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 ANGELS, GOD AND VITAMIN A

Many times I have looked at a carrot and wondered,
“Where is the Vitamin, the Vitamin A that everyone speaks of - that
carrots are so good for?”

And, the same with a tomato. Or spinach. Tomatoes,
carrots and spinach have nothing in common. The shapes are
different. The taste is different, the colors are different and
carrots and tomatoes are good raw. But you can’t munch on
spinach.

They’re all rich in Vitamin A.

When my twin girls were born, to get a great start
in life, they were fed a lot of squashed carrots. The girls turned
orange. But they have great eyesight.

A scientist was asked, “How do you know where is the
Vitamin A in the carrot, what does it look like…?

The scientist just stared blankly. His eyes crossed
in confusion. He lowered his head in shame.

He didn’t answer.

It’s a mystery.

Daily, momentarily, we are inundated with mysteries.
Being that many of us are pragmatists, we want to see, hear and
evaluate our beliefs, those “mysteries” - the Vitamin A’s - that
influence our life.

It’s a kind of control.

As Sherlock Homes might comment, “Deucedly difficult
to examine what you can’t see.”

Vitamin A

Google pictured Vitamin A to see, once and for all,
what it looked like. A kaleidoscope appeared. Yup. Patterns of
colors and exotic shapes appeared under a microscope. Vitamin C the
same.

How those bright patterns can affect someone’s
vision is a puzzle. There are so many things we can’t question, but
we accept. We trust the druggist, the scientist knows best, we
swallow some pretty big beliefs!

It is rather odd that we will believe in the
effectiveness of Vitamin A, but perhaps have difficulty in relating
to our Angels. We’re not sure they’re real. We are saturated in
superstition, but will readily understand the magic of the grocery
store door as the result of cause and effect.

We approach the grocery store door, it opens. We
pass through, it shuts.

OH! IT’S MAGIC!!
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Uh, no. It’s electronic beams, signals. We don’t
even have to utter a chant.


 VITAMIN
A…?

First Day At School

At six years old, an only child, I entered the first
grade at Saint Paul Catholic School in Worcester, Massachusetts.
The appearance of the school was forbidding, a two story, austere,
brick building devoid of any exterior message of “Welcome”.

Entering the school for the first time, alone as
usual, I pulled on the front door that opened into a semi-dark
entrance hall. A massive, imposing stairway faced me. It went up,
up only… It seemed to say, “Move along, move along…” up into a
forever darkness.

In those days - 1937 - we had very little
electricity. Usually one, single, solitary light bulb, no shade,
hanging from a single, solitary wire from the middle of a ceiling
of any room - and, in only one room.

When you wanted light, you pulled on the chain and
the single bulb emitted a feeble glow, enough to illumine your
immediate area.

The school entrance hall had the one, dimly lit
requisite bulb, swinging listlessly on a forlorn wire. It had no
interest in me at all. The hall, the school and the bulb were
indifferent as I approached the stairs.

Looking back on that moment, I realize how symbolic
it was. I was alone, facing a massive flight of barren, deadly
clean stairs going up, up into the dark unknown, “for now we see
through a glass darkly…”

Many of us travel much of Life, darkly, incessantly
climbing imposing stairs.

And, unfortunately, not all stairs are deadly
clean.

Sister Mary Mercedes

Up the deadly clean stairs at the first floor, an
open door revealed a class in session and a nun seated at a
desk.

A classroom, no doubt. A deadly quiet, deadly clean
classroom. Children were seated at desks like wooden dolls. Each
child had a book open in front of him or her and each child turned
and looked in unison at me, standing in the doorway, observing
them.

“Look at you!” were the first words of
greeting from Sister Mary Mercedes.

I did reflect on that command for a moment. It was
difficult for me to “look at me” since I could only look at her,
not see me.

But wisely, I kept that observation to myself.

Sister continued. “You’re Late! And the size of
you!”

Again, I reflected, what did my size have to do with
my being late?

As it turned out, I was a head taller at my young
age than anyone else in the class.

But what did that have to do with my being late?

I was at school. Was there more required of me?

My mother was a gypsy to whom time did not exist. We
didn’t have a clock at the tenement where we lived. It was either
now, later, or soon, choose one - or not. I didn’t learn to tell
time until the 3rd grade.

I did ask for help telling time, but it was never
the same time twice. It might be 1:50 one time or 10 minutes to 2
another time. So confusing. Which one was right?
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Sister Mary Mercedes in a good mood.

Sister Mary Mercedes imposed upon the class a superb
education. Deep in the recesses of her cavernous habit she housed a
12” solid oak ruler, a formidable reminder to not transgress on her
standards.

She actually broke two such rulers on my right
wrist. To this very day there’s a prominent bone bearing witness to
scars, reminders to “not talk in class”.

So, since Sister Mary Mercedes was the standard of
Truth and all that was Good and Right - or else - when she told us
about our own special Guardian Angel, of course I believed her.

Sister Mary Mercedes wouldn’t lie!! (Honestly, I
wonder if even God was a bit apprehensive around her…)

Hello, Guardian Angel

It was a little after 4:00 o’ clock, school was out
and I looked forward to a leisurely walk home. I’d get home when I
got there. Time was mine. Life was mine.

It was one of those magic, Autumn days that only
happen in glorious New England. Warm, soft breezes played with the
crispy, brown leaves, tossing them up, over and over, into the late
afternoon sun.

And, so distracted, unthinking, I started to cross a
street. My left foot was down on the pavement, and the right one up
to move forward, when a strong hand grabbed the top of my head and
pushed me, hard, backwards.

A second later a car shot by, easily missing me.
Unfazed by the incident, I thought, “That must be my Guardian
Angel,” and then thought no more about it.

But I was pleased to know she was there.

Older But Less Wiser

Time moved on. Days slipped into years. Difficulties
of Life ate at my energy. Anger moved in.

The idea of Angels evaporated.

Nothing.

Not only did Angels disappear from my life and my
mind, but it was imperative to find a way to survive. I focused on
what was “real”, tangible and doing what was possible to get to the
next day. Many times I sincerely hoped the next day would never
come.

I was a student at Santa Barbara City College, a
small school perched on a cliff overlooking the sparkling Pacific
water. The warm sea breeze swept the school clean of travail.

The faculty walked to classes on the same path as
the students. If you said, “Hi, Mr. Johnson,” Mr. Johnson would
say, “Hi,” back.

I met Dan.

That was a cataclysmic upheaval in my life. Dan was
a student of metaphysics. It was the first time anyone spoke of the
unreal in such real and positive terms.

Then, Rene Hollister, a teacher, guru, Mother, held
ad hoc meetings once a week in her home where she taught,
explained, the real and the unreal, the seen and unseen. No
question was verboten, no dogma, no sins, no ritual, no right, no
wrong.

It was all real. It made sense. I stuffed the empty
pockets of my mind with sun, clarity, new wisdom and the awareness
of Self.

Dan taught me to meditate by focusing on the flame
of a lit candle and how to expand energy through the Third Eye and
the chakras. Mentally, I focussed on the good graces of Angels and
asked to see them. I was curious.

While meditating, seated in a bedroom facing a blank
wall, an apparition formed. It was transparent. It seemed to be a
hem of some very large gown. The hem had many folds of material but
the rest of the gown went up, up through the ceiling somewhere,
perhaps into the outside sky.

No feet were visible, nor any more of the vision.
Supposedly Angels were large, but this being was very large, it
seemed. Of course it was disappointing that it wasn’t a Christmas
type Angel, all white and shining, maybe with a magic wand…

(You may notice that “Angel” is capitalized
throughout the book, I didn’t put them there - an Angel did. Their
sense of humor.)

As time moved on and after meditating every day, the
Angels came frequently both to amuse me and help me. They helped me
to find a parking place on campus, and always right where it was
needed, a space was waiting.

Once after an absent-minded comment on how
convenient it all was and an Angel answered me with some hilarious
quip. I can’t recall it, but I burst out laughing, all alone in the
parking lot, laughing.

It was evening, the campus was beautiful, quiet and
calm. While walking down some winding stairs to my car, a voice,
with a touch of humor, asked, “How would you like to teach
here?”

I laughed - the angels were teasing me! Ten years
later, after earning my degrees, I was hired there. Then, after 20
years as an Instructor, I retired!

An Angel has never materialized in my presence, but,
without a doubt, feeling the pressure of their push on my body as
they lift me up from danger, or when they hold me up from falling,
is very real!

They are real. They are here. They have a sense of
humor and their intent is just to love you, to help you, to keep
you close to God.

ANGELS NEVER JUDGE YOU, THEY JUST LOVE YOU.


 MY PERSONAL EXPERIENCES WITH ANGELS

These events are all real. They are experiences that
saved me from serious harm. I feel only only gratitude, no fear, no
questions about Why?, just “Thank You.”

Apparently there are people who feel they are not
worthy of help. They say other people need the angels more than
they do.

Apparently there are people who pray, “Lord I am not
worthy…”

That is such an insult to God and His helpers, the
Angels and the Saints! Who are they - the questioners - who are
you, who am I, to decide who is worthy? !!

In essence, you are telling God that IT made a
mistake!

How dare you question God!

How dare you suggest to God that you are not
worthy!

That is for God to decide, not you!

Yes, we “see through a glass darkly” as it says in
Corinthians. Many of us see what we do wrong, not what we do right.
So few people ever hear of the things they did right and the things
they did good, and well. They focus on, or have reinforced, all the
things that didn’t work out well.

And, usually, those events are simply because no one
told us how to do things better, or what was expected of us.

We’re looking at shadows instead of the sun. We have
never seen sunlight.

Talk to your Angels, ask for help. They are truly
wonderful.

And, God will never have
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Now That I’m Older





The Dancing Angel








Coincidence and Luck












Speaking of “Luck”










For Example, Yesterday. I Find A Viking.













Peter, the Viking



















A Quick “Pick Me Up”











Be Careful What You Ask For



















Sizes of Angels


Up Until Then…







Mr. McGoo












cover.jpg
F CAROLYN
FRANKLIN M.A.





tmp_da2d36203f0259dec68f57cdace59849_wlHQ5B_html_m1bdcf399.jpg





tmp_da2d36203f0259dec68f57cdace59849_wlHQ5B_html_m28d1862.jpg





