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  Introduction




  A few years ago I edited a book called Walking With Angels. To research the book, I advertised asking for accounts of all sorts of meetings with angels. I was

  overwhelmed by the response I received to my request, and fascinated by the wide variety of accounts that arrived. In many cases, I had an interesting correspondence with the respondents as I tried

  to find out a little more about what had happened and how it had made them feel.




  The experience of editing that book affected me strongly in a variety of ways. It is fascinating to see how people believe in angels and in the good they can do in the world. This is a faith

  that ranges across all creeds and ages, and it is hard to believe that this belief is without some foundation.




  Most religions today do have some reference to angels. In the Christian tradition, angels have been seen as divine messengers, as part of the heavenly host, and as beings that originally shared

  the earth with people. In Judaism, Islam, Buddhism and Hinduism we also find stories and interpretations of angels. And it is not only those who adhere to a strict religious viewpoint who believe

  in angels – often we find that even those who are agnostic in their beliefs have found reason to believe that there are angels watching over us.




  I have always tried not to let my own beliefs and faith affect how I approach the task of compiling these accounts. I suspect it is impossible truly to know the nature of angels. But also it

  seems that the best way for us to approach the truth is to compare and contrast as many different accounts of angelic nature as we are able to.




  Following the publication of Walking With Angels, I have continued to receive a lot of correspondence regarding meetings with angels. As a result, I decided to compile some of these

  together with a number of accounts that I was not able to include in the first book. The result is this book.




  Once again, I think it is intriguing to read the accounts that people feel compelled to share of their angelic encounters for two reasons. Firstly, we can discover a lot about angels from the

  information herein. Obviously, one has to read these accounts with a critical mind – in some cases the tellers of the stories are open about the fact that they are uncertain whether they met

  an angel or not.




  In other cases they are convinced that they did meet an angel or receive assistance, but we may feel that there are more mundane explanations that could be employed. But given the weight of

  accounts we find here and elsewhere, it is hard to resist the idea that angels do exist and that we sometimes encounter them in our world.




  The second reason I find these stories fascinating to compile is because of what they reveal about the people telling them. We see all kinds of people here, some in moments of crisis, some in

  emergencies and others in simple everyday settings. The minor details they tell us about their lives are testament to humanity’s strengths and weaknesses, our capacity for both great kindness

  and cruelty.




  If the angels do watch over us they must do so with a mixture of hope, frustration and love. We weave our lives into such tangled webs, yet we manage to find epiphanies in times of crisis, and

  love and joy in the darkest of times.




  The Nature of Angels




  I want to keep this introduction fairly brief, but I do think it is important to reiterate a few basic things we know from history and tradition about the nature of angels. The

  various religious sources tell us that angels are messengers from the world of pure spirit, and that they can be agents of divine intervention, and we also hear of guardian angels who watch over

  the lives of individuals. But what else do we know about them?




  It is clear that angels are spiritual beings. But we also read that they are able to take on physical form sometimes. If we conceive of the physical and spiritual realm as separate aspects of

  the same universe, then we are bound to live in the physical world, with the ability to sometimes perceive pure spirit. Whereas the angels reside in the spiritual world and can sometimes manifest

  themselves in earthly form.




  Medieval, renaissance and Victorian paintings often showed angels as winged creatures. This is in spite of the fact that there are very few references in scripture to angels having wings –

  they are more commonly described as taking human form.




  In Walking with Angels I suggested that the reason for the imagery of wings derives from angels’ role as messengers. The word ‘angel’ comes from the Greek

  angelos, (perhaps a translation of the Hebrew word mal’akh) meaning ‘messenger’. This suggests that angels carry messages between the human world and other

  realms.




  Since heaven was traditionally pictured as being above us, beyond the sky, it makes sense that angels were often seen as having wings with which they could traverse the spaces in between.

  However the more important part of this idea is that angels are messengers and that they provide a link between the physical world and the realm of pure spirit.




  In accounts of meetings with angels we sometimes do find tales of winged creatures. But we also find examples where angels appear as people, as visions, as dream creatures or even as animals.

  Sometimes we find they are accompanied by white light, or by feelings of calm and joy, but there is no simple pattern.




  It doesn’t seem unreasonable to assume that if angels are creatures of spirit, then they are able to choose how they manifest, and it might be that they know what earthly form is the one

  most likely to be recognised or to be of help to them in their mission.




  Another common but questionable belief is that humans become angels when they die. This is an idea that has been explored at great length in fictional accounts of heaven. In religious texts it

  is more commonly suggested that angels are a separate class of being that predates humans, and that human spirits are a different thing again.




  I don’t want to apply a fixed view to this question. Some people do clearly believe that the spirits of their lost ones come back to them as angels. Whereas other accounts in this book

  seem to suggest that angels are quite different to people.




  The final question I want to mention is that of why angels intervene in human existence. If one believes in God, then it is clear that angels are closer to God than ordinary mortals, so one must

  assume that angels can sometimes be acting as agents of divine will. But when one reads accounts of angels intervening in moments of emergency, to advise, warn or even save individuals from harm,

  then one has to wonder why they sometimes choose to act and sometimes abstain.




  The best way I have found to imagine the relationship between angels and humans is to compare it to the relationship between adults and children. Humans have some understanding of the spiritual

  realm, but we are essentially bound by our physical form. When the angels perceive our struggles and endeavours, they perhaps see us as innocents, who are ignorant of many things that they know and

  who are in need of guidance and protection.




  Just as an adult would feel an instinct to protect and instruct a child, perhaps the angels feel compelled to look after us. This would certainly be one way of understanding the many accounts we

  have where people feel that they have been in communication with their guardian angels.




  Finally, I hope that this book will at the very least be thought provoking. The stories it contains tell us a great deal about the best and worst of humanity, while the interventions and

  messages of the angels give us reason to believe that there is a higher spiritual realm. No one can claim to have absolute knowledge of the angels (and if they did they would be a charlatan). But

  one can hope that the more we contemplate the angels and the spiritual realm, the more we come to understand what it is to be human.




  





  Emergencies




  Many accounts of experiences with angels come from situations of great danger. Whether we have guardian angels watching over us individually, or

  whether angels are more likely to reveal their presence when they are able to help people in an emergency is unclear. But what is certain is that many people are convinced that they have been

  helped out in their moment of need by the intervention of an angel.




  





  Laura, 41




  I’m a single mother. Anton’s father left when he was just two years old, and we didn’t have much contact afterwards, so it has always been just me and Anton.

  It is undoubtedly hard work being a parent on your own. You are constantly worrying about the things that could go wrong, accidents or risks, and you never really get a chance to turn off and stop

  being “on duty”.




  One lucky aspect of my life was that I always had a few good friends, and Jasmine,who has been there for me since we were teenagers, happened to have a lovely house out in the countryside near

  Lyon [in France]. So Anton and I did have some lovely holidays while he was growing up, which I wouldn’t have been able to afford any other way.




  I remember him when he was first learning to swim, with inflatable armbands and a rubber ring. I worried every time he went in the pool and always watched him like a hawk. In truth, those early

  holidays were not very relaxing for me.




  He loved being in the pool and while Jasmine sometimes had friends over it would often be just me and Anton in the pool. So I had to be the lifeguard. Every time he got out of his depth I would

  feel anxious as I am not the world’s strongest swimmer.




  Finally he learned to swim. At first just easy widths in the shallow end, but gradually he became stronger and started being able to swim up and down to the deep end. Of course I kept worrying

  but I was proud of his progress and finally started being able to relax slightly when we were there together,




  In the summer when he was eight I was there one day with Jasmine and a family she was friends with, who had two young children. I think Anton may have been showing off a bit as the children

  looked up to him, but it all seemed to be going well. I trusted him enough by this stage that I could read a book and lie on a sun lounger by the pool while he swam.




  When the accident happened, the other family had taken their toddlers inside for a nap. Anton was happily splashing around in the shallow end on his own and I was absorbed in a book. Jasmine had

  also gone inside for some reason so it was just the two of us and for once I wasn’t watching him.




  Then I heard a voice very close to my ear saying “Look, now.” It was the strangest thing, because there was no-one there and I had no reason to imagine anything was wrong. So I sat

  up and looked around and realised that I couldn’t see Anton. I jumped up and saw that he was below the surface of the water, not moving.




  The sense of panic I felt then still comes back to me when I think about it. I don’t know if I could have lived with the guilt if he hadn’t survived. I flung myself into the pool and

  grabbed for him, hauling him up first by one arm then with my arm around his chest. I have absolutely no memory of screaming, but Jasmine and the other two adults came running out as apparently I

  had let out a terrible shriek.




  I dragged him over the edge of the pool where he lay very still on his side, and immediately Jasmine took over while I scrabbled out. She knew exactly what to do, pumping his chest as he lay

  there, and then water came out of his mouth and he took in a terrible rasping breath. I started stroking his hair and talking to him and after a worrying moment or two he looked up. Thankfully it

  was soon clear that he hadn’t suffered any terrible harm, though he could easily have drowned if he been in there any longer.




  I didn’t find out what had happened till later that night. He had been playing around, trying different ways of jumping into the water. The last experiment went wrong, and he had slipped

  on the wet stone just as he jumped.




  He tried to get his head out of the way but it had glanced off the concrete edge of the pool and he must have blacked out for a moment. To me it would just have sounded like him jumping in as

  usual. The only reason I didn’t sit there with my face stuck in a book for another few minutes before looking up was that strange voice I heard in my head.




  I must admit I spent the rest of his childhood and teenage years worrying that something like that would happen again and he often used to tell me off for worrying too much and fussing over him.

  What he didn’t understand was that I felt blessed to still have him, not to have lost him because of that one little slip and a moment when I wasn’t concentrating on him. But thankfully

  he has now safely grown to be a strong young man, perfectly able to look after himself. I can be proud of him, as his mother, I always will be, but I know that I owe his life to whatever force was

  looking after him that day.




  Karl, 40




  Back in 2001, my whole family went into London to do some shopping. We took the underground train to Oxford Circus and because it was a Saturday afternoon, it was very crowded.

  My youngest son, Miles, was carrying Ed, his favourite teddy bear. He never went anywhere without him. As we pushed forward to get off the train, Miles dropped his bear and went back inside to get

  him. At that moment the doors of the tube train closed and the train drove off.




  My wife and I just panicked and ran after the train waving our arms. The train didn’t stop. It disappeared into the tunnel. We immediately called the guard and told him what had happened,

  the guard said that he would radio through and get someone to bring our son back. Our daughter, Louise, was very upset at what had happened to her little brother and kept asking when we would see

  him again.




  The guard led us through to the platform where the trains went the opposite way and told us to wait. Eventually a train came in but Miles wasn’t on it. The guard looked puzzled and we went

  to the platform where we’d originally been standing.




  As the crowd thinned out we could see Miles standing on the platform holding Ed. We rushed to him and asked him what had happened. He told us that the train was going the wrong way and a nice

  man had helped him to get back here. He told us that they had flown. The guard was mystified because the train was now at the next station and the platform had been empty a few moments before.




  A few years later, Miles was diagnosed with Hodgkin’s Disease and spent a lot of time in hospital. Thankfully, he did recover but kept telling us that the nice man from the train was

  visiting him at night.




  Angela, 45




  Back in 1969, when I was about five years old, I was at home with my Auntie Ellen. My mother and father were out for the evening and Auntie Ellen had come to babysit. I was

  playing with a bowl of pebbles that we’d collected the last time we went to the beach and Auntie Ellen was fixing up some food for us in the kitchen. I’m not sure what happened next but

  I must have accidentally swallowed one, I remember choking and trying to cough the pebble out but it seemed to go further down my throat.




  I was making quite a racket and Auntie Ellen came running into the room and banged frantically on my back at the same time as calling for an ambulance. I think at one point she even held me

  upside down and shook me.




  I remember floating outside my body, looking down at Auntie Ellen as she tried to dislodge the pebble. I could see her working frantically to save me. I turned and noticed something hovering to

  my right. There was a beautiful woman floating next to me, she was wearing a sort of long dress in shades of vivid blue, red and green, very bright and it flowed around her as if she was in

  water.




  She smiled at me and I felt so peaceful. I had no idea who she could be back then but now I know she was an angel sent to me by God. She told me that it was not my time yet and even though I was

  just a little girl, I knew what she meant.




  Suddenly I coughed and was back with Auntie Ellen. She was holding me and I wasn’t choking any more. She had finally dislodged the stone. My throat was pretty sore and I was taken into

  hospital overnight for observation. Auntie Ellen told me years later that she was terrified that I’d died because my lips turned blue and I didn’t seem to be breathing. I told her about

  the lady I had seen with me and she said that it must be an angel.




  Willem, 78




  My father was in the German army during the Second World War. Some people may take the view that in a war there are good guys and bad guys, and that anyone on the German side in

  that war was a bad guy. But I cannot believe that God or the angels look down and make judgments that are so simple. Of course, the people who made the war happen, the people who set up death camps

  – it is hard to see them as anything other than evil. But many of the people who did the fighting were simply innocent young men who felt they had to fight for their country. If we could just

  find out how to stop young men being prepared to follow their terrible leaders into war or acts of terror then we might be able to live in a world without war, but I think that is a long way away

  from us now. Possibly even further away than it was when I was a young man.




  Certainly, my father was very distressed after the war when he found out the extent of the things that had happened. He had been only a teenager when he joined the army. He was often sad and

  depressed in later life, but at the same time he was determined to make a good life for his wife and family, and I’m lucky to be able to say that he succeeded. My home life was a happy one

  and the things I know about his time in the war were things he only told me when I was old enough to understand them.




  Anyway, the particular incident I want to tell you about happened to him while he was fighting in the North East of France, late in the war, when the German army was on the back foot. He was a

  good distance from the front. He was mainly involved in maintaining supply lines. He was in a village in a fairly calm area, and there was no reason to expect any attack although, of course, there

  were always precautions that were sensible in wartime.




  My father was simply walking through the village on that day with two of his colleagues, when he heard a woman’s voice behind him clearly calling him by his name. He told me later that it

  sounded like someone he knew, but he couldn’t say exactly who. He was surprised as the villagers didn’t speak to them much and of course he had no female colleagues in the village. So

  he hesitated, and told his colleagues to wait a moment while he turned back – neither of them had heard anything.




  As he turned his back there was an explosion about twenty yards away, exactly where he would have been if he had kept walking. He was thrown off his feet and his two colleagues, who had turned

  to watch him, were too. But none of them were seriously injured. Clearly, it had been a trap set for them by resistance fighters, and they were lucky to escape with their lives.




  His feeling was that something had saved his life in that moment, and he called it an angel. But when he told me about it he also questioned why an angel would choose to save him. After all, so

  many other people died – his friends included. Good people on all sides died in the war and, perhaps, he was saved.




  I can’t really explain, but perhaps there is only so much that angels can do to save people in such terrible times. What I do know is that if an angel chose to save him, then they did so

  because he was a good man, not because of what his uniform represented.




  June, 37




  Years ago, during a week-long stay in hospital, I had a strange experience. I had drifted off to sleep at night and suddenly woke up. I was freezing. There was a woman kneeling

  by my bed and the room had a white mist swirling around it.




  Suddenly, the woman grabbed my arm and pulled me so that I had to look at her. She whispered to me that I had to keep strong and not give up. I had been suffering from liver disease and was

  feeling very weak. The old woman insisted that I needed to get better.




  I eventually went back to sleep and, when I woke up the next morning, presumed that I had had a bad dream However, when I looked at my arm it was ringed with bruises as if someone had been

  holding it very tightly. My liver regained some sort of balance and I recovered. The day after I left hospital I discovered I was pregnant. I think that this is why the old woman wanted me to stay

  alive.




  Brenda, 45




  One weekend my husband and I went sailing with another couple who we were friendly with. We agreed to take it slowly because my husband had been rushed to hospital the previous

  month with a suspected minor heart attack.




  We had brought a picnic and were all in a very jolly mood as we pulled away from the dock. It was a lovely peaceful afternoon and after about three hours we decided to sail back to shore.




  We got quite near to the dock when suddenly the boat tipped sideways and began to capsize. We all scrambled to get out of the boat before it turned over completely. As I struggled,my skirt

  became stuck on a broken bit of wood and I couldn’t get free. I was in danger of being badly injured or killed because the propeller was only a few inches from me and I was slipping. I

  can’t swim and was very frightened.




  I screamed at the others to help me and saw a man’s arm come through the water and pull me clear of the broken wood. As I got to the surface I saw my husband and friends swimming to the

  dock. In their rush they hadn’t thought to look for me as they presumed I was following them.




  I was wondering who could have helped me. I still felt as if I was being held above water and it was strange because I wasn’t even trying to swim. I looked down and realised that somehow

  one of the lifejackets from the boat had got under my body. I didn’t remember grabbing it. As I made my way to the dock and climbed out, I once again got that lifting feeling and managed to

  climb onto the dock with minimum fuss.




  My husband and friends looked at the life jacket in astonishment. Apparently, they had been locked in the cabin because the boat owner had had some problems with theft. I didn’t have the

  key and I didn’t know where they were.




  I can only assume that whatever lifted me clear of the boat and got me safely to shore must have also given me a life vest. I can’t think that it could be anything other than an angel.




  Tanya, 20




  I had a heart transplant when I was twenty months old. I have to be really careful with illnesses because my immune system is compromised and I can become seriously ill very

  quickly. When I was eleven, I got a bout of flu that turned into pneumonia and I was hospitalised. I was so ill that doctors were worried that I might die. I was in a coma for a few days and as I

  regained consciousness I kept feeling as if someone was standing by my bed leaning in close to me.




  I opened my eyes and could see mom talking to a nurse in the corner of the room, so it couldn’t have been her. On the other side of me I could sense that there was someone there. When I

  turned my head I saw that it was a man with a beautiful and kind face wearing all white, who told me that it was time for me to wake up. Over the next few days he came to my bedside quite

  often.




  As my health improved I told my mother about the man and she asked the doctors who he might be but they insisted that only the doctors who treated me and two other nurses came to my bedside and

  they had no idea who it could be. I think it was an angel looking after me. He told me to wake up because it wasn’t my time yet.




  Celia, 45




  My grandfather was caught up in an earthquake in the 1930s in Greece. He was in his house when the worst shock arrived and it basically collapsed around him.




  He had managed to get himself under a table, and once the dust settled he found himself trapped in a tiny space, not even big enough to stretch out. There was dust everywhere and he was choked

  by it for a while. He also had no water.




  Large chunks of the building were pinning the table down, and he was unable to move the brickwork around him. So the only thing he could do was to sit tight and pray that someone would find

  him.




  He told me that the first few hours were terrible, as he couldn’t hear any movement outside, and there was a series of tremors which could easily have shifted the masonry above him and

  crushed him. For all he knew, everyone had died out there. He yelled for a long time for help, but he didn’t get any response.




  He just lay curled up in that tiny space, praying. He was desperately thirsty and worried about whether he had enough air.




  He told me that after a while he heard a voice in his ear telling him that help was on the way and not to give up. He was really scared that he wasn’t going to make it, but the voice in

  his ear told him not to panic and to shout again. So he yelled as loud as he could. He said it was really hard because his throat was parched. But he yelled and also banged a rock against the

  ground to try and attract attention.




  And then finally he started to hear distant tapping. All the while that the rescuers were coming, he kept shouting from time to time, and tapping the rock so they wouldn’t give up. And all

  the time he heard that voice in his ear telling him that it was going to be OK.




  When he was pulled out of the ruins, he was shocked by the devastation he found around him– and deeply grateful both to his rescuers and to that voice in his ear that had kept him going at

  the darkest moment.




  Beth, 20




  When I was eleven years old I had a dream one cold winter about my little brother who had passed away four years earlier in a boating accident. In my dream he came to visit me

  at school. He didn’t go to my school when he was alive as he was too young. In the dream I could see him standing on the edge of the playing fields where the grass slopes down into the

  lane.




  In winter we had had lots of fun riding down the snowy slopes at the side of the school field. However, in this particular dream my brother was standing silently by the slope, holding the hand

  of an angel. He seemed very distant and when I shouted at him to come and join me he shook his head and pointed into the distance. I was crying when I woke up because the dream had brought back to

  me how much I loved and missed my little brother. It was a cold, clear, sunny day as I walked to school, perfect for sliding. I planned to slide with some friends at lunchtime.




  When the bell went for lunch we were a bit late getting to the fields because I was telling them about my dream. Suddenly things began to happen very quickly. A road gritting truck was coming

  down the lane when it started to skid. As the driver tried to correct the skid the truck crashed into the slope at the side of field, exactly where we intended to play. If we had got there earlier

  we may have all been killed. My brother had been warning me of the danger.




  Jim, 56




  I was helped by an angel once when I got lost in an October blizzard.




  I was staying with friends in Canada, and I had driven into town to pick up some groceries. The town was about five miles from where they lived in a small community, and there wasn’t much

  inbetween except the road, some woodland and the prairie.




  While I was there, I stopped in at the cinema to watch a movie. When I came out I discovered that there was some heavy snow falling. This had been predicted but we were expecting it later in the

  night so I was taken by surprise. I put the groceries into the car and set off driving cautiously along the road.




  To start with I was fine as I could see the side of the road and the snow wasn’t too deep. I had to go slowly, but I was making progress. But then the snow got really heavy and I started

  to find it hard to see where the road was. I was crawling along, and there was no other traffic on that road, so I had nothing to give me a clue where I should be pointing the car. All I could see

  was white and the swirling snow as it fell more heavily.




  I had more or less decided to give up and head back to town when I skidded. I was going slowly so while it was alarming, it wasn’t too much of a problem, except that the car went off the

  road and slid down a gentle slope onto the edge of a field. I could get it restarted, but it simply wouldn’t drive back up that little slope to the road, it just kept falling back into the

  field.




  I had three choices – head back to town, stay in the car and hope for help from passers by, or head on to my friends’ house. The last choice seemed the worst as I thought I was less

  than half way there. But I thought I might freeze if I stayed in the car. I could see the lights from the town very dimly back down the road, so I decided to head that way.




  I had some good boots and a very warm coat, but still it was extremely cold out there. I started trudging down that road, struggling to keep my feet in the icy snow. The town didn’t seem

  to be getting any closer, but I figured if I kept on going I’d make it in the end.




  Then I found myself facing a barbed wire fence. I had been sure I was following the road, but it turned out that I had left it behind somehow and was in a snow-covered field.




  I couldn’t get through the barbed wire at that point and I couldn’t retrace my steps, so I followed the fence along for about ten minutes till I found a gate, then I went through. I

  thought if I follow the fence it might mean I stayed safe, but then I thought I saw the lights of the town again, so I headed off away from the fence into the deep snow of the field.




  It must have been a trick of the light, though, because I lost sight of the lights and the fence and now I didn’t have a clue where I was going. I couldn’t stop where I was, so I had

  to just keep going and pray I found someone. I started to remember stories about people dying in the snow, and about those who had survived by digging themselves into snowy drifts. Or had they died

  because they tried to do that? I couldn’t remember, but I was getting seriously worried.




  At that point I heard a voice calling me. It was saying, “This way.”




  Of course, I headed straight towards the voice, desperate to find someone who could help me out. I kept following that voice, but however hard I tried to catch up with it I couldn’t find

  the person. But it kept calling me “this way”, and “keep going”, and I kept on walking towards it.
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