
THE HANDS OF AN ANGEL 

 

A WINDY DAY 

 

 

I'm not certain how old I was, I don't think I was more than nine at the time. A child. 
And what a peculiar child I was. I was never interested in toys. It was the rocks and 
stones of the field. Trees, grasses, flowers, all animals, everything that creeped, 
crawled, flew, ran, or swam. My interests were how to live off the land, making fire, 
then cooking something over it that I hunted and killed. How to tan the hides, and 
make some sort of clothing out of them. I was particularly interested in the ways of 
the animals and birds, I would cover my flesh with mud, as camouflage, sit in a 
thicket or up a tree and observe for hours all sorts of natural activities. Edible wild 
plants were and still are a huge interest of mine. It wasn't that I was antisocial, but I 
spent a lot of time alone, looking through my eyes, at the world around me. The Good 
Lord gave me the kind of brain that can learn and figure things out from direct 
observation, whether that observation takes place through my physical eyes, or my 
mind's eyes. Tracking is a wonderful exercise, as it strikes a balance between 
observation and deduction. 

 

The wind was strong that day, so strong that it could blow your words back down your 
throat. I'm not sure, but I think it was probably the end of winter. Cold, but not 
bitter. The sun, bright, but not strong enough to warm you very well. This day it was 
the wind, the energy of the wind, that provided my amusement. The action of the 
wind on a tree created an active, oscillating vehicle.  

 

I climbed to the very top of the pine tree. This pine tree was on the edge of a nearby 
neighbor's property. These days climbing a neighbor's tree will strike fear of a lawsuit 
into the heart of the land owner. Maybe the same rules applied then too, but in my 
youth I was either ignorant of them, or simply ignored them. I never thought twice 
about climbing trees belonging to someone else or even getting on a neighbor's 
rooftop. In fact, I did it often. When I was young I noticed hardly anyone ever looks 
up. I looked up all the time, still do. In those days, everyone's rooftops and trees were 
fair game. 

 



The pine, which was on the edge of the neighbor's property, bordered a field. The 
field was usually planted, in season, with feed corn, though I remember that for a few 
years it was planted with wheat. There was nothing planted there now, it being 
winter. The field was lower by maybe four feet then the residential property, from 
which the pine tree grew. Along the edge of the field, beneath the pine, there were 
big rocks. Field stones, that farmers, when plowing in the spring, after hitting them 
with the plow, will load and dump along the boundaries of the fields to get them out 
of the way. The rocks become dwelling places for mice and snakes and such, and will 
often grow a tangle of thorny blackberries and other plants around them, because the 
rocks themselves prevent any kind of mowing.  

 

It's easy for the Christian to see an analogy between the rocks bordering a field, how 
they become the anchor of so much life, and our Savior, who is also known as the 
Rock. For those who cling to Him, Jesus is that Rock. He is the very author of life, 
through whom, and for whom, all is created. No firmer foothold can be found. 

 

My motivation for climbing to the top of the pine was the way it was being thrust back 
and forth by the wind. I knew from observing it, there had to be a great ride in all 
that energy. I wasn't disappointed. It was exciting. It was freeing. It was exhilarating. 
At the time, it may have been my greatest ride. I don't know how long I rode the top 
of that pine in the wind, before I climbed down and went to a neighbor friend to tell 
him about it and share my discovery.  

 

Trey was one year younger then myself, and sometimes joined me on adventures. He 
was a wiry and athletic little guy, and like me, wasn't afraid of heights. After 
containing my excitement at the door of his home, so as not to alarm his mom, I told 
him about my latest feat. Soon there I was, back up the tree, swaying wildly in the 
wind, holding on to the top of the pine. I remember hogging it for quite a while, like a 
surfer who keeps yelling to his waiting girlfriend on the beach, “one more wave”, but 
promptly paddles back out to the line-up after each ride. Sure, I was going to climb 
down and let him try it, but just a little bit more, after all I was the one who 
discovered it. 

 

THE FALL  

 



When the top of the tree snapped I held on to it for less than a second, before 
pushing it away from me, into space. The next split second is where the person reacts 
to the input of the situation. The realization that I was falling backwards, from a 
pretty good height, onto the rocks below did not cause me to fear. Instead, I was 
overwhelmed by a feeling of trust, but the trust didn't come from within me. The 
trust was all around me, and I knew it was God. The trust enveloped, and cocooned 
me, and I gave into it. I had a sort of wordless thought in that moment, not really a 
thought more like a trust connection. Because of that, I didn't yell or make a sound as 
I began my plummet. I did not fear, I just looked at the sky. 

 

Some events can impact us in such a way as to make us consider them, every time we 
make a move. This was not one of those instances, it's quite remarkable that I soon 
forgot this event. It wasn't recalled to memory until many years later. 

 

REMEMBERING 

 

The human mind is a whacky deal. Of course, it's a most awesome work of God. Much 
good productive thought can arise from within the mind. But, the mind alone can be a 
slippery slope. I like to equate the human mind, to wrestling a giant eel while 
standing nose deep in a slick, mud-clay bottomed river. The ever twisting serpent 
shape; slick, slimy slick, you can never get a good grip on it. Yet, somewhere within 
the mind is that secret box that holds the memories. 

 

Do we choose what we remember? I don't think so. But it is worth consideration how a 
formerly hidden memory will suddenly be brought to the fore. Sometimes the trigger 
is a smell, a certain aroma from one's past. But it could be a song, a color, the mood 
of the day, or maybe just the feeling of a fleeting moment. At times it's 
circumstances that prod the conscience into flowing to a previous time. And what 
causes us to not remember certain events is equally mystifying. The fact is, I did not 
remember this event for a considerable portion of my life, then suddenly, I did.  

 

SKI TRIP 

 



It was on a ski trip in California that this memory came flooding back to me. This took 
place over a Christmas holiday season. One evening there was a special program on 
the television that some in the house were watching. Soon their remarks about what 
they were seeing and hearing caught my attention. 

 

The program was sort of a documentary, people giving testimony about their 
experiences regarding various intercessory assistance by angels. Soon I became 
interested and started watching the program with the others. Not long after this, did 
the memory of my own experience suddenly flood into the old brain housing group. I 
then told the others that were with me about my experience, and the fact that I 
suddenly remembered that which I formerly did not. But deeper, inside myself, the 
whole thing caused me to ponder; why? Why was I helped in such a way, at that time? 
What was so important about me or my life that I should be rescued in such a way? 
Was it because God wanted me to raise my daughter, to be an influence in her life? At 
the time, the only good and unselfish thing I'd ever done, (in my own eyes), was to 
adopt, raise, and love her. Giving her a great childhood, encouraging in her, self-
esteem, helped to heal me of my own, less than ideal childhood. So was that it? I 
suddenly viewed myself as rather expendable, if that was indeed the case. Was my 
mission complete? The recovery of this memory caused me to wonder about many 
things, I saw some sort of an outline but no details. A designed pattern was before 
me, only I could not make it out clearly, nor see the whole thing. At this time I was 
still about ten years away from giving myself to the Lord. I did not yet see a purpose 
in my existence. 

 

HANDS OF AN ANGEL 

 

The fall seemed to take quite a bit of time. That is, it seemed that way to me. My 
friend Trey saw the whole thing. He saw me rapidly fall and smash onto the rocks. My 
head, neck and spine were in line with the jagged edge of a huge rock. Trey 
screamed. I mean a real scream. He quickly covered his eyes with his hands, before 
turning and starting to run, all the while still screaming. But what Trey saw and what I 
felt were two entirely different things. I did not feel the jagged edge of the rock 
cleave into me, nor split me open. Before I landed, I felt hands. Wonderfully strong 
hands that caught me and laid me down gently. These hands did not feel as though 
they were rushed in any way, in fact, it was like they had all the time in the world. 
Instead of a harsh and hard hit, I experienced a soft, billowy landing. For a split 
second I wanted to lie there and enjoy the feeling, but Trey's screaming jarred me to 
action. I quickly got up and yelled to him that I was all right. He turned around 
incredulously, his eyes wide in amazement. I remember him shaking his head in 
disbelief, and saying, “you should at least be paralyzed”. We were young enough that 



I was impressed with him, that he even knew the word paralyzed, I knew it, but I was 
a year older. I stopped him from his screaming because, I knew that if my dad heard 
it, I'd get a beating, and even after what had just occurred, I didn't want that. 

 

LATER 

 

For a short time after the incident I did remember it. I know this because not long 
afterward I witnessed Trey take a fall. His fall was not so dramatic. It was more of a 
stumble, but he landed hard on his face. I immediately thought that he'd be just fine, 
why, after what happened to me, with his little fall, he should come up laughing. But 
he didn't, he came up crying, and with a pretty good cut to boot. My young mind was 
perplexed. How is it that I could have taken such a great fall, and be caught and 
saved, and he, taking a headlong stumble should come up bloody and crying? Seeing 
him fall, and get hurt, after my experience, may be the very thing that drove the 
event from my memory. I don't know. What I do know is that years later, after I did 
recall the event, it gave me a lot to think about. Were those same hands on duty 
throughout my life, during the many dangerous pursuits of my past? Those hands, the 
hands of an angel. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


