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“The Trials, Tribulations and Temptations Of A Guardian Angel”

I’ve got a secret!  It’s sounds like a television show, doesn’t it!  For fifty years I’ve secreted this secret in the lower bowels of my mind only sharing it with three other people whom I totally trust.  That’s a long time to conceal any secret!  Not that I thought this secret was a bad thing.  It actually happened to me a long time ago.  First I thought it might have been a child’s imagination playing tricks.  After fifty years I realize it was no trick – it was true!  What is this secret?  Before I share it, I want to take you on a journey from the time I first discovered it, pointing out different events, which happened to me during my life, at times difficult to understand.

My life took on a whole new meaning.  A bit like ‘the fickle finger of fate’ guiding my destiny to places I would never have imagined, meeting people who I fell in love with cherishing for the rest of my life.  It’s quite extraordinary to analyze these events which happened in my life over the past fifty years separating fact from fiction.

Like the time I was twenty-one years old working at Dyvenor Downs a sheep and cattle property in south-west Queensland.  One day I was driving a truck from the main homestead to an outstation when suddenly the motor of the truck caught fire.  Flames exploded inside of the cabin.  Valiantly I tried to open the driver’s door and couldn’t.  Instinct, or was it my secret, forced me to jump through the flames onto the passenger’s side pushing the door open to make my escape before the truck exploded.  Thankfully I only suffered a few singed hairs on my legs.  I was alive to tell the tale!

Another time, when I was a Detective in the Queensland Police Force, an estranged husband held his six-week-old baby in one arm, at the same time, pointing a M1 Carbine Rifle to my forehead.  My life instantly flashed before me!   Luck, or was it my secret caused me to escape without a scratch.  Too many Police Officers doing their job lost their lives in the performance of their duty.

At forty-two years old my heart’s electronic system decided to call it a day.  My heart rate was pounding away at only seventeen beats per minute.  It should have been seventy beats per minute.  What saved me?  Was it my secret?  Or was it medical intervention that saved my life?  Again, I was blessed with my secret intervening at that moment to save my life forcing me to have a pacemaker implanted.

Escaping from the clutches of the grave at twenty-one and again at forty-two my life did an about face.  Every twenty-one years I escaped death to follow my destiny what ever that may be.  Perhaps at sixty-three I will reach my destiny!  Or perhaps at eighty-four I will finally meet my secret – who knows!

Have you ever lost a loved one?  I mean the one person who you would have gladly given your life for.  I have!  It was like having your guts, heart and soul torn from your body all in the one motion.  My secret again was there for me!  Losing my loved one didn’t make sense to me at the time.  However, you learn to live with the consequences knowing you need to ‘get on with your life’.  It didn’t seem fair at the time again my secret stepped into my life forcing me to cope under difficult circumstances.

I suppose by now you are wondering what is my secret?  Sharing it with you will make it public.  Apart from myself there are two living people who know my secret.   Why do you think I’ve been holding onto this secret for so long?  Sharing it with three other people may sound ridiculous; but I needed to satisfy myself that what had happened to me over the past fifty years was normal.   Or could these events have been orchestrated by my secret!

One night when I was six years old I suddenly awoke to see standing before me a lady wearing a white dress.  There was an aura of brightness surrounding her.  She was smiling at me.  Instantly I sat upright!  She didn’t say anything, only smiled.  I don’t know how long she was standing at the foot of my bed before disappearing.  I’ve never seen her since that night.  This is my secret!  Was she my GUARDIAN ANGEL?  What do you think?
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