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     ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

 
“Just one word . . . Extraordinary!” 

Ambassador Beniah 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I, "Novella" Blankenship, am blessed to be alive and  

thankful to the Most High Abba Yahweh for every 

breath I take.  At my age, being an African Ameri-

can woman writing this form of biography about 

the miracles in my life is very exciting and some-

thing I never thought I could accomplish.  I’m not 

an experienced writer so please bear with me as I 

struggle to put something entertaining on paper.  

After being born in Chattam, Virginia, I then grew 

DEFINITIONS:  
novella - a story with a compact plot; short novel. 
novel - original and striking especially in conception 
and style; an invented prose narrative that is usually 
long and complex and deals with human experience 
through a connected sequence of (miraculous) events. 

- Webster’s New Collegiate Dictionary, 1981,  
 150th Anniversary Edition, p. 779 



up in the countryside outside of Danville, Virginia.   

I married at a young age but never graduated from 

high school.  After a bitter separation from my first 

husband, I moved to Ohio, where I reared my four 

children.  After the children all graduated from 

school, I moved to Colorado where I was introduc-

ed to Mormonism.   After a few more years, I regret 

to say I found myself in Wisconsin.  Since 1993, I 

have been residing on an acre of land out in the 

countryside just east of Abilene, Texas.     

Through the years of life’s twists and turns, 

I had my share of hard knocks, just like everyone 

else, I guess.  Yet, I can admit that I have overcome 

many unexpected obstacles and gained much wis-

dom through the struggles.  Common sense is a 

uncommon gift it seems, but a gift I believe I have 

achieved.  I wish the world had more of it.   I am 

married to a wonderful and caring man who con-

tinues to support and encourage me in all I do, in-

cluding that he pushed me to stop procrastinating 

and finish dictating the chapter content for this – 

my novella. 

I am now retired and can say that I never 

want to return to those long arduous days of phy- 



sical toil for those who just want to get rich at my 

expense.   They say the rat race is for the rats, but I 

refuse to run that treadmill any longer. Now, when 

I’m not caring for my little Jasmine, the cutest 

little Yorkshire Terrier on the planet, I spend my 

days making gifts and knitting a variety of colorful 

winter hats for the under privileged children of 

Abilene.  It’s been one of my favorite hobbies that I 

quite enjoy.  While looming my knitted winter 

projects, my little Jasmine gives me her utmost 

love and attention every day.  Just like many of you 

with beloved pets, I can’t help but consider my 

golden-faced Yorkie Jazmine like my own child.   

They say life just keeps getting easier with 

all these new technologies, but I still long for the 

good ole’ days when things were so much simpler, 

people were friendlier, when the air, food, and 

water were cleaner, when you could confide in and 

trust your family doctor to not cut your foot off 

(please don’t get me started on that one…), and 

even when you could go to bed at night peacefully 

without having to lock all the doors and windows.  

Besides finally being able to see clearly again after 

having cataract surgery last year and gaining cont-



rol of my A1C blood glucose levels, you will learn  

much more about me in the pages to come.   

Everyday, I give thanks for my guardian ang- 

els.  Having to interact with the craziness of the 

modern world, I know they must be working over-

time on my behalf, lest “I dash my foot against the 

stone”.   Psalms 91 announces a great promise to the 

person who puts their trust in the Most High 

Abba Yahweh for He will “set His Angels charge over 

thee.”  I believe His angels are an expression of His 

great love and mercy towards all mankind.  John 

3:16 is an amazing admission that Yahweh loves all 

mankind and all life created and dwelling on this 

amazing planet.  From my past experiences, my 

guardian angels have worked a lot of over-time!  I 

have not been disappointed, because I’m here to-

day to say Hallelu-Yah!   There were times when I 

was miraculously delivered, yet others were not.   

Because of that, I counsel everyone to express 

gratitude daily for even the small things in life 

which people take for granted.  

Another miracle, which cannot be explained 

in human terms, is the fact that I am “sealed” on 

physical body and multiple images of small eagles. 



These images are composed of darkened pigmen-

tation upon my skin which have the undeniable 

image of a bald eagle with wings outstretched.  

Throughout Scripture, from Exodus to the Psalms, 

from the writings of the Hebrew prophets to the 

last days’ Book of Revelation, the image of an eagle 

takes on a special significance of protection by the 

angels of heaven (see Ps.91; Isa. 40; Rev.12)  It's 

uncanny, yet unique! 

These multiple images 

have been on my skin for as 

long as I can remember.  My 

husband helped me discover even more.  Of the six 

total images, there are three undeniable images 

and they appear to be between an inch to two 

inches in width; and no, they aren’t “scar tissue”.  

Only four of these odd “skin eagles” will be dis-

played for the reader in the chapters to come . . . so 

keep on reading!  Upon editing my book, my husband 

and I almost neglected to include these obvious 

angelic “signs”!   These extraordinary “signs” give 

my life a unique mystique and provide a special 

spiritual perspective that can’t be denied. 

How many other people can say they have  



been sealed with multiple images of angelic sym-

bolism?  Am I the only one?  I know other people 

have experienced angelic intervention in their 

lives, but no one I’ve ever known has had such 

images all about their bodies.  So why just me?   

I hope you can open your mind and remem-

ber the times when angels were there for you. I’m 

certain many of you reading this book could tell 

even greater stories than mine of the miraculous, 

and maybe someday you could share your tall tale 

with me.  Recounting your own angelic interven-

tions is the epitome of inspiration and hope for 

others.  May this book inspire you to reexamine 

the reality of angels and the miraculous claims of 

Scripture, so ultimately, you too may give credit 

where credit is due.   I know they aren't finished 

with me yet!  But this is my book, and as a witness 

to the world, I will take this opportunity to tell 

MY side of the story, for my name is Novella!   My 

name says it all, so I guess I was born to write this 

book.  I want it to be a blessing to all who read it, 

and may heavenly forces keep saving your life too! 

 With Love ~ Novella Blankenship 
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INTRODUCTION 

 

“Are not the malakim all ministering spirits sent forth  

. . . for those who will be heirs of salvation?” 

Hebrews 1:14 

 
 
As I remember back to the days of my youth, 

specifically on the Sabbath Day, my dear Grandma 

would sit there in her rocking chair beside the fire-

place just creaking back and forth.  Before shifting 

the charred logs in the fireplace for the night, she 

would go into talking about her favorite topic: 

spirits, better known as “angels" in Scripture.  

During her story time, my innocent childlike 

reaction was one of silent attention and keen curio-

sity.  I was captivated to hear about angels interact-

ing with those in this physical world, often in 

miraculous ways.  My grandma even had names for 
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these heavenly creatures, names such as Michael 

and Gabriel.  She said she found those names within 

the delicate pages of her large brown leather Bible.  I 

remember that unique smell it had too.  Every day I 

saw it sitting there beside her rocking chair in the 

living room.  It still carried the scent of brand new 

leather.  It must have been passed down in the 

family for a hundred years.   

The things she shared just intrigued me; 

stories about angels opening the Red Sea or angels 

who stopped the mouths of lions. Yes, lions which 

were hungry enough to eat the prophets for dinner. 

Yet, every time Yahweh’s prophets prayed for 

deliverance, the angels arrived.  Even if Grandma 

changed the subject to say ghost stories, I would 

always be there listening intently and hoping for 

more.  Eventually, I would be told it was late and 

time to head upstairs for bedtime.   For a child of my 

young age, such spiritual things kept my head 

spinning all night.  It was any wonder I could even 

get any sleep at all. 

It wasn’t until after I was grown and married 



My Guardian Angels 

3 

that I reconsidered just how spiritually gifted she 

really was.  Years later, after reading the Scriptures 

for myself, it became clear to me just how important 

a role the angels played in the historical narrative of 

ancient Israel.  From the their warning to Lot to flee 

Sodom to their interaction with and protection over 

the ancient prophets such as Jeremiah, Daniel and 

Ezekiel, the angels of heaven even fulfilled the vital 

role of prophesying the coming birth and royal 

name of Israel’s Messiah to his earthly parents 

Mariam and Yahseph.  I realized that if angels were 

that busy in human history, then they had to be just 

as busy with all the billions of people scurrying 

about the Earth today.    

During those difficult times, I have wondered 

why the angels couldn’t just make my life a little 

easier by altering the situation or circumstances of 

the day.  I’m sure that everyone has prayed that 

prayer before.  Yet, after I tell my story, I hope you 

will understand that angels did alter the situation 

and circumstances of the day!  They did intervene!  

They saved my life!  This book is to share my 
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gratitude to them in a way that all people may 

know why I’m so thankful for the gift of life which 

could have been snuffed out on so many occasions.   

There are many things in life we cannot 

control, but at the end of the day, if you are alive 

and have food, clothing and shelter, you should 

really count your blessings.  I cannot explain why 

some people die young, but I can say I have passed 

my youth thankful for the many times that angels 

intervened on my behalf to give me a second chance.   

They have guided me with their wisdom and 

common sense.  If I had not listened to that still 

small voice, and obeyed it, I could have died many 

times over.  Let me ask you: How many times have 

you ignored that still small voice inside you and 

then later regretted it?  Yes, I want to share the 

miracles of angels!  Yes, they really do happen!   

I am fully convinced that the human species 

does not render to these celestial saviors their due 

credit.  In secular America, I think the reality of 

angels is very underrated, and to me, that’s a crying 

shame.  If everyone has a guardian angel, imagine 
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how many millions of times they have come to the 

rescue for millions of people, and that’s just in one 

day!  Just consider, if that is the case, think of all the 

miraculous stories we never heard about.  Any 

miraculous angelic intervention deserves to be told 

and heard.  Angels deserve sincere appreciation. If 

people could just examine their lives a little closer, I 

know they could recount those special times in 

their past when they were saved from serious injury 

or death by these wonderful creatures!     

In the chapters that follow, you will read 

about angelic intervention in my life.  I hope you too 

will come to realize their intervention and mira-

culous activity in your life too. I believe everyone’s 

timeline has been greatly impacted by the 

intervention of these heavenly beings. We are their 

assignments.  We are their mission.   

This reality makes you and me very special in 

the bigger picture.   Humanity has taken the bigger 

picture for granted and lost sight of what is truly 

important – us!  For heaven to intervene on our 

behalf, the Creator must love us greatly!     
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Every morning is the beginning of a new ad-

venture. With that new day comes the gift of life, 

and I pray you will give Him thanks with each 

breath you take. We are promised in Scripture that 

in the very near future, this bigger picture will 

finally be revealed to us all (1 Corinthians 13:12).  I 

hope it will include the opportunity for me to meet 

my very special guardian angel WHO KEEPS SAVING 

MY LIFE!   Oh, how I look forward to that day!   

 

 

 

 

 

MOST AMERICANS BELIEVE IN ANGELS 
“According to a 2001 survey of over one thousand adult 
residents of Columbus, Ohio, seventy-seven percent of 
adults in the poll answered "yes" to the question: "Do you 
believe angels, that is, some kind of heavenly beings who 
visit Earth, in fact exist?" Another 73 percent believe 
angels still "come into the world even in these modern 
days. Belief in angelic beings cuts across almost all ranges 
of education, income and lifestyle. Women and young 
people are slightly more likely to believe than are men or 
older Americans, but a majority of almost every demo-
graphic group has faith in these supernatural beings.” 

Scripps-Howard News Service 
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Chapter 1 

My Angel Down by the Riverside 
 

“For He shall give His angels charge over you, 

to keep you in all your ways.”  
Psalms 91:11 

 
 

This first story was a long-kept secret of mine and 

my brother Luther’s' for well over half a century.  

He was laid to rest back in 2011 (Yahweh rest his 

soul), but it’s a story we kept to ourselves as 

youngsters and even into adulthood. We just never 

got around to telling anyone.  However, I'm sure my 

Angel re-members well that summer day down by 

the riverside all those years ago. I have to give them 

the credit for rescuing two absolutely frantic 

children who could have been swept away never to 

be seen or heard from again. If our parents or 
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grandma had found out what had really happened 

that day, we would have been grounded for life.  

 I was born in a countryside farmhouse out-

side the little town of Chattam, Virginia. Then 

shortly afterwards, my family moved twenty miles 

south to Danville, home of the historic riverside 

manufacturing giant - Dan River Fabrics.  It finally 

closed down for good just recently in 2007.  When I 

was a little girl back in the 50’s, my mom and dad 

both went to work at the local tobacco farm.  I re-

member how those tobacco plants seemed to grow 

everywhere.  Thinking back, that farm had to be at 

least 1000 acres wide.  That’s when I saw my first 

tobacco worm. It was unusually huge and looked 

like a monster to me, all fat and green with black 

stripes down its curled back with long creepy look-

ing antennae arching over its head.  Momma told 

me to be careful around them because they could 

bite!  I sure didn’t want to find out, and I will never 

forget seeing that monstrous little creature.   

My family lived with my grandma at that 

time, and since school was out for the summer, she 
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 spent the day babysitting me and my brother, along 

with my baby sister Frisky.   We never really got in 

trouble, so she wasn’t watching us too closely that 

particular day.   We lived about a half mile north 

from the Dan River.  This river was no small creek, 

but a real river both deep and wide. This river 

snaked right through Danville and continued its 

journey southeast out to the great Atlantic Ocean 

some two hundred miles away.   

I had just graduated kindergarten, and my 

older brother Luther had just turned seven years 

old.  The one thing he loved most, after raising his 

baby pigeons, was to be invited by his uncles to go 

out fishing with them.   I felt like my brother Luther 

really wanted to show off with how well he could 

fish.  He said he had his heart set on bringing home 

some real dinner that day for the whole family.  He 

was so excited to catch some fish.  It was like he 

had something to prove to himself.  My brother 

then took the initiative and asked me to accompany 

him.  From all his big talk, I felt sure he knew what 

he was doing.   
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I had never gone down to the river before, but 

he had many times.  Since he was my older brother, 

I felt safe to take this new adventure with him.  I 

watched Luther get the fishing tackle, line, bobber 

and rubber worm from Uncle James’ fishing supp-

lies from the shed in the backyard.  He said he knew 

the way because his uncles had taken him down to 

the River many times before.  I said, “Let’s get going, 

I’m hungry too.”  Because my brother did-not want 

our grandmother to deny his mission to prove him-

self, I followed his lead…we just ducked our heads 

and snuck away - down to the riverside.  Our 

Grandma…she never knew a thing.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was a beautiful summer day, and the clouds 
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had cleared out from the previous night’s rainstorm 

to reveal a deep blue sky. There was a nice breeze 

and I had on my hiking sandals, so I was ready to 

go.  There weren’t any ponds or lakes around Dan-

ville, so there weren’t any other options for where 

to go fishing.  As far as I knew, the Dan River was it.  

We walked about a quarter mile down a beaten 

path with high grass on either side of us with thick-

ets of hardwood trees along the level path. Luther 

had always gone fishing with his uncles, and he 

knew the path to the river because it was the only 

one that Uncle James had ever taken.  It was a com-

mon path which everyone in the neighborhood took 

to get there.  You couldn’t see the river until you 

came up on it, then after about a twenty-minute 

hike, Luther pointed ahead and shouted with the 

glee of a child, “There it is!”    

The first thing I noticed was how high the 

river level was and how muddy it was. I couldn’t see 

the bottom of the river.  I was hoping to see the fish 

swimming around just like I had seen at the local 

pet store fish tank.   But this was not what a little 
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six-year old was expecting.  The rain from the pre-

vious night had really stirred things up, and the 

river was running at a pretty good clip.  This river 

was moving like it had a purpose, like it was in a 

hurry or something.   

My brother Luther seemed excited that we 

made it to our destination all by ourselves.  For my 

brother’s sake, I wanted it to be a good day for 

Luther to prove himself.   However, after seeing the 

swiftness of the river, I wasn’t so certain this was a 

good idea anymore.    

From watching both twigs and brush floating 

down the Dan, I started to realize that I couldn’t  

swim.  Come to think of it, neither one of us could 

swim.  We had never had swimming lessons before.  

We had never been in water before except for the 

large white bathtub which mom made us bathe in.   

Nevertheless, we never had any intention of swim-

ming.  It never crossed my mind. We were just kids.  

There were no adults around and no one even knew 

where my brother and I were.  Maybe we didn’t  

realize just what we were getting into.   
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Before our long hike, my brother had grabbed 

a long stick off the ground to make his very own 

hillbilly fishing pole.  He knew what he was doing 

because he first tried bending it to see if it would 

snap and break if it had the weight of a fish on the 

end of the line.  After we arrived, I watched ner- 

vously as he tied on the fishing line and attached 

one of those classic red and white plastic bobbers. I 

was amazed at how fast he dug up a worm from the 

soil and squeezed it onto the fishing hook.   As he 

pre-pared to throw out his line for the big catch of 

the day, I noticed how soft and damp the bank of 

the river was.    

Without any consideration of the dangerous 

situation, he stepped forward to cast out his line.  It 

all happened so fast.   As he used his body to swing 

and cast out the fishing line, suddenly the wet river-

bank gave way beneath his feet!   My brother Luther 

was no longer standing on the riverbank with me.  

Luther was now in the river flailing his arms being 

taken downstream.   Frantically, I ran down the  

riverside with him - yelling to get his attention.   
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“Try not to get too far away from the bank!” I 

yelled out.    

My brother wanted to grab onto something… 

anything!   But there was nothing. The river was 

rushing fast, and Luther couldn’t touch bottom.  He 

was in trouble.  His head was bobbing up and down 

like that fishing bobber.  Was I ever going to see my  

brother again?  I was so scared that I think I may 

have wet on myself. 

I had never known panic before this moment.  

It hit me all at once.  What could I do?  I was just a 

little girl who didn’t know how to swim.  We never 

prepared ourselves for a worst-case scenario.  We 

were just little kids.  It was a beautiful day and we 

were just supposed to catch some fish and bring 

them home for a family dinner.  What could be so 

dangerous about that?  If I returned home all by my-

self and crying of course, what would I tell my 

parents?  How could I ever explain this without be-

ing blamed and grounded for life?  We didn’t even 

get permission to leave the house that day. 

All the sudden this nightmare manifested 
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before me.  My brother was flowing away from me 

at a rapid pace and drifting away from the bank 

meant drifting away from me.  Rushing down-

stream from my right to left with all the brush and 

twigs, my brother was frantic as he couldn’t over-

come the perilous current.  I didn’t want to lose 

sight of my brother, so I stayed focused and ran to  

keep up with his consistent pace.  

As I ran to keep up with him, I said to myself 

in that moment of panic: what am I going to do?  All 

I could think of to do was look for a stick or some-

thing for Luther to grab on to.   But there was noth-

ing around that I could see to use for rescuing my 

desperate brother.  Then, out of nowhere, about 

twenty feet ahead of us, I saw this odd tree-like 

feature arching out over into the river from the 

bank.   It was strange because I didn’t see this “tree” 

when we arrived, and what kind of tree doesn’t 

grow up towards the sun? This “tree” arched over 

into the water, and it had no branches or leaves.   I 

didn’t have time to question nature.  All I knew was 

that it was exactly what Luther needed to be saved 
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from certain death!   Before my very eyes, this “tree” 

seemed to grow and stretch out into his path for 

Luther to grab onto.  This miraculous object would 

stop his runaway pace.   

Again, I yelled at my brother to get his atten-

tion, “Grab it!  Grab onto the tree!”   

I could tell he heard me, as he looked ahead 

and saw the tree-looking structure stretch out be- 

fore him.  I climbed onto the object and wrapped  

my legs around it.   

Then I yelled again, “Grab onto the tree!”  The 

power of the river was so great it just propelled him 

chest first right into this “tree”.   Luther made con-

tact and by the force of the river was being pressed 

into it.  With extended hands, I heaved a sigh of 

relief. He finally grabbed my hand and I helped him 

secure his safety back to the shore.   

We slowly and carefully worked our way 

towards dry earth.   My panic turned t relief, but my 

heart still felt like it wanted to jump out of my 

chest.  My dear brother was alive!   Dripping with 

muddy water and breathing way too heavy, Luther 
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was shaking all over.  I didn’t know if it was from 

fear or from being all wet, probably both.   

He sat down exhausted to catch his breath. 

Then, in a low voice, he said, “What just happened?”   

In total shock, all I could muster to say was, 

“Luther, I’m so glad you didn’t drown.”    

After a few seconds, Luther looked me in the 

eye and instructed me in this commanding voice, 

“Sister, we can’t tell anyone about this!” 

“All right”, I agreed.  I was so frightened by 

the prospect of losing my brother I didn’t know if 

my life would ever be the same again.  It was a feel-

ing I had never experienced before.    

Then, when I looked back at where Luther 

just crawled out of the river, the mystery “tree 

trunk” that I had wrapped my legs around…was NO 

LONGER THERE!  What happened to the object 

that had just saved my big brother's life?   

My brother was still in a daze rubbing his 

head at what just happened, but he noticed the 

same thing. . .that arching tree trunk object had just 

disappeared!  It must have been an angel in disguise.  
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It had appeared out of nowhere and it disappeared 

out of nowhere.  Was it an angel, or was it an object 

placed there by an angel?  Did my angel appear as a 

tree, so as not to spook us?   Either way, the miracle 

was the same.  A heavenly intervention was the only 

possible solution to my brother’s deadly plight.  Is 

that what it takes to experience salvation?  Does 

one have to shake hands with death to see the face 

of an angel? 

My grandmother could tell some great angel-

ic stories, but now that Luther and I had gotten a 

first-hand glimpse of an angel in action, we couldn’t 

say a word to anyone about it!   Go figure!  Silence of 

this miraculous event would be our only choice.  

Silence would also save our skins from another form 

of death – the extreme punishment to be expected 

from parents.  I could have fallen into the river too 

trying to save my brother, and neither of us could 

swim.  We both could have drowned never to be 

seen again.  My Dad would have had a heart attack 

knowing his firstborn son and only daughter got 

washed away down the river.   
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At that moment, neither Luther nor I were 

considering the amazing reality of the saving mir-

acle.  We were simply scared to death that our par-

ents might find out about how we snuck away from 

the house without telling a soul.    

My brother and I walked home, and our wet 

clothes fully dried on the way.   No one ever knew 

we had even been wet.   We kept quiet, not wanting 

anyone to get suspicious about our whereabouts 

that day.  If you snuck off as a child to a place you 

never had permission to go, and then a nightmare 

situation occurred, would you so quickly confess to 

your parents what really happened?  Not only that, 

but would your parents then believe you if you told 

them that an angel had saved your life from certain 

death?   

My parents never knew that a miracle had 

saved their children that day.  Even when we got 

older, this incredible miracle of angelic intervention 

was never brought up, until the year 2018.   That’s 

how special you my audience – are to me!  
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Sealed with an Eagle #1 – the Symbol of Angels 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
What you are looking at here is the most strikingly clear 
image of an eagle found upon my entire body.  It is the 
darkest of them all and has the exact proportions of a 
winged creature resembling an eagle more than any other 
type of avian.  It is found on the front upper thigh of my 
right leg.  This is the only image my parents reacted with 
wonder and curiosity upon seeing it after my birth.  My 
mother saw it as a spider…do you see a spider or an eagle?   
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Chapter 2 

My Angel Under the Tree 
 

“they (angels) will lift you up in their hands..." 
Psalms 91:12a 

 
 

My Dad had passed away the year before, and 

I struggled with sorrow for his loss for a long time, 

even to this day.   In addition to that grief, I was no 

longer living with my mother.  Due to a number of 

unforeseen circumstances, both my brother and I 

were now living with my Dad’s sister Aunt Pluche 

(pronounced Ploo’-chee) in a busy coal mining town 

called Algoma Bottom in West Virginia.  During the 

week, my aunt had to leave for work to a nearby 

town called Bluefield which was some forty-five 

miles away. 

  It was a beautiful summer day, and school 

was out once again. Aunt Pluche was adamant 
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about me and Luther finishing our morning chores 

before we went out to play for the day.  One of my 

favorite chores was picking all the ripe vegees out at 

her garden.  She made me get a basket and pick the 

ripe vegetables only after I first made up my bed.  

My aunt had a green thumb – with the rain and rich 

black soil of West Virginia she grew everything.   

Her black and white tomcat (named “Tom”) 

followed me out to the garden that morning chasing 

bees and butterflies.  Tom preferred being with me 

during the day, as opposed to my brother who was 

not a fan of cats.  My brother came up with so many 

ways to torture that poor cat.  Tom learned quick 

and steered clear of Luther twenty-four hours a day.   

I loved getting up early and taking my basket 

out to the garden before anyone else, and Tom was 

also an early riser, so he made good morning com-

panion when I spent time doing my chores.  I really 

enjoyed living with my aunt because of her amazing 

garden which included her amazing fruit trees.  

How could I ever forget those juicy peaches 

and plum trees along with sweet grapes from both 
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green and purple grape vines.  She said we could eat 

all the green grapes we wanted.  She would let us 

eat all we wanted and I couldn’t help but fill myself 

up.  My belly stayed full most of the day until time 

for dinner.  Her garden also had big bright red to-

matoes, succulent strawberries, and a variety of 

snap beans, but I didn't fill up on those.  Those 

would be picked for Aunt Pluche to cook later for 

dinner.  

What else I loved about living with Aunt 

Pluche was all the great climbing trees on her pro-

perty.  I guess I was at that age when youngsters 

want to escape and get lost in their daydreams.  

What better place to hide than high up in a tree 

where no one could see you.  That is what I would 

do if my brother was stalking me, or if I wanted to 

escape and allow myself to rest while my belly was 

digesting all that delicious hand-picked fruit.  What 

child doesn’t like to climb trees anyway.   

My Aunt had an old tall hardwood tree that 

was perfect for climbing.   I don’t know what kind 

of tree it was, but it was the biggest tree in the yard 
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with a trunk the size of a linebacker's chest.  It was  

also unique because it had lower branches that 

grew out the trunk – a perfect design for the youth-

ful tree climber.  In addition, these lower branches 

had a stair-step design winding upwards that 

allowed quick access to heights unimaginable for a 

bouncing young girl like myself.   
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Once I got myself onto my favorite branch, I 

settled into a comfortable position.  Looking down, 

I couldn’t believe how high I was, but I felt right at 

home.  As I slowly leaned back and rested my head 

against the tree, I thought about how free I felt 

covered in the vast canopy of leaves shading my 

body.  This is where the birds live and have their 

children.  It was like being in another world with a 

view that few people ever see.   In other words, I 

was having fun. 

Staring through the leaves that surrounded 

me, I beheld the beautiful blue summer sky with its 

growing cumulous clouds that drifted by in a most 

mesmerizing fashion.  I began to daydream about 

being a bird with outstretched wings which could 

reach the clouds.  What child didn’t want to be a 

bird for a day.  If I was a bird, I could sit upon those 

clouds, I thought to myself.   So I shut my eyes and 

allowed myself to daydream. To fly has always been 

the dream of mankind, and before I realized it, I had 

drifted off into a deep sleep.   

I wasn’t ascending into the sky like a bird.  I 
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must dozed off and achieved REM-sleep stage 

rather quickly to shift and lose my balance.  Sud-

denly, the law of gravity must have pulled my body 

downward with full force.  My limp body was des-

cending with increasing velocity to meet the hard 

turf below that was patiently waiting for my arrival.  

In the twinkling of an eye, I was fully ground-

ed, but strange, I never felt a thing.  I don’t even re-

member falling out of the tree.  It was like I woke 

up on the ground, but my body was numb.  Why 

didn’t I feel the impact?  How can a little grass and 

lots of ground cushion a fall from fifteen feet up?   

My Aunt had been in the kitchen watching 

me from the window.  She dashed out the back door 

and was by my side within no time.   

“Sister, I told you to stay out of that tree!”  

Aunt Pluche cried out, “Claud (her husband and my 

uncle), you have June and John (my second cousins) 

cut down that &#@* tree!  That will keep her out of 

it.  She could have killed herself falling on her head.  

Your daddy Archie would be turning over in his 

grave.”   
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After expressing her panic, Aunt Pluche help- 

ed me up and slowly led me to the house.  After 

looking me over for any obvious injuries, she dusted 

me off.  She set me in a chair in the kitchen and 

continued to chastise me.  After a short time, the 

numbness and shock turned to throbbing pain in 

my right arm just below the elbow.  After falling fif-

teen feet, it’s a wonder I didn’t break all my bones 

or crack my head open like a pecan.  I began to 

wimper as the pain in my arm slowly increased.  My 

aunt then stepped forward to touch my arm, and 

she knew immediately that my arm was broken.   

She motioned to her son Curt - my older cousin, 

“Get the car and start it up!”  Time to see a doctor. 

Everyone loaded into the car: me, my brother 

Luther, Aunt Pluche, Uncle Claude, and my cousin 

Curt.  We quickly drove to the nearest doctor’s 

office which was in Keystone.  When we arrived, 

Curt got out of the car and noticed a sign on the 

door.  My cousin said, “The doctor’s office is closed!”  

The sign also gave notice that he was on duty that 

day in Welch.  So we all climbed back into the car  
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and made our way to Welch about 20 miles away.  

That is where the nearest hospital was located.   

After another twenty-minute drive, we finally 

arrived at the Welch Emergency Room.  My arm at 

the elbow had been swelling during the drive, and I 

was so glad to get there.  It didn’t take long to see a 

doctor.  He was the town doctor and pretty much 

treated everybody in the county.  The doctor saw 

the problem and in no time, I had a cast from the 

elbow to the wrist of my right arm.   

After Aunt Pluche told the doctor about the 

height from which I fell, he commented that if I had 

fallen head first, I could of broke my neck. He was 

very surprised at how minor my injury actually was.   

He looked my body over for any other breaks or 

bruises.  He was sure he would find something 

more.  Yet, there were no bruises or cuts on my face, 

none on my legs, knees, face, or anywhere.  How 

was that possible?   He put my arm in a sling and 

instructed me not to be climbing anymore trees.  I 

guess he was right. 

Things could have been a lot worse. Remem- 
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bering back upon the incident and the height from 

which I fell, I could have died that day.  I should 

have received a full body cast, instead of just a small 

sling and cast for my little right arm.   

I have to say again how thankful I am to my 

angels for “holding me up in their hands” and break-

ing my fall.  There’s no other way to explain it.   
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Sealed with an Eagle #2 – the Symbol of Angels 
  

                
 
What you are looking at here is another incredible image of 
an eagle located right in the middle of the back of my right 
hand.  It is clearly a bird with a large wingspan.  It has the  
protruding head looking left with a proportional tail which is 
unmistakable.  It almost looks like a perfect eagle tattoo. 
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Chapter 3 

My Angel on the Road 
 

“He will cover you with His feathers…" 
Psalms 91:4 

 
 

I was fourteen years old, and I had in my posses-

sion my ticket to freedom!  It was late.  The night 

was still and the little critters were playing their 

violins in perfect harmony.  At one o’clock in the 

morning, they were the only entertainment to be 

found in all of Algoma Bottom, West Virginia.  I 

couldn’t sleep because I had a wild idea that could 

only be achieved in the dead of night. I said to 

myself, "Yes, tonight will be the night.”   

Two weeks before, my cousin Curt’s wife 

Bonnie had taken me down to the West Virginia 

Department of Motor Vehicles, where I took both 
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my written and driving test in Bonnie’s car.  Aunt 

Pluche was unaware that I had snuck off, but for 

me, it was worth it.  What every teenager looks 

forward to is gaining their driver's permit!   Now I 

had one, even before my older brother Luther.  I got 

this crazy urge to do something with it.   

Aunt Pluche was sound asleep, and I knew 

she wouldn’t be waking up anytime soon.  I felt 

comfortable with my ability to sneak out without 

anyone hearing me.  Her wooden floors didn’t 

squeak when you walked on them.  This was my 

first time to attempt such a daring midnight adven-

ture.   This would be my first real experience as a 

grown up, cause all grownups can drive, and now I 

can drive too. 

Her car keys hung on the wall by the back 

door.  I slowly lifted them from the hook and then 

slowly opened the back door making sure all was 

quiet.  After carefully closing the door behind me, I 

headed for the shed.  Aunt Pluche’s green four door 

sedan sat quietly inside, and I had the keys to free-

dom in hand.   
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The moon was out that night, and I could see 

the large car shed before me.  Before entering, I 

glanced over my back to make sure all was clear. 
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Inside, it was dark, but I wasn't about to flip on the 

light switch.  I felt my way around with what 

moonlight shone through the open door.  I made it 

to the driver’s side and slowly lifted the door han-

dle.  It opened.  I was in.  I started up Aunt Pluche’s 

car, and with my foot on the brake, I put the gear 

shift in reverse.  After slowly backing up success-

fully, I put it into drive.  I glanced back again to 

make sure the coast was clear.  I was on my way.  

My aunt wasn’t a tall woman, and I was also 

about her height, so there was no difficulty for me 

looking over the steering wheel.   Driving down the 

street for the first time in my life, I felt a euphoria I 

had never known before. After losing sight of the 

house, I turned on the car’s headlights.  Even though 

the moon was out, it wasn’t enough to light my 

way.  I never pushed her car over 25 miles per hour, 

but kept it going at a steady pace.   

At fourteen years of age, I was all grown up 

and proud of my new self confidence.  Only the  

angels knew that the confidence I felt would soon 

be shattered with fear.  I was only moments away 



My Guardian Angels 

35 

from a situation that would require a miracle of de- 

liverance, once again.  

After about two miles, I reached a small 

bridge where the road then took a right turn to the 

grocery store which was frequented by local coal 

miners and their families who lived in the area.  

After the bridge, the road lost its width and when I 

made the turn to the right the back right wheel just 

fell off the road.  Being dark, I was shocked to feel 

how hard the car shuddered.  The whole car leaned 

over to the right like I had fallen into a hole.  I sud-

denly heard the following words come out of my 

mouth, “Oh mercy!”   

This heavy car wasn’t going anywhere!   Her 

car didn’t have its four wheels on the ground, so it 

didn’t have the traction it needed to get out of this 

hole.  Any attempt could have made things worse, 

including tipping completely over to the right.  This 

could have caused the car to flip over down the em-

bankment destroying the car and me in it.   I was 

beyond My only thought, Aunt Pluche is surely 

going to kill me, if I don’t kill myself first! Not only 
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did I sneak out of the house in the middle of the  

night, but I “borrowed" her car too.  After tonight, 

she might not even have a car left to drive.   

It was time for my heartfelt sincere prayer of 

deliverance.  My angels had saved me in the past.  

This was my first prayer of desperation up to the 

heavens because of an emergency situation.   

“Oh, mercy, mercy!  If you help me out of this, 

I promise I will never take Aunt Pluche’s car again!” 

I pleaded like never before to any unseen 

supernatural forces which might hear me. Then, 

before I knew it, the back end of the car was being 

raised up miraculously!  About six inches I felt the 

car rise up, and then the whole car just shifted left 

onto the road.  I felt the shift.  The car was slowly 

and softly set back down onto the main road.  It 

really happened.  I couldn’t believe it!  Stunned, I 

remained motionless just in case the car made any 

more unexpected adjustments.  After five minutes 

of absolute quiet stillness, I proceeded to put the 

Aunt Pluche’s car into drive.  I then drove down to 

the company store and made a u-turn. 
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It was time to return the “borrowed” car back 

to where it was taken.  The car drove as expected, 

and I set my eyes on the house looking for any lights 

which shouldn’t be on as a sign that someone was 

awake.  I turned off the car lights as my aunt’s house 

approached.  It was a blessing for me that the house 

remained dark just as I had left it.  In anxious fear, I 

found that I had been holding my breath upon ap-

proaching the house.  I finally took a deep breath 

and was so thankful to be back home.   

I pulled the car back into the shed and shut 

off the engine.  Carefully opening and shutting the 

car door, I tread quietly watching for any activity in 

the house windows.  All clear.  With a sigh of relief, 

the back door opened as expected.  I carefully sur-

veyed my surroundings again.  Time to put the keys 

back on it’s post and get to my room without kick-

ing anything over and waking up my family. Finally 

returning to the safety of my own room, I never felt 

better.  I crawled into bed and tucked myself in.    

Whispered to myself, “Oh, thank you! I am so 

glad that is over.”  With adrenalin still in my sys- 
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tem, it took a while to finally fall asleep.  The next 

day, I had the thought to double check the car and 

rear tire for any exterior body damage from the 

previous night’s adventure into stupidity.  I didn’t 

see any.  Another reason to say ‘Thank You’ to my 

guardian angels!  I never touched her car again. 

My prayer was answered.  An amazing mir-

acle of angelic proportions occurred for me that 

night.  I couldn’t ignore what happened.  The 

trouble I could have gotten myself into.  Yet, just 

like when Luther and I were saved down by the 

riverside, we had no choice.   

There was no one I could share my miracle 

with…. Again!   Who would believe a naughty 

fourteen-year old anyway?  Who would believe that 

heavenly forces had saved my life?… Again!  
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Sealed with an Eagle #3 – the Symbol of Angels 
  

                                
 
What you are looking at here is another amazing image of 
an eagle.  It clearly has the incredible wingspan that covers 
for protection.  It is located above my left hip towards my 
back.  The glare of the lighting off my skin took away some 
of the clarity in the above photo.    
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Chapter 4 

My Angel’s Warning 
 

“…a wise man listens to counsel.”" 
Proverbs 12:15 

 
 

People will travel a thousand miles in order to get to 

their high school’s annual homecoming football 

game.  For my husband and his friends, it was the 

yearly tradition to travel to our hometown of Blue-

field, West Virginia for the annual West Virginia 

State College homecoming game.  It may not have 

been a thousand miles away, but it was far enough. 

It was the biggest thing going for Bluefield, and the 

biggest thing going for my husband and his friends.  

To me their tradition resembled more of a family 

reunion than anything else. 

 I was now twenty years of age and married to 
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my first husband Tommy - the father of my four 

children.   I was no football fan. Even though I was a 

majorette back in the days of junior high football 

games, that never made me a fan (a shortened ver-

sion of the word ‘fanatic’) of the game.  Tommy and 

his friends were obsessed with this yearly tradition.  

They would pay good money to reserve front row 

stadium seats for the big game.  With their families 

piled into a caravan of cars, everyone then traveled 

from Columbus, Ohio to Bluefield, West Virginia on 

Interstate Highway 77 South.  Normally, I had no 

choice about whether I was going to the game or 

not, but that year was different.  It was 1965… the 

year my angels intervened and saved my life - again! 

 That year, my firstborn son Tommy Jr. was 

only two years of age, and I was pregnant with my 

second child who would be named Sherrie.  My 

husband was excited to be packing up the family 

for the annual getaway.  His best friend Lonnie, 

whom he grew up with in Bluefield, was working a 

double shift at the car factory in Columbus so he 

could get off early, get some sleep and then enjoy 
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the trip.  Lonnie’s cousins would also make the trip.  

They, likewise, were working the same job at the 

parts factory as well as the same double shift all 

week long.  This way they could all get the follow-

ing week off for the homecoming trip.  For many, it 

was their vacation week.   

Once everyone got off work early that Friday, 

the plan was to get some sleep and wake up around 

4:30am Saturday morning.  Then, Lonnie and com-

pany would arrive at our house to pick us up before 

sunrise.  Everyone got off work as planned, and no 

one was expecting any last-minute schedule 

changes.  However, something must have snapped 

in Lonnie’s brain.  It appeared that Lonnie’s lack of 

sleep due to the double-shift all week long had 

caused a massive case of last-minute bad judgment 

on his part.   

My husband Tommy and I were sitting in the 

living room of our two bedroom house when we 

heard the phone ring…RING RING…RING.   I was 

closest so I answered the phone.  It was Betty – 

Lonnie’s wife.    
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The first thing I heard her say was, “Novella, 

are you and Tommy already packed to go?” 

Bewildered, I said, “We are halfway packed.” 

Betty then instructed, “Well, Lonnie will be 

over there by 5:30 to pick you up.” 

I said, “WHAT?”  I said, “What happened to 

4:30 am in the morning when we are all supposed to 

leave at the same time?”   

“Well, Lonnie wants to leave now.”  I heard 

her say.  I was in shock.  Suddenly, my angels got 

my attention.  I got this sickening feeling - this knot 

deep down in my stomach.  Not only that, but my 

unborn baby Sherrie started kicking within my 

belly like she was in a full-blown panic.  I couldn’t 

believe what I was hearing and feeling at the same 

time.  This incredible feeling engulfed my body and 

I just couldn’t shake it. 

I replied, “But Lonnie just got off of work! 

What is he doing now?”  

She said, “Oh Lonnie and his cousin are hav-

ing a beer.” Then, at that very moment, I heard in 

the background Lonnie’s voice asking his cousin to  
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fetch him another beer from the refrigerator. 

I said, “What!?”  

“They are just having a beer, but he wants to 

leave now so he get a head start, and be the first one 

there.” Betty replied.  

I said nervously, “This doesn’t feel right. He 

just got off of work and hasn’t slept, and now he’s 

having a beer?  I don’t know about this…I will have 

to call you back Betty.”   

So I hung up the phone in total disbelief with 

what I had just heard.  I had never had this knotted 

feeling within my stomach before, and my unborn 

baby must have felt the same thing within me.  I felt 

like DEATH was knocking at our door.   To save our 

lives, I had to speak up NOW… I was getting scared. 

“Tommy, did you know that Lonnie wants to 

leave NOW, and he just got off from work?” 

 “Well…what’s wrong with that?” Tommy 

said.  

“But do I have to remind you?…Lonnie’s been 

working the double shift all week Tommy, and he 

hasn’t had any sleep?  Now he’s drinking beer and  
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wants to pick us up NOW…Well, I ain’t going!”  

“Why?… Lonnie has drinked beer before.” My 

unconcerned husband replied. 

I yelled back, “We have never driven with 

Lonnie after he’s been drinking and had no sleep!” 

“I’m sure it will be alright. You’re just upset.” 

Tommy said calmly. 

“No, It’s not right…Lonnie hasn’t had any 

sleep Tommy.  He can’t be driving us down the 

road.  He could fall asleep and kill us all!”   

Tommy’s eyes got big, and said angrily, 

“You’re just paranoid”. 

I said, “I’m not going and you aren’t going 

either!  You aren’t taking my baby with you while 

that man is driving.”  I told him, “I’m not going! I’m 

calling Betty back and telling her WE ARE NOT 

GOING!” 

In disgust, Tommy rolled his eyes.  He knew I 

wasn’t going to budge off my decision.  He was 

really upset, but I refused to go unless Tommy 

would simply talk to his friend and convince him to 

return back to the original schedule. It was a simple 
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thing. 

I picked up the phone and called Betty back. 

She answered the phone.  I told her straight 

up, “We aren’t going Betty” 

“Why?  But Tommy made a promise to split 

the cost of gas!” Betty said. 

 “That’s too bad!  Lonnie hasn’t had any sleep, 

and now he’s drinking beer!  We just aren’t going!”  

I said.  I also knew Lonnie never drank just one 

beer.  He wasn’t that kind of guy.   Betty his wife, 

wasn’t a drinker at all.  Whenever we’ve been out 

with Lonnie and Betty before, she did all the driving 

after Lonnie had his beers.  Lonnie was always in 

the passenger seat and Betty did all the driving.  

Lonnie was a big guy, at least 6 foot 2 inches or so, 

and I never saw him drink less than one beer.  He 

reminded me of a football player. 

 Betty was very angry with what I said about 

not keeping my part of the bargain, so I motioned 

for Tommy to get on the phone, “Tommy, you need 

to come over here and tell Betty to talk to her hus-

band about not getting any sleep.”   
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Tommy didn’t make any motion towards the 

phone, but said, “You know we are supposed to 

help pay for the gas.”   

I snapped, “If you won’t talk to Betty then at 

least talk to Lonnie about this!”  Tommy wouldn’t 

budge, but instead gave me an angry look like I was 

ruining his homecoming trip. 

I said to Betty, “Well Tommy won’t talk any 

sense into Lonnie, and you, as his wife, can’t you 

talk some sense into him?  Well, I am not going any-

where with Lonnie after he’s been drinking!  As I 

said before, we’re not going… bye Betty.” and then I 

placed the phone back on the ringer. 

I turned around.  “Tommy, you could have 

said something to Lonnie.  He always listens to 

you.”   

Tommy wouldn’t say one more word about it.  

He knew how upset I felt about the whole situation 

because of how loud I got with Betty on the phone.   

The rest of the night, Tommy just looked at me like 

I was a crazy person.   

Betty said that Lonnie was adamant about 
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getting on the road a day early, and I thought to my-

self, Oh yeah, the zombie who’s had no sleep!    

Lonnie was making no sense at all, and Betty knew 

better.  This whole situation was out of order and a 

definite NO GO!  Why wasn’t she trying to stop 

him?  Why wouldn’t anyone just try to convince 

Lonnie to simply stick to the original plan?  That 

plan included Lonnie's wife Betty traveling there in 

a separate car with everyone’s luggage the following 

morning.  She would be the second car of the cara-

van and Lonnie's cousins would be in the third car.  

Since Lonnie's last-minute decision, and my refusal 

to go, Lonnie’s cousins would now fill the seats that 

my family of three had vacated.   

OK…let me get this straight.  According to 

Lonnie’s new plan, he and his cousins were not go-

ing to get any sleep, just so they could save some 

time by getting a head start to West Virginia?  I 

remember that Betty told me, "The cousins will go 

and take turns driving.”  I couldn’t help but think 

again the obvious – NONE OF THEM HAVE HAD ANY 

SLEEP! 
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I didn’t feel comfortable with the situation at 

all. I felt deep down that something bad was going 

to occur ....But why?  The original plan allowed 

plenty of time for everyone to get there before the 

game started.   
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After learning about the double shift, I kept 

wondering why Johnnie wasn’t going to try and 

sleep before attempting such a long arduous trip on 

the winding highway through the mountains of 

West Virginia, including the WV Turnpike Memo-

rial Tunnel (I-77).  It was a drive which required the 

utmost attention from anyone who made it, espe-

cially when driven at night.  That highway has a 

dark history and has been notorious for taking lives. 

Betty thought she could reassure me by say-

ing that Lonnie had made the trip many times be-

fore, and that I had nothing to worry about.  From 

what I knew, Lonnie never made the trip alone 

without Betty, and I know she always did most of 

the driving.   

I didn’t care what she said.  The point re-

mained…If Lonnie wasn’t going to get any rest, I 

certainly wasn’t going to put me and my two babies 

at risk.  To try and remedy the situation, I made the 

attempt at asking Betty if we could ride with her 

the following morning since she was by herself and 

I knew she would have the room in her car for my 
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family.  She made every excuse in the book to pre-

vent us from hitching a ride, like no room in the car 

because of all the things Lonnie had told her to 

bring.   Hitching a ride with Betty was no longer an 

option.   I just couldn’t understand what was really 

happening.  None of it made any sense.   

I couldn’t shake the nervous tension in my 

stomach.  This feeling was different than the kicks 

of an unborn child in the womb, and it wasn’t indi-

gestion.   It was like a string of bad decisions which 

was going to lead to extreme danger and possibly 

death to a lot of people.  Why?  It's like all precau-

tion was thrown to the wind.  Was this my intui-

tion?  Was this simply my common sense?  If my 

guardian angels were trying to get my attention to 

prevent me from consenting to this hazardous sit-

uation, then this was it.    

It happened between 3 and 4 am.  The phone 

rang in the middle of the night.  I said to myself, “Oh 

no…Lonnie must have fallen asleep”.   At that mo-

ment, even before I heard the news from Tommy’s 

lips, that sickening feeling deep within finally and 
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totally left my body.  

Tommy picked up phone.  The phone was on  

his side of the bed.  It was Betty.  She was in shock 

and quite upset as her voice quivered.  She asked my 

husband, “How did Vella know that they were 

going to fall asleep?”  Tommy told me what she said.   

They crashed in the middle of the night and 

they had almost made it to Bluefield.  They had al-

ready passed through the West Virginia Turnpike 

Memorial Tunnel.  There was a rest area before and 

after the turnpike, which they may or may not have 

taken advantage of.  After clearing the tunnel, the 

smashed Suburban and the bodies of all eight pas-

sengers were found on Interstate Highway 77 

South.   

From the crash site, it was obvious the driver 

had fallen asleep.  The speeding care had drifted too 

far to the right off the edge of the highway hitting 

head on a rocky cliff bank that ran the length of the 

highway.  They were going so fast that all those 

who were fast asleep never even knew what occur-

red to them.  After making it through the West 
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Virginia Turnpike Memorial Tunnel, with every-

one asleep and no one to talk to, Lonnie must have 

fallen asleep at the wheel.  The highway patrol said 

he had the pedal to the metal.  Being asleep at 4 am,  

they died not knowing what hit them. 

There were only two survivors.  Lonnie’s two 

year old baby Lonnie Jr. who had only a scratch 

across his forehead and Denny - who was my hus-

band Tommy’s step daddy…both survivors were 

thrown across the street from the car as both were 

the only ones outside the wreckage.  Those remain-

ing inside the car had their seatbelts on, were pro-

bably asleep, and the whiplash from the impact 

snapped their necks.    

Lonnie died in the driver’s seat and some 

other guy who sat up front in the passenger seat 

went through the front windshield.  The second 

row of seats held all four of the deceased cousins 

with snapped necks.   Six died that night and two 

survived …those two had been in the very back seat.  

It was a massive funeral for six people.  It was 

the worst funeral I had ever been to. It required two 
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separate services.   One of the boys who perished 

was very popular at his high school.  He was seven-

teen and it looked like his whole school showed up 

to give their respects to their popular football star.    

People were just falling out and wailing like I had 

never seen or experienced before.  What was also so 

very sad was that Betty never got to tell Lonnie that 

she was pregnant with their second child.  From 

what I heard, she had wanted to surprise him after 

the big game with the good news. 

Denny’s lips were cut off and all the bones in 

his body were broken.  He was already an aged man 

in his sixties. He had to go to therapy and learn how 

to walk and talk all over again.  It took two whole 

years for him to recover.  He only lived a few years 

after the tragedy and then passed away.   

The tragedy destroyed the family tradition, 

and nobody ever went to Bluefield again for any 

homecoming game.  The only time I ever returned to 

West Virginia was a couple years later when my 

Uncle Claud – Aunt Pluche’s husband - was very 

sick.   My Uncle Claud struggled with a fatal dia-
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gnosis over a brain tumor, and died just after giving 

me his final farewell. I was so thankful that I got to 

see my uncle before he died.  He held on to life just  

long enough to talk to me. It all happened so 

fast, so we were able to stay and attend his funeral 

in Keystone.   

After that, Betty never would speak to me 

again.  She warned others that they should stay 

away from me as if I was a witch, pointing and say-

ing, “She said they would all fall asleep and die.”  If I 

saw Betty in the street, she would look away and 

ignore my glance.   

The deaths really traumatized my husband 

Tommy as well, for he never talked about it with me 

or Betty ever again.  Yes, Lonnie was his best friend, 

they grew up together from childhood and went to 

school together, but it became apparent that 

Tommy also blamed me for the tragedy.  He never 

thanked me for saving his life, and he never said 

good morning to me ever again.  It didn’t take long 

for us to drift apart and go our own ways.     

Whenever you heard that inner voice speak- 
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ing to you, please pay attention and heed its warn-

ing.  There are heavenly forces which warn and 

guide us here on Earth during our lives, but the 

warnings and signs are too often ignored.  This 

chapter never should have been written.  That tra- 

gedy did NOT have to happen!   

My guardian angels saved me again… 

BECAUSE I LISTENED AND OBEYED !! 

 

 

 

Sealed with Eagle #4 – the Symbol of Angels 
  

          
 
What you are looking at here is the most strikingly clear 
image of an eagle with wings outstretched on both left and 
right sides with correct proportions once again. You can 
almost see it hovering over a nest.  The image of this eagle 
is found on the outside of my right wrist.   
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The West Virginia Turnpike Memorial Tunnel 

 
The completion of the West Virginia Turnpike was a mile-
stone in West Virginia history.  Consisting of two main traffic 
lanes, each 12 feet wide and flanked by a nine foot asphalt 
lane.  Traveling from Charleston to Princeton now took one 
hour and 47 minutes less time. 

In late 1976, work began to upgrade the Turnpike to national 
highway standards with an added 88 miles of roadway.  The 
Memorial Tunnel, a two-lane passageway, stood in the way 
of completing the upgrade.  A decision was made to bypass 
the tunnel.  A 1.72 mile extension would be built to bypass 
the tunnel and the Stanley Bender Bridge which spanned 
Paint Creek.   

In 1988, the upgrade was completed.  The Memorial Tunnel, 
once hailed as state of the art, was then closed for good. 
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Chapter 5 

An OBE with Angels 
 

I knew a man in Messiah above fourteen years ago,  
(whether in the body, I cannot tell; or whether 

out of the body, I cannot tell: Yahweh knoweth;) 
such an one caught up to the third heaven…. 

2 Corinthians 12:2-3 

 
 
 
 

It was summertime again and my children were out 

of school.  I returned to my home state of Virginia to 

visit family.   I took the children with me for the 

summer.  When I took a full-time job at the local 

cotton mill, Mom was good enough to take care of 

her two grandbabies for me.  The Scoffield Dan 

River Cotton Mill was a busy place back in those 

days, and it also paid well.  So, I decided to stay in 

Danville even after the summer was over.  
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Twenty-four hours a day, the cotton mill was 

a humming industrial powerhouse right there on 

the Dan River.  There were three shifts around the 

clock, and I had agreed to work the first shift for a 

friend who had to be home to care for her sick 

children.  I normally worked the second shift from 3 

to 11pm, but I was always glad to get the extra pay.    

With the extra hours, it was going to be a long 

double-shift day in the spooling department.   How-

ever, that wasn’t going to be the case . . . this day.  

  This cotton mill made sheets, denim cloth, 

towels, etc there, but I worked in the spinning de-

partment for the spooling of the raw cotton before 

going to the manufacturing departments.  Cotton 

was a strange thing.   For cotton to spin efficiently 

and smoothly onto the spool, the temperature had 

to be in a range of between 70 and 75 degrees fah-

renheit.  It was quite a temperature sensitive thing. 

In that first shift, the supervisors were waiting for 

the day’s temps to rise to the required seventy 
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degrees.  If it didn’t climb to that number, they 

would have to shut down my department for the 

day.  Since it wasn’t likely to happen, they let every-

one in my department go home early by noon that 

day.   

So I took the bus home.  They had about 

twenty buses to take home the employees.  I stayed 

near Farmer’s Market.  I always took bus #8.  I 

could have walked home, but I never did.  Finally, I 

was dropped off at my house. I sat down and kicked 

my shoes off.  Then I laid back on the bed with both 

my arms over my head.  After looking up at the ceil-

ing for a minute, the next thing I knew the ceiling 

appeared to open up.  I didn’t know what was 

happening.  Was it a vision? Was I hallucinating?  

But there appeared a hole through the ceiling.  It 

was fairly wide and I could see outside.  I could see 

the blue sky.   Within a few seconds, I was ascend- 

ing up through the hole.  Within a few more sec-  

onds, I was now high up above my house.   
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   After steadily ascending upwards, I was now 

above the cloud line.   Now I could see the curvature 

of the Earth…Wow!  What a great view the birds 

have of the world, I thought.  Even the farmland and 

countryside below me looked like an amazing 

nature-made patchwork or quilt.  I looked down 

through a hole in the clouds now below me, and I 

could still see my house with my sleeping shell-of-a 

body still lying on the bed.   If anyone could see me 

at this height above the Earth, they would certainly 

have to own a great pair of binoculars.  I really 

thought I was going to fall.  Then I heard a voice… 

“You didn’t think we would let you fall?” 

I jolted in surprise to hear a youngster’s voice 

speak to me so high up in altitude.    

I replied, “I don’t know!” 

It was one of six angels I witnessed floating 

up in the atmosphere all around me.  These young- 

sters also appeared to be from a variety of nationali- 

ties, and oddly they were quite playful.  Age wise,  
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they appeared to be quite young, like around ten 

years old of various skin tones and nationalities.  

Maybe my freak flight was entertaining to them.  

They just couldn't stop giggling and laughing.   

They had small wings that didn’t seem large 

enough to carry their body weight as the laws of 

physics would dictate.  I always expected angels to 

have large wings like I had seen in paintings and in 

the movies.  Gravity had no affect on them in the 

slightest.  It was a very strange and shocking sight 

to see.   

When my consciousness began to register 

fear due to realizing the impossibility of my high 

altitude flight, a couple of these angelic beings then 

grabbed onto my wrists - one on each side of me.  

They held my wrists to calm my fright, and yes, it 

helped to calm me very much.  I believe that angels 

are assigned to assist humans when they are con-

fronted with dangerous or life-threatening situa- 

tions.  But I still couldn’t believe what was occur-  
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ing to me.    

I didn’t even know if I was in any danger.  If I 

was in danger, were they assisting me as they had 

saved me in the past?  Why did I shoot through the 

roof of my home?  Why was I dancing on the clouds 

with the angels?  Was I dead?  Were they transport-

ing me to heaven?  I really didn’t know.    

They held my wrists and then they let go.  I 

instantly began to scream again, and one spoke 

again saying, “You have a wing!”    

“How am I going to fly with one wing?”  From 

what I could tell it wasn’t even sticking out.  I 

couldn’t even see it.  

I said, “This wing doesn’t work!  Hey, I’m 

supposed to have two wings like you!”   

I never even knew I had a wing.  Was I born 

with it?   If the angels of heaven could see my wing, 

then I thought I shouldn’t argue about it.   

Laughing, the young angel said I had a right 

wing but not a left wing.   
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“You have to earn the other wing,” he said.    

Right after they told me I had to earn my other 

wing, I began to fall.  After a couple seconds of fal-

ling back to Earth, they finally grabbed my wrist 

again..   

In panic, I blurted out, “This wing isn’t work-

ing! I can't fly with just one wing!” 

“Sure you can!  You have to practice.” he re-

plied.  To my frustration, they began laughing at me 

again.  I thought to myself again, “How can I fly 

with just one wing?”  After repeating this over and 

over, I must have lost time and found myself laying 

back on my bed once again.  Did the angels deliver 

me back home after putting me to sleep?  What just 

happened?   

I was fully awake to my knowledge.  I looked 

around, then I looked up.  This time there was no 

hole in my ceiling as before.  Had I been dreaming?  I 

knew something happened.  It was just all too real. 

I got up and climbed up on the bed to stand. I 
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wanted to reach the ceiling and see if it would open 

upon my touch.  If not that, then I would accept just 

about anything.  However, I couldn’t reach the 

ceiling by just standing on my bed.  I was just too 

short.  So I got the idea to grab a construction 

ladder which my landlord had left out on my back 

porch.  I carried it through the house to my room, 

then set it up just at the foot of my bed and climbed 

up about five rungs until I could finally touch my 

ceiling.   

It was solid.  I knocked on it with my knuck-

les, and it was solid as a rock.   Looking above me at 

different angles of light, I saw no evidence of seams 

or secret doors.   Would a paranormal portal leave a 

seam in my ceiling anyway?  How would I know.  

How could a hole just open up through such a solid 

surface, unless it was paranormal?  I was quite per-

plexed at the whole matter.  When something like 

that happens for the first time, you don’t know 

what to think.  I tried going back to bed but could-
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n’t sleep. I had too many thoughts swirling in my 

head.  Now I also had so many unanswered ques-

tions. 

I didn’t earn my left wing until 2010.  This 

revelation came to me during the day with a voice 

out of nowhere. It told me, “You have just earned 

your other wing”…. the left wing.  In shock, I said, 

“Oh. . . Ok.”   I thought to myself, ‘What had I done 

to earn it?’  They didn’t tell me.  I didn’t hear any-

thing else.  That was it.   

Again, I had unanswered questions.   There 

was something attached to my upper back, so I 

tried to feel my shoulder blade.  There was a knot 

and ever since that day, I’ve always had a slight pain 

on each should blade.   

Once they gave me the left wing, it expanded 

across the room.    I can always feel that they are 

there.  If I worked it, it wasn’t hard to open it up.  I 

can feel when they rise up on their own…but they 

are big…really big!  Once I expanded them across a 
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twenty-foot span, it was just as simple to fold them 

back into place.    

People may not be able to see them, but I 

know they are there.   I can feel my wings to this 

day.  Maybe you have to believe, like people who 

believe in ghosts is because they have the ability to 

see them.  If you have a special spiritual gift to see 

and believe in angels and the supernatural like I do, 

maybe someday you will experience the freedom to 

share your encounters with me.   
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Chapter 6 

My Angel at the Bar 
 

“…some have entertained angels unawares..” 
Hebrews 13:2b 

 
 
 
 

It was 1975. I was going to school as a nurse’s aid 

and working a part time job as well.  After work 

late one Friday night, I decided to visit a bar to get a 

drink before heading home for the night.  In the city 

of Columbus, Ohio, they aren’t difficult to find.  As I 

remember it, there seemed to be a bar on every 

street corner, just as there was a church on every 

street corner.   How do I know?  Because I think I 

had visited every bar in Columbus during my years 

there.  This night was strange because I saw a bar I 

had never seen before.  I wasn’t necessarily thirsty 
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for alcohol in order to relax after a long hard day, 

but this time I was mainly curious…curious to see 

what I would discover in this new place.  

It was about one o'clock in the morning, and I 

was now off for the entire weekend.  My children's 

babysitter Robin Jones was still on duty, so I took 

advantage of my late night liberty.    I felt like bar-

hopping that night, but I wasn’t near any of the bars 

I usually frequented.  I parked at the first bar I saw 

then made my way in through the front door which 

was located beneath a bright red neon sign.  I had 

an odd sense of anticipation, but for what, I could 

not tell. 

Upon entering this bar by myself, I quickly 

noticed a normal sized crowd of guys and girls 

scattered about the tables chatting and laughing 

loudly enough to get your attention.  I expected to 

enter a room filled with cigarette smoke, which was 

normal for all the bars back in those days, but oddly 

enough, that was not the case this night.  Near the 

front door was an open table to the right, so I asked 

a young couple nearby if the table was taken.  They 



My Guardian Angels 

71 

said no, so I sat down and then looked out over the 

entire bar.  There was no indication that anyone 

else had noticed my entrance.  After a minute or so, 

a young waitress with long brown hair came my 

way to take my order.   

“Good evening.  What will you be drinking 

tonight?” she asked politely. 

“I’ll take a beer, a J&B with ice, and a Coca-

Cola on the side, and a double-shot glass.” I replied. 

The waitress returned to the bar and filled 

my order in no time.  I proceeded to mix my drinks 

in a combination which I had perfected over the 

years, when I noticed a very handsome white man in 

his late twenties leaning against the bar in front of 

me at about twenty-five feet away.   He had large 

glowing eyes like shiny marbles and perfect facial 

features and skin with no appearance of blemishes, 

which seemed very odd to me.  He had jet black hair 

in a short stylish cut, and his teeth were pearly 

white and perfectly aligned, which again, seemed 

very odd to me, even from that distance.  He was 

picture perfect – like a male model out of a maga-
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zine. What was even more odd was that he wore an 

expensive dark blue tailored suit over a blindingly 

white dress shirt, which was quite out of place for a 

bar at this time of night.   

I was minding my own business when, to my 

surprise, he pushed off from the bar and slowly ap-

proached my table.  I was mesmerized by his eyes 

and his whole appearance, and I couldn’t look away 

from him even if I tried.  As he got closer, I smelled 

the scent of lilac.  How strange is that, I thought.  

Who is this man?  What is this man?  No one in the 

bar seemed to notice him but me.   

 In a nice soft but masculine tone of voice, this 

perfect man said to me, “Why are you in here?” 

“I’m having a drink, would you like some?” I 

replied with the hope that he would take up my 

offer.  What woman wouldn’t mind such a good 

looking man sitting at their table, I thought. 

“No, I don’t drink” He said sternly, but which 

again was so odd.  Why would someone who does-

n’t drink be in a bar at 1 o’clock in the morning? 

I asked, “Why are you here?” 
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He replied, “I am on a mission.”  

I said with a grin, “Oooooooo Kaaaayyyyyy.” 

Then he advised me, “You should go home.” 

“Why?” I answered with curiosity. 

He answered, “Cause this bar isn’t what you 

think it is. This bar is dangerous, and you don’t 

need to be here.  You are pregnant and have your 

other children at home, and you don’t want to get 

hurt or killed in this bar and your children be left to 

themselves.” 

 I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  How 

did this stranger know I had children?  Yes, I did 

have two at home, and one more on the way, but I 

didn’t know I was pregnant at the time yet.  I didn’t 

believe him when he said it.  He was saying things I 

didn’t even know.  I didn’t feel pregnant, I didn't 

feel sick, nor did I look pregnant.  There was none 

of the usual signs of early pregnancy that I had ex-

perienced in the past.  I was on birth control, so 

how did I get pregnant?   Because of what this 

stranger said, I soon after called for a doctor’s 

appointment.  My family doctor Dr. Thomas, after 
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taking a test, revealed that I was almost two 

months pregnant.   

“You don't need that drink” he instructed.  

“You don’t need to finish these drinks. I’m going to 

walk you to your car.  You go straight home to your 

children and never come back to this bar. You don’t 

need to be here.  Stop going to the bars.  Going to 

the bars is just asking for trouble."  He added, “and 

yes, you could lose your life.”   

I wasn’t scared of him. I realized what he said 

was true.  I better stop all this nonsense.  I’m not 

going to live long if I keep up this mess.   

Then I got up from my table and followed 

this tall handsome young stranger who proceeded 

to walk me to my car.   At the time, I thought, Oh 

boy, I had a feeling that this was my angel, because 

of his clothes which didn’t match the scene, he was-

n’t there to drink, and no one seemed to notice his 

presence except for me.   He didn’t look like an ordi-

nary man.  I’ve never seen such a clean perfect indi-

vidual in a bar or outside a bar.  

As we walked out to my car, I could hear  
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everything he said in a low-type whisper.   And then 

locked the doors as he said.  When I raised up to 

thank him, because I thought he was still by the 

door…he was gone!  It took about a minute to get to 

my car because it was parked on the far side of the 

lot.  I could see the bar from my car.  I didn’t see him 

walk back into the bar.  There was plenty of light 

posts in the parking lot, and it just took a few se-

conds to start my car.  When I locked the doors, 

then looked to the left where he had been, now he 

wasn’t there at all.  He couldn’t have returned to the 

bar that fast.  I didn’t see him anymore.  He just van-

ished,so where did he go?   

    I wondered who that man was?  I said “Naah, 

I know I wasn’t talking to an angel.  He couldn’t 

have been angel.”  I didn’t argue with him, which 

was strange for me because I always looked for a 

good verbal fight while in a bar.  The way he spoke 

was with a calm and relaxed tone.   

When he first approached me in the bar, I  

couldn’t help but notice that he smelled like flowers 

 or, lilac to be more specific.  I heard some years ago 
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that lilac was an aroma which commonly accompa-

nied the presence of angels. Grandma, yes the same 

grandma who sat in her creaky rocking chair telling 

ghost stories, always said that the angels of heaven 

smelled like lilac, and that when you do smell that 

aroma when no one is around, you are smelling the 

presence of an angel.   It’s a sure sign that they are 

from heaven sent to relay a message from the Most 

High Abba Yahweh to give wise advice or a word of 

knowledge.   

For months, I remained puzzled about who I 

had talked with that night.  I’ve never known them 

to be standing right before me in real life.  To my 

knowledge, my guardian angel had never appeared 

to me in the appearance and fashion of a person, but 

as a tree trunk humped over into the river (See 

Chapter 1).  When I was younger, I remember that 

Grandma had told me that angels could shape shift 

when necessary.  There was no shape-shifting that 

night.  He wasn’t aggressive, nor did I feel intimi-

dated by his presence.   

Never did I feel he was a threat to me in any  
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way.  Just the opposite.  I felt very comfortable in 

his presence.  I learned too that this was a common 

feeling among those who experienced the presence 

of angels. 

  When I went to my family doctor, he con-

firmed just what my angel had said.  I really was 

pregnant!  I never returned to that bar again, be-

cause he told me not to.   I stopped going into the 

bars altogether.   

In total amazement, I thought about my 

handsome guardian angel and what he had warned 

me about for a long time.  I’m glad I took heed. 
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Chapter 7 

My Angel Stopped a Bullet 
 

“Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night;  
nor for the arrow that flieth by day; 

Psalms 91:5 
 
 
 

It was 1976, and I was in my early thirties by this 

time and still living in Columbus, Ohio. My children 

were now in high school, and my husband and I 

were having marital troubles.  Tommy and I were 

separated at the time, and there was another man 

that I was seeing now and then.  His name was 

Larry.  He was fine until I found out that he had 

divorced his wife, but he was still seeing her.  I just 

think he didn’t like the idea of my knowing that 

fact.  He was the type of guy that could become very 
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arrogant and controlling, but I never thought he 

was capable of the things he was about to commit.    

I let him know that I didn’t feel comfortable 

with our situation, because I believe that there’s no 

future with a man who is married or acting like he's 

still married to another woman.  I always told him 

that I didn’t want to be messing with someone’s 

husband.  His ego was getting in the way of any 

reasonable judgment.  It seemed that He liked play-

ing both sides of the fence.  To me, that’s not a good 

way to conduct your love life.  If you find out that 

they are ill messing around with someone else, you 

should really step back and make the choice to 

avoid the inevitable confrontations that will arise 

from the situation.  I didn’t want to live with a man 

who had another woman...that's not good, it’s not 

safe! It's not kosher!  Even my friend Ann gave me 

warning at the last minute, but it was too late.  

Then it happened… 

I asked him, “Are you married?” 

“Aww, I aint married to nobody...” he replied. 

Oh boy when I said that, he got so angry.  He would 
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not take NO for an answer.  I had told him weeks 

before about calling it off because of his other mari- 

tal issues.   

 “Well, we’re going to have to talk. I don’t 

want any other girl’s husband. I don’t want a man 

who is chasing other women, nor someone who is 

married to someone else.  I’ve made my decision. 

We are no longer boyfriend or girlfriend.”  It seemed 

like he didn’t want to take "no" for an answer.   

Then he left the house without a word.  I felt so 

relieved.  I thought he was ok with it until that day 

arrived. 

When he walked in the back door, I could see 

my life pass before me.  He came in the back door 

which was always unlocked because of the children 

going in and out.  In like a split second premonition, 

I saw what was coming even before it happened.  

Here comes Larry…And I'm like, "oh $#*&…He’s 

about to shoot me," I thought to myself.  

It then flashed before me, I was going to be 

shot in the head.   It was a Sunday evening when he 

quietly snuck in the back door.  I was sitting in the 
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living room chair reading the Good Book.   After I 

heard the back door close, I heard his footsteps 

approaching me in the living room.  There was 

nothing I could do.  It happened so fast.  Then 

something caused me to close the Scriptures that I 

had been reading and clutch it up to my chest.  I 

was holding it with both arms across my chest, my 

right hand across the top of the Bible and the left 

hand across the bottom of it.   

Then time seemed to slow down.  When I 

looked up and saw his face, it was him…Bill.  He 

then snarled at me, "Oh, you're getting religious on 

me?!" 

I replied confused, “What?"  

This can't be happening, I was telling myself.  

I clutched the Bible to my chest.  He then raised his 

right arm and aimed a small black pistol directly at 

my chest.   

Then, without hesitation, POW!  the shot 

rang out.  He really did it.  He really pulled that trig-

ger.  In a small puff of smoke the .22 caliber bullet 

exited the pistol and entered the Bible that I had 
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clutched to my chest.  With eyes closed, I knew I 

had just died, but I felt my body be pushed back 

into the couch, and then I rebounded forward and 

came to rest.   To my utter surprise, he kept clicking 

the trigger like we wasn’t finished with me.  

Thankfully, he had no more bullets!  He was a 

madman!  He just kept pulling the trigger with no 

more bullets.  This was the same day of the week he 

always went target practicing.  I was the target that 

day.   

Then, my Bible fell to the floor with a loud 

thud.  My guardian angel had clearly intervened on 

my behalf and blocked the bullet’s power.  He may 

have shielded my chest from the danger to come, 

but Larry’s wrath wasn’t over yet. 

Larry shouted that if I said anything, “I will 

kill you!”  He then hit me over the head with the 

barrel of his gun.  I went unconscious and fell like a 

sack of potatoes across the floor.  After that act of 

violence, he must have drug my limp body upstairs 

and tied me up with an extension cord.  He then 

stuck a rag in my mouth.   
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I was knocked out cold.  It was horrible 

thing.  I was out for days.   My mother never came 

in to check on me out of fear of Bill’s threatening 

statements to her.  She was only staying at my 

house because she had come to visit me for the 

summer.  Larry even scared her into complying. He 

almost killed me.  She knew he could kill her too.  

I awoke from unconsciousness after about a 

week, and I noticed that my cords were loosened 

enough to get free.  The extension cord wrapped up 

my hands and feet behind me in a professional job, 

as I lay on my side upon the bed.  I wiggled out of 
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the cord, being fully relaxed …I wasn't dead, but 

alive.  Oh, thanks again to the heavenly forces 

which keep saving my life!   The only reason I didn’t 

suffocate was because the saliva in my mouth had 

kept the rag wet or lubricated.  This way I was able 

to keep breathing.  So, with my tongue, I was able 

to push it out of my mouth. I cried out for help, but 

nobody came.  My mother said she was scared too.   

It was apparent that the blood flow from my 

head injury had dried and matted my long hair to 

the mattress.  The blood was no longer red, but 

dried and brown like some kind of glue.  In order to 

raise my head, which felt glued to the bed, my hair 

had to be torn out.  The blow to my head wasn’t 

hard enough to cause any internal bleeding into my 

brain, which to me was another miracle to give 

thanks for.  My mother helped me wash my hair, 

and you could see the gun’s imprint in my head.  I 

still have the indentation and scar on top right side 

of my skull to this day.  My hair never would grow 

in that spot for the longest time.  It took some time 

for the external bruising on the top of my head to 
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heal though.  After thirty years did my hair finally 

grow again from that spot.   Because of all the blood, 

I had no choice but to throw out the mattress and 

sheets after that.   

   I never saw Larry again.  I'm so thankful that 

I never heard from him or about him ever again.  I 

even moved and changed my phone number behind 

all that.  Ladies, no matter how many times a man 

says he loves you, you can’t believe it.  People have 

their true feelings and problems hidden in the dark-

est closet of their subconscious.  Those women are 

crazy too.  If his wife had wanted him back, then 

that’s where he should have been.  So many people 

have gotten killed behind the emotional drama that 

results from forbidden love triangles. I never want-

ed to be hooked up with anyone like that.  Because, 

I don’t want to die.   

I would have hated to be his wife...I would 

have been dead.  He was so mean.  No wonder she 

wanted a divorce from him.  He lied and said he 

wasn’t married, yet, claiming that I was his.  No, I 

don’t want a man who belongs to another women.  I 
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don’t do that. I will never put myself in that kind of 

situation ever again.  You can’t go around making 

"claims" on anyone.  You can lose your life with that 

kind of life.  That relationship was straight from the 

Devil.   

A sincere Thank You again to my guardian 

angel - who keeps saving my life! 
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Chapter 8 

My Angel Warns Me Again 
 

“Surely He shall deliver you from the snare of the fowler…" 
Psalms 91:3 

 
 

I was now in my mid thirties and still residing in 

Columbus, Ohio.  It was a Thursday and the block 

party had just begun.  It was an annual summer tra-

dition that everyone looked forward to.  Upon 

getting Cookie’s (my half-sister) and her husband 

Frankie’s personal invitation, I made my way over 

to her home on the north side of town to join all the 

fun at her neighborhood block party.   

As required by law, the Columbus police 

were notified ahead of time.  Everyone in the neigh-

borhood really seemed to enjoy themselves every 

year.  There was always a band, the fantastic 
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mouth-watering aromas of outdoor cooking and 

BBQ with lots to drink, not to mention all the new 

neighbors you would meet for the first time.  That’s 

what a block party was in those days.  It was an 

occasion for getting introduced to new friends, new 

neighbors and develop a confidence in your 

neighborhood just in case a thief tried to sneak in 

and have his way.   However, that wasn’t my 

concern, it wasn’t my neighborhood, but I’m sure 

glad my sister lived there.   

Those were the good ole' days when Ameri-

cans were less suspicious and a lot friendlier.  You 

just don’t hear about block parties anymore.  My 

children were older and on their own by this time, 

so they weren’t a factor to worry about.  Only my 

daughter Sherry had arrived for the party with her 

boyfriend.  I arrived that Thursday afternoon and 

planned to party for at least a couple days.  As 

would always happen, the exhaustion of partying 

too much would take over and my body would 

demand sleep.  So as usual, I planned to stay that 

Thursday night over at my sister’s home.  Cookie 
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and Frankie were planning on getting married the 

following summer.  They had been living together 

for at least a year.  My half-sister Cookie brought 

into her relationship with Frankie a seven-year old 

young boy named Steven from a previous relation-

ship, while her and Frankie were rearing their new 

born baby girl Tequila.  She was around one year of 

age and just learned to walk and talk.  Together, 

Frankie and Cookie decided that their Columbus 

home just wasn’t going to be big enough, nor did it 

have the size of yard they wanted for the children.  

So the plan was after they got married, they would 

move into a bigger house.   From what I could tell, 

they seemed to be very much in love and committed 

to each other. 

The block party food was amazing and the 

drinks always took off the edge.  We were all hav-

ing a great time, including Frankie who always en-

joyed his alcohol.  However, this time something 

was different.  Frankie was drinking to excess and 

acting more and more unpredictable…in other 

words, crazy.   This was way out of his character.       
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I wanted to travel to Dayton on Saturday to  

visit relatives there, so after another day of party fun 

and food, I was spending the night with Cookie 

again that Friday night.  I left before dawn early 

Saturday morning and arrived at my house just after 

the sun came up.  I had slept well that previous 

night and got the rest I needed for my planned trip 

to Dayton.  It usually took about one hour and 
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forty-five minutes to get to Dayton, Ohio from Col-

umbus.  It was now into Saturday morning, but I 

wasn’t feeling to well.  Maybe all the partying was 

finally catching up to me.  My stomach was getting 

that jittery feeling…that strange feeling I had felt 

long ago.  I went to the bathroom and decided to 

make some warm bath water to clean myself and 

hopefully help me feel a little better before making 

the trip.  After the relaxing bath, I dried off and let 

the water out of the tub.  I still didn't feel right. 

Then, I got an unexpected phone call.  It was my 

sister Cookie.  

        “Your brother in law is really losing his mind!  

He said he wants to ride to hell.  He wants to get on 

his motorcycle and start at one end of the street and 

get over 100 mph like in a drag race.”  Cookie ex-

plained in a frantic voice.  “His friends even told him 

that “Man, you need some sleep!” Frankie knew his 

girlfriend Cookie would take his motorcycle keys 

especially when he had too much to drink.  So 

Frankie would hide extra keys around the house, 

just in case.  This would be Frankie’s literal down- 
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fall.  

After scolding Frankie, Cookie said, “Talk to 

my sister Novella.”   

Frankie took the phone and blurted out 

noticeably drunk,  “Cookie won’t ride to hell with 

me…Don’t you want to ride to hell with me?” 

“I don’t want to get dressed and come way 

over there to ride to hell!  Are you crazy?  You ride 

there your damn self. You need to lay down and get 

some sleep!”  

 “No!  I’m still partying!”  Frankie insisted. 

Then, abruptly, he hung up on me.   Drinking and 

not getting any sleep…that stuff can make you act 

crazy.  Again, this wasn’t Frankie’s normal self.   I 

wasn’t going back over there, and I certainly wasn’t 

going to argue with an inebriated motorcyclist.   

I kept having this strange feeling, and then 

my angel said to me, “You need to just stay home 

and not even drive to Dayton today.  You can visit 

Bonnie some other day.” After I agreed with my 

angel’s advice, I knew I should let Bonnie know as 

soon as possible, because she was expecting me to 
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show up that Saturday. I picked up my phone and 

called Bonnie.  I didn’t tell her about my angel's 

advice, but instead, I told her that I felt too tired 

from Cookie’s block party to drive over and visit.  

However, I did admit to her that Frankie had been 

drinking too much and was talking crazy about 

“riding to hell.”  

Bonnie said, “Yeah, he must definitely be 

crazy!” 

“Maybe I’ll come over next week, if that’s 

ok?” I asked. 

“OK, that’s fine.  Thank you for calling me.  

I’ll talk to you later.” Bonnie replied. 

After we hung up the phones, I just sat  

around my house and watched the television. I  

guess Cookie finally got Frankie to eat some of the 

barbeque we had made on Friday and got him to lay 

down.  Those were my thoughts.  Those were my 

hopes.  I, being tired, then laid down for a nap. It 

was a beautiful day and the house felt nice and 

comfortable that morning.   

Around 12 noon, the call came.  I picked up 
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the phone.  It was Cookie, again. 

“What has he done now?  I asked. 

Cookie spoke in a rush, “I thought he was go-

ing to sleep, but no, he just had to get on that stupid 

bike again.  When I noticed he was missing, I went 

outside and asked his friends and neighbors, Where 

is Frankie? They said, He went down the street!  I 

could hear that motor of his roaring in the distance, 

even if it had been a mile away.  I guess he just 

wanted to show off, but I stepped out the front 

door just in time to see Frankie speed by the house.  

Novella, he was going as fast as he could. When he 

got to the corner, I saw a car pull out of nowhere 

right in front of him.  He swerved to miss it, skid-

ding on brakes and hitting all four cars on his right 

hand side.   I saw Frankie shoot fifty feet into the air 

and then land on his head!  O’ Novella, I think he’s 

broke every bone in his body.  I heard his bones 

crack even from the distance.  Novella, why in the 

world did Frankie have to say he wanted to RIDE 

TO HELL?!” 

I couldn’t believe what I just heard. I was  
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speechless. She said the ambulance would be there 

soon, and that they were heading to the hospital.  

Because I lived on Main Street which was much 

closer to Grant Hospital than my sister’s location, I 

was able to get there before they did.  So I waited 

only a few minutes in the Emergency Room before 

the ambulance sped in and unloaded a gurney with 

Frankie on it. 

When they brought poor Frankie in, he was 

unconscious due to his massive head injuries.  He 

then slipped into a coma soon after they brought 

him in.  Emergency room personnel took x-rays 

which showed every broken bone.  His skull was 

broken in four places, his jaw, everything broken… 

chest, ribs, pelvis, etc.  To make matters worse, 

Frankie was even hemorrhaging on the inside.  His 

survival looked impossible.  His closest relatives  

were all gathered in the emergency room praying 

and expressing their sorrow.  My sister Cookie was 

in total shock. She kept muttering, “I can’t believe 

it, I can’t believe it...”  No one could really believe it.   

In great sadness, I leaned over to Frankie and 
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peered into his silent expression.  The question 

flooded my mind, and I could no longer help myself. 

I asked Frankie and hoped he would awaken to give 

me an answer, “What have you done?…What were 

you thinking?”  Then I saw a tear roll down Fran-

kie’s cheek, as I heard his life’s final exhale.  I felt his 

sorrow and his regret.  It was the last tear he would 

ever shed.  Frankie passed into eternity that Satur-

day. 

For some unexplainable reason, he had let 

that whiskey get the best of him.  Later on, as I 

thought again about what had transpired that tra-

gic weekend, I couldn’t help but think about how, if 

I had taken Frankie up on his offer for a RIDE TO 

HELL, I would be dead too!  Once again, I have to  

thank my guardian angels for protecting me. 

I know Frankie didn't have his helmet on that 

Saturday morning, but if he hadn’t been drinking to 

excess Frankie could still be alive today.  My step 

sister Cookie would have her husband and her 

children would still have a daddy.   

Sadly, Frankie’s racing days were over. 



My Guardian Angels 

99 

 

 
 

Chapter 9 

My Angel at the Park 
 

“Surely He shall deliver you from the snare of the fowler…" 
Psalms 91:3 

 
 

I was now in my mid thirties and living in the town 

of Dayton, a busy city in western Ohio.  It was a 

good move because after having been shot at by my 

boyfriend  in my own house in Columbus and with 

the recent death of my brother-in-law Frankie, I 

just didn’t feel safe there anymore.  There just 

seemed to be too much drama in Columbus.  So, I 

moved to Dayton to get a fresh new start, and I 

could also be near my cousin Curt and his lovely 

wife Bonnie.   

It was summer.  In those days, I was spending 

a lot more time at their house.  They were always 

very hospitable to me and my children.  I had spent 
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many hours sitting with their young boys while my 

cousin Curt and Bonnie went out on the town to 

spend some quality time together.  Bonnie and I had 

always gotten along great, and I considered her one 

of my best friends, even a sister.   

On a regular basis, my children and I spent 

the weekends with them from Friday through Sun-

day. However my children were not with me this 

weekend.  I had ridden to Bonnie’s house by myself 

on the bus.  This was my weekend.  My children 

were spending the night with Mona’s children who 

they enjoyed playing with.  Mona was Bonnie’s sis-

ter who also lived in Dayton.    

It was late spring and on this particular 

weekend, Bonnie's brother Sonny was arriving in 

Dayton with his wife for a short visit.  Sonny and 

his wife were traveling from my old birth town of 

Chattam, Virginia. They didn’t visit very often due 

to the long ten-hour drive.  Bonnie was excited 

about their visit, and we had been waiting patiently 

all day for their arrival.  They were running late, and 

we were concerned because they hadn’t telephoned 
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or anything.  To everyone’s relief, we finally heard 

the phone ring.  Bonnie answered it, and to her 

relief, everything was reported fine.   

I couldn’t wait around any longer for Sonny 

and his wife.  It was Sunday and the day was wan-

ing into late afternoon, and I needed to get the 

children home too.  I needed to get home.  My home 

was no less than ten minutes away.  Curt’s boys 

couldn't give me a ride as usual because none of 

them were home that day.  However, Kenny’s friend 

Charles had stopped by to see if Kenny was around.  

He was a young man who had just graduated from 

high school in Dayton.    

Being the same age, Charles was a long time 

schoolmate and friend of Kenny.  He was no stran-

ger to me as I had met him almost every weekend 

during the past three years that I had been visiting 

my cousin and his wife in Dayton.  He always 

seemed to be a fine young man, in my estimation. 

“Yes, ma’am Mrs. White.  I will be glad to 

take her home.  I’m going that way.”  Charles re-

sponded quickly to Bonnie’s request.  I had never 
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ridden with Charles before, but no one warned me 

about any possible problems or issues with this 

option.   I lived on the other end of Gettysburg 

Avenue, and it would take about ten minutes to get 

to my apartment.   Bonnie handed Kenny’s friend 

Charles some gas money, and then she gave me a 

quick final hug before I headed out the door. 

Finally, she expressed her gratitude to the young 

man for giving me a lift across town.   

After making it out the front door, Bonnie 

yelled to get my attention.  She reminded me in a 

serious voice, “Novella, give me a call when you get 

home!” Nodding, I waved goodbye to my good 

friend.  The young man and I walked to his gray 

truck which was sitting out on the driveway.   

Upon opening the passenger side door, I was 

shocked to witness how messy it was.  I hesitated 

to get in.  Never would I have guessed Charles to be 

such a junky person. Was I in the twilight zone?  

This was his personal truck, and the last time he 

cleaned it would be anyone’s guess.  After pushing 

aside some of his empty soda cans and other junk, I 
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couldn't help myself.  “Ugh”, was my only expres-

sion.  Nevertheless, I needed to get home, and this 

was my only ride.  So I convinced myself that I 

would be home soon enough, and then I could take 

a good hot shower.  That would surely help me to 

just forget about it all.  However, for the experience 

that was about to unfold upon me, I would need 

more than a hot relaxing shower. 

In my younger days, I didn’t have the spirit of 

fear.  I seemed to be numb to it.  When other people 

would be frantic with fear and trauma, I had no 

problem back then just giving people a piece of my 

mind.  Looking back, it may have been a character 

trait endowed to me from the angels above.  If 

angels can make a donkey speak, as was the case 

with Balaam the Prophet, then why couldn’t angels 

also loosen my tongue and make me boldly speak 

with the sword of truth as well!  Yes, before learn-

ing the benefits of exercising discretion, I would 

usually blurt out exactly how I felt right in people’s 

faces.  The consequences of my verbal outbursts 

were never much of a serious consideration to me.  
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However, this time, I needed the consequences in 

my favor!   Like so many times before, I believe my 

angels had again interceded on my behalf.  This time 

to give me the supernatural courage to face off with 

a horny young sociopath bent on his own twisted 

personal gratification.  

As he turned into Eastwood Metro Park, I 

knew I wasn’t going home anytime soon.  All I 

could think about was my children.  I needed to get 

home.  With the sun going down, the shadows from 

the trees were beginning to darken the whole park.  

I had to think fast.  I certainly didn’t want to be 

walking home that night, if I would even survive the 

night.  Did he have a gun?  Would I ever see my 

children again?  My angel urged me to act fast.  

Since I wasn’t going out open the passenger side 

door or jump out the window, I realized that I 

would have to talk my way out of this precarious 

situation.   

The sun was getting low in the western hori-

zon.  After a few miles, I saw he wasn’t going in the 

direction to my house, so I asked him, “Hey, where 
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are you going?”   

Then, he backhanded me in the mouth and 

shouted, "Just shut up!”   

He had rigged the door lock to where I 

couldn’t get out.  No matter what I did, the lock 

wouldn’t unlock.  He pre-rigged it!  His side opened, 

so I don’t think I was the first woman he had ever 

trapped in his truck before.   

 “This is not the way to my house!  What do 

you think you’re doing?  I want to go home now!” I 

commanded him in my sternest voice.  I didn’t want 

him to think I was scared, but I actually wasn’t.    

“Well, you’re gonna have sex with me!  If you 

know what’s good for you, you will do as I say.”  he 

said. 

This was just some punk kid.  I just couldn’t 

believe what was unfolding.  I wasn’t scared, in fact, 

I was really pissed off now!  All I saw was a box- 

cutter in his truck; nothing any more lethal than 

that.  I just didn’t see any of this coming.  As a said 

before, Charles was a long time school friend of my 

cousin’s boys.  As I mentioned earlier, I had known 
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this punk for years.   

“Yeah right…NO way!” I replied. 

“Then I will just have to kill you.” he sounded 

almost self-confident.  He grabbed the box cutter 

on the dash board and raised up it’s shiny silver 

blade right in front of my face.  I will never forget 

the evil look in his eyes and the strange grin on his 

face.  I scooted back in the seat as far as I could go, 

and I was told by my angel to not raise my hands or 

arms to defend myself.  He started to slash and cut 

my clothes, but never did I reach out my hands to 

defend myself.  I just watched in shock with hands 

in a raised surrender position.  My angel told me to 

be still, even as the madman cut up my clothes.  

Then I heard my angel say to me, “Since I am 

with you, you have no fear at what is happening to 

you.  You will be given common sense to speak the 

truth which will set you free from this madman.” 

Knowing my guardian angel was with me, I 

had the confidence to speak up and say to this box 

cutter lunatic, “O Charles! Let me remind you of 

something… Remember, Bonnie will be expecting 



My Guardian Angels 

107 

my phone call any time now.  If I'm not home soon, 

she may come looking for you. You will be the first 

person Bonnie questions, She is expecting me to call 

her when I get home.” 

His mouth fell wide open and his eyes glazed 

over.  What I had just said was the game changer.  

Completely surprised and outsmarted, the box cut-

ter madman froze in complete shock and began 

staring off in the distance.  The gig was up.  This 

wasn’t going to work, he thought.  He knew I was 

absolutely right.   If he went through with it, there 

was no way he could escape.  There were too many 

witnesses and the intended victim…ME...was not 

being manipulated by his fear tactics!  

“Who do you think they are going to seek out 

and ask questions about my whereabouts?  You 

were the last one to see me.  How do you think you 

can get away with this?”  With those brave words, 

he was shocked into reality as if I had broken him 

out of a crazed trance.  He quickly replied, 

“Get out of my truck now!  I don’t want to see 

you ever again.”   
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The side passenger door on his truck myster- 

iously unlocked, and I was so glad to b freed from 

his various tactics of terror.  With a loud bang, I 

slammed his passenger door shut after exiting the 

left side passenger door, with the intent of getting 

his attention that I had defeated him.  With that he 

looked away full of fear like he’d seen a ghost.  If I 

didn’t know better, it was very possible that he saw 

my protecting angel.  He stepped on the gas.  His 

spinning wheels threw small pebbles all over the 

park’s landscape and peppered a nearby picnic 

table.  I could smell the acrid smoke of the burnt 

rubber he made from spinning out his tires.  Within 

seconds, he was out of sight as he rounded a corner 

of trees.  

Even though I stood there alone in a haze of 

gray smoke, I didn’t feel alone.  I should have been 

shaking nervously and in shock at what had just 

occurred to me, but I wasn’t.   Just like that, it was 

over.  After thanking heaven for my freedom, I be-

gan my trek home…bit this time on foot.  I never 

wanted to see that city park ever again.  My life had 
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been saved.  That’s how I felt, and that’s all that 

mattered to me.  My children still had their mother.   

Powerful forces from heaven were acting on 

my behalf.  I will forever call them My Guardian 

Angels! 
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Chapter 10 

My Angelic Sister 
 

“Do not forget to show hospitality to strangers, 
for by so doing some people have shown hospitality 

to angels without knowing it.” 
Hebrews 13:2 

 
 
 

I was getting up in years and was now living 

in a quiet town in West Texas.  The air there was 

dry and the temps were mild.  In the past few years 

after living in Colorado, Wisconsin, and now Texas, 

my life had taken some strange twists and turns, 

but my faith in the protection provided by my 

guardian angels was just as strong as ever.  Because 

in all my past experiences, when something super-

natural occurred, I simply considered it a natural, 

even, a normal occurrence.  I never had a second 

though about it, until writing this book.    
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I couldn't close out my book without giving 

credit to my blond-haired blue-eyed younger sister.  

I didn’t introduce her to this audience previously 

because I considered not even mentioning the 

supernatural appearance she made before me 

around the year 2000.        

When I was a little girl, my brother Luther 

and I had a younger sister named Friskie.  She was a 

happy young toddler, and there were times when I 

felt that she too had actually seen her own guardian 

angels. At times, she seemed to be conversing with 

them.   Watching her communing with the spiritual 

world renewed my own spiritual strength, and I al-

ways hoped that one day I would have opportunity 

to speak to my supernatural guardians as well.   

There are moments in one’s life that you will 

never forget, and I will never forget the day that my 

younger sister Friskie, who had passed away when 

we were just toddlers, gave me a brief visit late one 

night some forty years later to comfort me at just 

the time I needed it.  Even though I was much older 

now, I was still sleeping at night with the lights on.  
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This was because when I was quite young, around 

the age of four years of age, I had a bad experience 

with being locked in a dark room all by myself.  It 

seemed so dark I couldn’t even see my hands in 

front of my face. It was pitch black!   This form of 

solitary confinement had left me traumatized of the 

dark for the many years that followed.    

Well, it was late in the evening, and I was 

watching The X-Files - one of my all time favorite 

late night shows - on my cable television.   Although 

I enjoyed the mysterious themes presented on The 

X-Files, that night’s episode made me feel especially 

vulnerable.  My lights were on as usual, and that’s 

the way I liked it.  Some people might say that I was 

scared of the dark.  I have already admitted to that, 

but who really knows what lurks in the dark.  I’ve 

seen enough paranormal haunting videos on You-

tube that my fears may very well be justifiable.  But 

who wants to live in fear?  I just know that when I 

had my lights on, I wasn’t afraid.   

Then, all the sudden, out of nowhere, my de- 

ceased younger sister Friskie appeared in the corner  
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between the tv cabinet and the window in the 

corner of my living room!  Within a few seconds, 

Friskie materialized in perfect 3-dimensional form 

right there before me.   As anyone could imagine, I 

was quite surprised, but not frightened.  I thought 

to myself, ‘how did she find me in Texas?’  I don’t know if 

she read my thoughts or not, but she quickly spoke, 

without hesitation, and said, “You don’t have to be 

afraid of the dark anymore.”  

I wondered if what I was seeing was real, or 

maybe I had fallen asleep on the couch and was ex-

periencing a dream.  But I know I was awake.  I 

knew it was her.  My sister appeared with a pink 

and white ribbon in her pretty blonde hair along 

with the same pink a white lace dress.  These were 

the same clothes she was wearing when she was 

prepared for her burial casket, including her glossy 

white shoes.  Her voice was very soft and reas-

suring, and her physical appearance had not aged 

from the moment of her earthly passing.  I still had 

all my senses, and my ears heard her speak the 

words…   
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“You can now sleep with the lights out.”   

After those two short sentences, she faded 

out within a few seconds, and was no more in sight.   

That was it.  No more messages.  After that, oddly, I 

had no more fear of the dark!   

I grew up loving my younger sister very 

much, but her manifestation was quite unexpected, 

yet a very pleasant experience for me.  It was re-

markable that she came with a message for me after 

all these years.  To this day I always wonder just 

how she found me in west Texas some two thou-

sand miles away from where she passed away in 

Virginia.  

Friskie’s passing was quite traumatic for me 

at the time because her spirit departed from her 

body while she laid in my arms on that cold night.  

It was a cold winter night, and my brother and I had 

stayed up late waiting for our parents to return to 

our motel room.  This motel was where we lived at 

the time.  My mom and stepdad didn’t bother to 

hang around much.  They would just leave us three 

children by ourselves with no food or warmth for 
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days.  Most people would describe our neglected 

condition as “abuse”.  We were just children, but 

we had never heard that word before.  Today, under 

such circumstances, social services would be called 

to step in and “save” children from such neglect.  In 

those days, survival was a full-time job for us. 

I just remember how Luther and I worked so 

hard to keep our little sister from crying all the 

time.  She was cold and hungry and so were we.  

That particular evening, Luther and I just guessed 

that mom and were out late once again partying at 

the bar with friends.  My brother and I were really 

worried about Friskie   She had been acting sick for 

the past few days, and the cold temperatures only 

seemed to make matters worse.  Even today, if her 

symptoms were described, I think physicians would 

call her condition as diptheria.    

Laying on a blanket, I was holding Friskie in 

my arms as we laid on the motel room floor right 

next to the pot belly stove which was there to keep 

the room warm.  Something must have been broken, 

because it wasn’t enough to prevent us from shi- 
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vering from the cold that night.  I was worried 

about my young sister because of her raspy cough 

and lack of life.  Her throat was hurting, she could 

barely swallow.  She wouldn’t eat anything, not that 

we even had any food to eat anyway.    

I held her tight and tried my best to keep her 

warm, just praying my mother would come home 

and take care of my precious sister as a parent 

should.  I just felt helpless.  Luther and I were shi-

vering, but I think I was shaking from a nervousness 

because I couldn’t shake the feeling that Frisky 

might not last much longer.  I could almost feel her 

spirit trying to leave her body, and I would just 

squeeze her tighter hoping to keep her spirit trap-

ped inside her body until mom returned. 

After it got late, and just couldn’t stay awake 

any longer.  I must have dozed off.  I finally woke up 

that morning after my mother came through the 

door just after sunrise.  As I woke up, I realized that 

something was terribly wrong.  Oh no!  Frisky was 

lifeless and cold.  My precious sister has passed 

away while I was asleep.  Tears came to my eyes and 
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I cried out “Mommy!” 

My mother must have shifted into shock.  She 

ran over to me and grabbed my sister’s lifeless body 

from my arms.  I didn't want to let go.  I didn't want 

my sister to leave me.  Letting go meant she would 

never come back and that I would never play with 

her again.  I cried and begged my mother to help my 

poor sister.  Frisky was a precious soul and it felt 

like I was losing a bit of my own soul with each tear 

that fell to the floor.   

My mother just hugged Frisky with both 

arms wrapped tightly around her lifeless body, like 

a rag doll.   My mother told me to stop crying, as I 

think my crying made her feel more guilty for hav-

ing left Frisky while she was deathly ill, but I could-

n’t stop.  She just rocked back and forth repeatedly 

back and forth on the bed holding Frisky tighter 

than I have ever seen in my life.   I could tell my 

mother didn't know what to do.  She went into a 

quiet panic.  She knew she should have been with 

us last night, instead of being out on the town.   

Now my brother was crying too.  We all 
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grieved my beloved sister's passing early that morn-

ing.   I know she is in the light and will be waiting 

for me on the other side.   
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Chapter 11 

Closing Sentiments 
 

“Now all has been heard; here is the conclusion of 
the matter: Fear YHWH and keep his Commandments, 

for this is the whole duty of all mankind.” 
Ecclesiastes 12:13 

 
 

Thank you for staying with me til the end.  From 

composing and then reliving the contents of each 

previous chapter, I am just as, if not more, thankful 

today to my heavenly bodyguards than ever.   How 

many of you have taken this reality for granted?  Be 

as honest with yourself as possible. Writing a book 

on this incredible subject now impresses me to just  

encourage each one of you to dedicate a special 

journal or diary just for chronicling all your miracu-
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lous experiences.  Even go back and reconsider all 

the strange stories of your past which you never 

could quite make sense of.   Anything you can re-

member should be logged in your journal.  This 

daily action will keep your focus where it needs to 

be.   

The supernatural isn’t something we think to 

much about until that rare moment when we can’t 

explain the unexplainable.  Not many people can 

say they see the miraculous on a daily basis, but 

who can really say?  However, we should never take 

for granted the invisible forces that surround us 

every moment of the day.  Yes, many of those forces 

are good, but on the flip side of the coin, some are 

bad.  Yes, bad things even happen to good people, 

and I won’t deny that, but we can’t say we know 

the bigger picture!  No one ever knows the whole 

story or what mysteries of life affect a grander 

scheme.  It not our purpose to judge, but we can 

take the tragedies of life and use them to teach 

others to appreciate what blessings they do have 

including miracles which are often just taken for 
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granted and or simply called ‘the unexplainable”.   

I want you to know that the angels do not 

discriminate, nor do they show favoritism towards 

their human assignments.  Unless someone has 

freely sold their soul to the Devil, everyone has their 

own bodyguards from heaven.  They are committed 

to being there for you whenever that time comes.  

There are many accounts of people being saved 

physically when danger threatened, including many 

accounts of people who admit to actually seeing or 

hearing their angels under extreme circumstances.   

Your behavior doesn’t dictate their resolve to 

assist you.  While in a depressed state, your angels 

are still there.  If you have gotten off track and are 

hanging with the wrong crowd, your guardian 

angels are there working overtime to get you back 

on the straight and narrow.  That is their mission… 

their sole purpose.  That is why they exist…to assist 

you in overcoming your trials and temptations and 

comfort you when you do.  Staying within the 

boundaries of your freewill, they do everything in 

their power to assist you to succeed in your spiri- 
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tual potential in this life on planet Earth.    

As angels of light, guardian angels protect  

those who believe, and they protect those who 

don’t believe.  They protect those who are righteous 

and they protect those who may act unrighteously, 

for their salvation may come later, we don’t know.  

As an extension of Yahweh’s love, that is the mercy 

shown to bring everyone to the light of His love, 

which reminds me of the following verse in 

Scripture,  

“…but Yahweh shows His love for us in that while 

we were yet sinners, Messiah died for us.” 

Romans 5:8 

 

Sometimes when you are caught in a danger-

ous situation outside your own making, or against 

your own will, they may just lift you up upon their 

wings and provide deliverance when you needed it 

most.   They will act on your behalf when you pray 

and even if you don’t pray.   Asking for their protec-

tion beforehand is always a good idea, but your 

guardian angels are there beside you twenty-four 
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hours a day!   They have saved you from dangers 

even without your knowledge or informed consent. 

They are dedicated to you.  Believe it! 

With the advent of smart phones, more and 

more people are taking advantage of the technology 

to capture videos and photographs of strange un-

explainable events, even supernatural activities.  

This proof of angelic intervention in our lives is 

exactly what I’m talking about.  They are real. 

Being mindful of all they accomplish, I think 

that angels are the most underrated and under- 

appreciated beings in all of existence.  The next 

time you escape some life-threatening event or 

experience a miraculous intervention that you can’t 

explain, please don’t forget to express your gra-

titude to your loving guardians. I’m sure they would 

really appreciate it!   

 

May mercy rest upon you all, 

Novella 
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