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“All God's angels come to us disguised.”  

 ~James Russell Lowell 
 

 

We never know when our lives will be touched by extraordinary grace, a special moment 

when we feel at our core that we have been unusually blessed.  My first remembrance of 

truly witnessing a miracle was the birth of my first child, then my second.  To this day, 

for me there is nothing more awe striking than the arrival of new life. 

 

Protecting and cherishing that life is a role most parents naturally embrace.  When we 

cannot fully surround our children with our presence we need to trust that there will be 

others there for them in need.  These people—whether they are teachers, friends, coaches, 

neighbors, nurses, or in this case, our local EMTs, police and firefighters—are angels of 

sorts. 

  

I recently received the call any parent would dread getting.  My son was hit by a car on 

Route 1 while riding his bike home from his friend’s.   

 

Dashing to the scene, I pulled up to see him lying on the ground in a neck brace, 

surrounded by fire engines and police cars.  Let me tell you this, no matter how many 

words were uttered to me about what had occurred from witnesses and the emergency 

staff on hand, I did not want to listen to any of them.  The details, which are now in the 

police records, were not as important to me in the moment as the safety of my child.   

 

Instead, I looked directly into the eyes of our fire captain, Jen Collins-Brown, and asked 

her to assess the situation for me as mother to mother.  Her son is the same age as mine.  

In that moment, when she gave an overview of the visible injuries, while making it clear 

it was not a full medical assessment, I was so grateful for her calm reassurance.  She also 

exemplified the multi-tasking trait common among women and found a way to get both 

my car and dog home so I could accompany my son in the ambulance. (My dog was still 

in the car as I had just returned from a walk on Crane’s Beach with him when I was 



notified of the accident).  Jen’s steady control of the situation was a blessing that day, as 

was leaving the emergency room at Beverly Hospital with my son, who is now wearing a 

cast on his left arm. 

 

The shock of the day still wears on, though, as I look back in amazement at all the human 

angels who appeared.  A man in army uniform, who I did not get a chance to thank, was 

driving by when my son was struck.  He stopped and, with the help of another witness, 

lifted my son off of Route 1 to inside of a parking lot. 

 

Accidents remind us of the fragility of life and yet also allow us to open our hearts to the 

kindness of strangers.  The comfort of living in a small town, where you know the 

emergency personnel by name was another gift. 

 

And yes, my son is lucky.  We all are grateful.  Babe Ruth season postponed is a 

disappointment for him, as baseball is his favorite sport.  His greater loss I imagine may 

be the innocence and freedom he felt riding his bike, for despite his great caution, he 

could not control the actions of another.  That is a hard lesson, even for us adults, who 

hope by being careful we can thwart a crisis. 

 

Then again, there are those angels, who surprise us with their appearance.  Thanks, 

Jen…and the army man wherever you are. 

 

 

# # # # 

Gail Kauranen Jones is an author, life coach and workshop leader who has been 

guiding adults in transition for 18 years.  A frequent radio guest on Common Ground 

(a public affairs program of WZLX, Boston, 100.7 FM), she lives in Topsfield with her 

two children. Her website is  www. SupportMatters.com.  She can be reached at 

gailjones@supportmatters.com. 

 

 

 

 

 


