. 

Johnny, pray for us. 


