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Chapter 1
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The Story Begins

“The Road to Heaven is Through Life...”mm 

It was an early November morning as I was traveling down Indiana Highway 44 to Bloomington, Indiana, from Shelbyville. Although it was a rainy, gloomy day, I still enjoyed traveling through southern Indiana, with its rolling hills and pastures. It seems to me these kinds of days, when you have to go to a funeral, are always cloudy and rainy. The funeral was for the son of a friend, and I felt I needed to be there. He’s a guy I really like, and to lose a son must be unbearable. Even with what I have learned about life and death, it is still hard to cope with death. This three-hour drive gives me time to reflect and think about the story I need to tell. 

It is about my life with an Angel. I have been putting it off because the story has not quite come to an end yet. I know I should have started it a lot sooner, but I’m not really a writer and we weren’t sure which one of us would write it. I do know this: the story is probably the last worthwhile thing I will do in my life. 

As I write this story, it’s my hope it will help others to cope with life and, more importantly, with death. 

This story is about an Angel named Mary Margaret. My name is Joe Anderson and this is our story, about our life with an Angel.

It began in the late 1950's. Mitch, my little brother, was ten and I was twelve. It was a wonderful time when life for me was fun and carefree. Mitch and I lived on a farm located in Shelby County, Indiana. The farm was on twenty-six acres overlooking the Brandywine Creek. It was a beautiful setting, the back of the house looks down on a meadow that stretched right up to the creek. The scene outside my bedroom window was always changing with the seasons. Fall was my favorite. On many occasions, I enjoyed seeing large numbers of deer running through the meadows and drinking water from the creek. 

It was a time when I was beginning to feel I was the man of the house because Dad was always busy working around the farm, working in the fields, and at times, traveling long distances to attend agricultural conferences. Mitch was the baby and I always thought of him as soft and spoiled. I would teasingly say, “Mitch, when I was ten I was chopping and stacking wood, cutting the grass with the old push mower and feed the chickens, all in one day. You just sit around sucking your thumb.” He would give me an angry look, then we would laugh. I liked teasing him. But he knew I cared a lot about him.

My best friend was Amy. She too was twelve and lived about a half mile away; she was the closest friend I had to play with. I didn’t mind she was a girl—I was glad to have her friendship. Besides, I liked the way she seemed so impressed with me. Amy lived with her dad. About two years prior, her mom and dad divorced and her mom moved to Detroit. That was a hard time for Amy. I think that is when our true friendship began. I tried to be supportive. It was a sad time for her, although she seemed to handle it really well, at least on the outside. 

In October, my mom and dad and Amy’s dad had to travel to Indianapolis for a farmers’ convention. Indianapolis was about thirty miles away and they were to be there until late evening.

“Joe, I'm putting you in charge,” Dad said. “You will have to care for the farm and watch out for Amy and Mitch.”  There really wasn’t much to do, but I think Dad knew it made me feel good to be in charge of the farm.

Needless to say, he was right.  I was excited about them leaving and for us to be alone, to ourselves. After they said their goodbyes, we walked across the meadow and spent the rest of the day fishing in the Brandywine Creek. The creek was about thirty-five feet wide and was unusually high for October.  Although it had a strong current, the fishing was good.  We were able to leave a batch of catfish and bluegill in a fish-basket floating in the stream, ready to pull out of the water later. I was looking forward to having a fried fish dinner, but that never came to fruition.

I told Amy, “Amy, you’re going to have to clean the fish. We have a heaping pile of 'em.” 

“I’m not cleaning no stinkin’ fish. Besides I don’t know how to clean fish,” Amy said teasingly. She was one of the smartest people I knew. She made straight “A’s” in school and seemed to know everything—except, of course, how to clean fish. 

“Don’t worry, Amy. I can teach ya.”  She never did learn.

We were sitting along the bank relaxing and kidding around with each other, our poles sticking up out of the water. 

“Hey, Mitch, did you hear about the fish that went out for a pizza but never came back?”

“No, Joe what happened to the fish?”  

“The pizza guy was told to hold the anchovies.” 

Mitch looked at me and then at Amy...“What’s an anchovy?”   

“That’s a terrible joke, Joe.”  Amy said sarcastically. “It’s a tiny fish, Mitch.” 

A couple minutes later, Mitch said, “Listen, do you hear that?”

“Yeah, I hear it. It sounds like people running and yelling through the woods. It sounds like it’s over there in the big field across the creek,” said Amy. 

“Who do you think it could be?” Mitch asked. 

“Ah, it’s nothing. We better get back home before it gets too late.”  I didn’t say, but it was a worrisome sound. However, I didn’t want to worry Amy and Mitch; so home we went.

I tried to show Amy how to clean the fish. Mitch, to my surprise, started a roaring fire in the fireplace, and we began to enjoy an evening alone. Then the phone rang; it was Dad. He said their car broke down and they wouldn’t be able to get it repaired until sometime the next day. I did not tell him about the noise; at the time I didn’t think about it. I assured him not to worry and we would be OK. 

Amy then spoke to her dad. He told her she should sleep in our mom’s room and they would be home as soon as they could. 

When I told Mitch that Mom and Dad would not be home until tomorrow, he had a worried look. “We going to be by ourselves, all night?” 

Then, we heard noises outside again; it sounded like someone running and yelling. I said, “Don’t worry – it’s probably coyotes running after a deer or something.” 

“Didn’t sound like no animal to me –sounded like people,” Mitch said.

I was trying to keep them calm, but I, too, was wondering what the noises could be. “Let’s eat; I’m hungry as a horse.”  Amy got some of the food Mom left for us, and started heating them up. We gave up on the fish and ate fried chicken. After eating a good supper, we were really tired and settled down to relax. We had forgotten about the noises and were getting ready for bed. It was beginning to get dark. Now, night in the country is a lot darker than night in the city. It is so dark sometimes you can’t see your hand in front of your face. 

“Joe, I’ll go out and get some firewood. Let’s keep the fire going all night and sleep in the living room.” At that age, Mitch was fascinated with having a fire in the fireplace. 

“OK,” I said. “Go on out, I’ll get our sleeping-bags.”  

After Mitch went outside I thought about the noises again and began to wish I’d not let him go out, especially since it was almost dark. I couldn’t get it out of my mind—I kept trying to figure out what the noise was, and now, Mitch was out there. The farm sat way back off the road and there were no neighbors close by. Hardly anyone ever went down the road, especially at night. 

Time passed and it was getting darker. Mitch had not come back in. I didn’t know whether to be scared or mad; I hoped Mitch was just out playing around, like usual. Mitch had a way of not taking things seriously and liked to imagine he was a wild hunter pretending to shoot big bears and lions. Just when I was about to go out and yell for Mitch, we heard a scream. It was close, right outside by the front porch. It was so loud it made Amy let out a low scream of her own. 

“Where’s Mitch?  He’s out there!  What are we going to do?” Amy wailed. “Could that have been Mitch?”  

“No,” I said. “Didn’t sound like Mitch. I’ll get my ball-bat and go out and check. Amy, you stay right here and don’t come outside, no matter what.”

I got my bat, and out I went. Even though I had a bat, it didn’t help much; I was still awfully scared. I walked out onto the front porch and yelled, “Mitch! Mitch!”  But there was no reply. Even I was surprised how dark it had gotten in such a short time. As I listened for Mitch, I heard a weird muffled sound, which seemed to come from our huge, old weeping willow tree. Amy and I could actually climb inside and play in the large hollow trunk. It was a great hide-and-seek spot. The long willow limbs hung down like big fingers and even during daylight it was scary. I edged in the direction of the sound toward the big willow tree. As I worked my way between the hanging limbs, I stopped to listen. I still heard the strange muffled sound. I was so scared I nearly wet myself. I moved inside the hanging limbs, close to the big trunk. I reached out and suddenly touched a live face. It scared me so much I let out a muffled squeal. Then, I realized that was where the sound was coming from – Mitch. Mitch was tied to the tree and gagged with something stuck in his mouth. I quickly dropped my bat and began to untie him. When I removed the gag, Mitch started talking senselessly.

“It grabbed me and threw me up in the air—I couldn’t get away from it—It kept picking me up!  Get me out of this!   Hurry, Joe, let’s get out of here before it comes back!”

I tried to calm him. “Take it easy, Mitch. You have to be still so I can figure out how to get you untied.”  He was tied to the tree with our garden hose that had been rolled up next to the house.

Then we heard a sound coming from the garden, like someone moving through the corn. It was very close. I didn’t know what to do. The bat was lying on the ground, but I couldn’t even see it to pick it up. 

Mitch said, “Hear that? There it is!  It’s coming to get us, Joe. Hurry!  Get me out of this!” 

I started to panic. “Take it easy Mitch, I’m trying my best!”

I was working hard and fast when suddenly we heard a loud voice, “JOE, JOE”! It was Amy. Boy, she was loud. I nearly jumped out of my skin. Everything got really quiet.

“Over here by the willow tree!” I yelled as quietly as I could. 

Amy made her way to us. She was smart, she had a flashlight. “I couldn’t stay in the house by myself,” said Amy nervously. “When I heard the noise in the garden, I had to come out.”

We both went to work on the hose holding Mitch to the tree and finally freed him. We ran into the house, slammed and locked the door. Mitch was hysterical. Amy and I were trying to hold ourselves together. I tried to call the police, but the phone was dead. Amy and I looked at each other, I know we thought the same thing. Did someone cut the lines?  

I wanted to show I was still in charge so I said sharply to Amy, “Amy, I told you to stay in the house.”

“Well, excuse me for buttin in, Joe?  I came out to help, and that’s the thanks I get!”

I tried to get hold of my nerves. “Yeah, you’re right. I thought we were goners. If you hadn’t yelled, I don’t know what would’ve happened—whatever it was, you must’ve scared it off. I never knew you could yell so loud.”

“I didn’t either. I was so scared, it scared the yell out if me.”

We both laughed. 

“But you have to admit, Joe, I did come to your rescue.”  

“Hey, well don’t you tell any of the kids at school what happened. I don’t want them to know a girl saved me!” I laughed.

Amy laughed too. “You gotta be joking, mister macho man.”  

“Amy, we need to talk to Mitch to see if he knows what was out there.” 

“Oh, Joe, let him sleep—we can talk to him in the morning. He’s had such a bad night.”    

“Yeah, maybe you’re right,” I said. “What time is it, anyway?” We both looked at the big grandfather clock ticking away in the corner. 

“Oh, it’s only ten o’clock. It’s going to be a long night. Why aren’t the phones working?”  

“I don’t know. I guess the lines are down or something.”  I didn’t want to say what we both thought. 

I thought we needed a plan, “Maybe we should take turns sleeping and staying awake on guard. Amy, you try and get some sleep and I’ll wake you up in a couple of hours.”   

The house was well lit and cozy from the fire in the fireplace. I checked all the doors and windows to make sure they were locked, I even pushed a table against the back door to add an extra barricade. I then settled down next to a window, away from the light of the fire. Amy was already sound asleep. Boy, it takes a lot to shake her up, I thought.

I got settled in and started to relax when there was a sudden noise coming from the kitchen. Amy popped up and whispered loudly, “What was that Joe?”  

“I don’t know. Sounded like someone trying to break in through the kitchen!”

My dad’s rifle was securely locked in the gun cabinet, so that was no help. It occurred to me I had left my bat out in the yard. ‘You dummy.’ But there was no time to think about that. We cautiously crept toward the kitchen. The sound was louder now.

We sat and waited in the parlor outside the kitchen, expecting something would crash through the kitchen door at any moment; I was glad I put the table there. The sound stopped, and it was quiet again. We could hear only Mitch’s soft breathing in the other room. 

Suddenly, we heard more sounds again. This time it was in the living room on the other side of the house. Mitch woke and started to cry. Amy and I rushed to Mitch to keep him quiet. It sounded like someone was tearing the siding off the house. We all crouched behind the big overstuffed chair in fear of what might be trying to break in. Then again, as last time, the sound stopped, and it was quiet again. Mitch yelled, “Look over there!”

He pointed to the old rocking chair in the corner. As Amy and I looked, we saw a lady sitting there. No, it was more like a girl, the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. She was cast in a soft white delicate ray of sunshine. She had long, flowing whitish-gold hair. When I say flowing, it was also floating in the air. Even seeing her sitting in the rocker, she didn’t seem to be sitting, but more like hovering in the chair. She was wearing a long, soft, light gold, fluffy-looking gown. Her skin tone was probably the most distinguishing part about her. It was as if all the skin colors of the world were blended together to form one tantalizing amber glow. We stood there staring at her, rooted in amazement. The girl then spoke in an excited, soft voice.

“Oh, my I’m here, I can’t believe it. At last, I have a chance. Oh! Hello there. I’m sorry-I’m sorry, don’t be afraid.” 

We just stared. We could nearly see right through her.

“Everything’s OK. I’m so thankful to be here, I have a chance. I’m so excited. I’m here to help you.” She was clapping her hands together in her excitement. If it wasn’t so weird, it would have been funny.

After what seemed like an eternity of silence I said, “She looks almost  invisible, like a ghost.” I didn’t know what else to say. I was sure we were all dreaming. 

“Who are you, and why are you here?” Asked Amy.

“Well, I’m not a ghost Joe. Please, trust me. Oh, how nice this house is, I love this. Oh my, it’s so good to be here. Can I have some of that fried chicken?”

“Uh, what?” I said.

“I’ll get it Joe.” Amy seemed to be handling this strangeness better than me and Mitch.

We were in a daze staring at her. Amy brought in a plate of chicken and a fork and knife. The strange figure took it. She didn’t really eat it, she kind of absorbed it. “Mm-mm, this is so good. So delicious. Thank you Amy. I just wanted to remember how it was when I was alive.”

That got our attention. “OK, can you tell us what’s going on?”

“It’s simple Joe. I’ve been granted a chance. A chance to become an Angel, and I’ve been sent here to help you.”

“Help? How are you going to help? Help us do what?” Amy asked.

“Well, first off, do not go outside, no matter what. Joe, there will be a time when you’ll have to react. Know this – you will know what to do.”

I said in a strained whisper, “React? React to what?”

“Don’t worry Joe, we’ll make sure you don’t miss. Amy, you will have to reach out for Mitch. Grab the limb, it’ll be there. Kids, we’ll have a wonderful time together.” 

All of a sudden, she was gone. 

“Man, what was that about?  I must be dreaming!” I said. 

“Ouch, that hurt!” Amy pinched me hard. But it worked. I tore my eyes away from the spot where she had been sitting, I gave Amy a mean look. 

“Sorry, but now you know you’re awake. We all are. What now?” Amy asked. 

“We stay right here, just like she said,” Mitch replied.

“How do we know we can trust her?  How do we know who she is?” I asked.  

“You saw her, Joe, and even you said she looked invisible.” Said Amy.

“She was an Angel, that’s what she was. An Angel.” Said Mitch.

“How do you know Mitch? She said she was working at being an Angel.” I said.

“What else could she be. We could see right through her, and she was so beautiful, and kind of funny-she was nice.”  Mitch was sure. “And how’d she disappear?”

Well, maybe she is trying to be an Angel, but she is something supernatural, that’s for sure.” Amy said. 

“I don’t know what she was.” I said

“What was she talking about. What did she mean for me to ‘grab the limb’?” Amy was also baffled.

I thought a minute. “Mitch is right; we stay put. What choice do we have?”

Everything was once again quiet; we would be glad to see the night end. We were exhausted but wide awake. 

I tried to think what I could do to ‘react’ as the strange visitor had said. What weapon could I use, there was no way I could get into my dad’s gun cabinet, that wasn’t even an option. Then, I thought about the old heavy Louisville Slugger I had in the back of my closet. I never used it cause it was too heavy and I never liked it, for that matter I never much liked baseball, mainly because I wasn’t any good-sorry I’m digressing. 

“I’m going in my room to get my other bat.” I left my other one in the yard.” I said.

“You left the bat in the yard?” Amy scolded. 

“Uh, yeah. I did.” I’m sure sorry about that, but I was too worried about Mitch.”

“Never mind Joe, I can’t blame you. That was pretty terrifying.”

I had my big bat and over an hour had passed. Just when we thought we were safe, the noises started again. This time it sounded like people fighting and running outside by the old weeping willow tree. All of a sudden, the door flew open and a huge, scary-looking man was standing there. Without thinking, I grabbed the bat and ran and smack him hard with a homerun hit in both his knees. The big man fell hard to the floor, moaning in pain. He was clutching his knees; I hit him hard right in both kneecaps. 

I’m sure that’s exactly what that invisible person intended. Except for his groaning, everything was quiet again. We looked at each other not knowing what we should do. We noticed he had my bat I left in the yard. But he was in too much pain to think about anything but his knees. He was wearing a type of khaki-colored uniform. It was unnerving to have this huge stranger lying on our living room floor.

Before we could think of what we should do next, we heard other people outside. 

“Andersons, are you in there?”  It was Sheriff Ramsey’s voice. 

Amy responded, sounding relieved, “Yes, Sheriff, we’re in here.” 

The Sheriff came in with his deputies. They saw the man lying on the floor. They immediately put handcuffs on him, and treated his knees.

“What happened?” asked the Sheriff —looking very serious. 

Amy told the Sheriff everything that happened, including what happened to Mitch. And how I hit the man when he came bursting into house. 

The Sheriff told us the man, Elmer Murphy, was an escaped prisoner form the Shelby County Jail. He had been convicted of murdering an entire family up in Waldron, Indiana. The Sheriff, and nearly the entire town, had been on a day-long man hunt trying to capture him. 

The Sheriff praised us for what we had done, and hauled Murphy off in an ambulance accompanied by three deputies.

After everyone was gone, I was really quiet. Amy and Mitch were worried about me. 

“Joe, are you OK? You know, you saved our lives, and probably many others he could have killed,” said Amy reassuringly. 

“I’m OK, Amy. But so much has happened. It was strange. When I grabbed my bat it was weird. It was like everyone in the room was moving in slow motion.”

Then suddenly, Mitch yelled, “Look!  Over in the chair in the corner! She’s back!” 

Sure enough, she was sitting there. 

Looking at me, she said, “Joe, you did what you had to do to protect yourselves. Elmer Murphy is a bad man. He’s truly an evil spirit, one without a soul. Joe, when you hit him, it was your Spirit that helped guide you to do the right thing at the right time.”

We were all mesmerized with tunnel vision. She looked at all of us and continued. 

“He would have killed one of you before the Sheriff could have stopped him. As the three of you go through life, you will have to face situations where you must decide the right thing to do. You must learn to trust me and your Spirit. I must leave now, but, remember this. Keep your Spirit with you during your life’s journey.”

“Wait, you can’t leave; we don’t understand. We need to know what this is about,” said Amy anxiously.

“Don’t worry. I’m new at this too, we have to muddle through this together. But I do know this, as time goes by you will learn about me, and some of your questions will be answered. We will have each other to guide us along.”  

As quickly as she was there, she was gone. After that, we didn’t say much to each other. We were so exhausted, we just laid down and fell asleep. Amy on the couch, Mitch and I on the floor.

It wasn’t until about nine in the morning that we woke up. We fixed some eggs and bacon and ate the leftover biscuits. After breakfast, we went outside to a warm, sunny October day. We heard someone coming; it was Sheriff Ramsey. He came to check on us and to help me feel better about what happened.

“Amy, Mitch, do you mind if I have a word with Joe?” asked Sheriff Ramsey. 

“Sure, Sheriff,” said Amy.  

Mitch and Amy went down to the creek to retrieve the fish-basket. It seemed like a long time ago that we fished in the Brandywine. 

“Joe,” Sheriff Ramsey said, “I contacted the phone company and they will be here soon to fix the phone. Murphy cut the lines —he had some bad plans for you three. 

He continued as we walked towards his car. “I would have thought a 12 year old was no match for Murphy. Knocking him down at his knees was a smart thing to do. You know, he fought off three deputies when he was initially arrested. What you did last night was very brave, you should feel good about what you did. You’re a hero, Joe.” He got in his police car and drove off. 

I didn’t feel like a hero. It was that ‘Angel’ or ‘Spirit’ or whatever, who was the hero. Even as I talked to Sheriff Ramsey, I felt her presence. I was feeling much better.

***
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As Amy and Mitch headed to the stream, Mitch ran ahead of Amy. She yelled for him to wait up, but he had built up a lot of energy during the exciting night. She thought running might do him some good.

All of a sudden, Amy heard Mitch yelling for help. He sounded panicky. She ran in his direction. As she got to the creek, she saw Mitch floating down the stream yelling for someone to help him. He had fallen in the rushing creek. Amy ran faster than she had ever ran before. She couldn’t believe how fast she was going. She was able to run downstream and get ahead of Mitch as he was careening down the creek. To cut him off she ran out onto a large log that was protruding out into the creek. As he was floating out of control down the creek, Amy bent down, and right there next to her was the perfect limb. She grabbed it, as she had been instructed, and reached out for Mitch. Mitch grabbed the limb and Amy pulled him to shore. He was crying and wet, but otherwise OK. When Amy and Mitch returned, Mitch was soaking wet, but they were laughing. Then they told me what happened. 

Mitch said, “Joe, the limb was right there for Amy, just as the ‘Angel’ said. She has to be an Angel.”  

***
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We could not believe what had happened, really happened. We knew Elmer Murphy had broken in, and I hit him. What we were puzzled about was the Angel. We all agreed with Mitch, she was an Angel, at least that was our only explanation. But did she exist, or was she some strange part of our imaginations, an apparition we conjured up by some kind of group telepathy?  

Sheriff Ramsey told us he would explain everything to our parents. That was a relief.

I asked Amy and Mitch, “Should we tell the folks about the ‘Angel’ or whatever?”  

“No way; they would never believe it,” said Amy anxiously. 

Mitch added, “I don’t want anyone else to know. She’s our special Angel watching over us. I don’t want to tell anyone.”

“Maybe you’re both right,” I agreed. Considering what Mitch had been through. Elmer Murphy had tied him to a tree and he nearly drowned in the creek. We decided, if Mitch wanted us to keep her to ourselves, we would do it.

When our parents got home, they were concerned about all that happened but relieved to find us OK. All the kids in school treated me like a hero. I was embarrassed about all of the attention, but I loved every moment of it. Amy, Mitch, and I even got to ride in the lead car during the Shelbyville Halloween parade. Elmer Murphy was a very bad guy, and the community was glad to be rid of him. He was sent off to the prison, in Michigan City, where he was sure not to escape again. 

After the parade I went to spend the weekend with my grandfather, Grandpa Ira, who lived in Indianapolis. I enjoyed staying with him, and I couldn’t wait to tell him about what had happened. Grandpa Ira was a retired policeman, and I knew he would understand what I was going through and how to deal with it.

It would be six months before we saw our new friend again.
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Chapter 2
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A View From Heaven


“In Heaven there is no hatred, meanness, or lies...”mm  



One night, Amy, Mitch, and I were at home in our separate beds, nearly asleep. Suddenly, we felt a presence in our rooms. The rooms were pitch dark, but we could see an image. It was her. Even though we were separated —Mitch was in his room, I was in mine, and Amy was home in her room—we could all see her at the same time. It was as if she were with us together in one location. It blew our minds.

“Hi, Amy, Joe, Mitch.”  Once again she was cast in a soft silky ray of light.

“Hi,” Amy said. She was excited to see her again, we all were.

“Amy! I can see you, and I can see Mitch! When did you get here, how’d you get in my room!?” I wasn’t too quick to figure this out. It was all so very strange. With her being there, with that sunshine glow and all of us together, “Now, this is weird!”

“I’m right here in my room, Joe!” said Mitch.

“We are in our own rooms but yet we are somehow together.” Amy was truly impressed.  

“Well, how ya doing?” She asked. 

“I’m fine. I want to thank you for saving us and for helping me save Mitch.” Amy felt she had so much to say and ask. We all did. 

“You’re welcome, Amy.”

Not knowing what else to say, Mitch said. “Are you here to save us from more bad guys or something?”

“That may be one way of putting it Mitch. Let me try to explain. I’ve been blessed to work here, with you, to become an Angel. I lost my soul when I was alive, back so many years ago.”

“I told you she’s an Angel.” Mitch said.

“Well, not quite Mitch. But, I’m working on it.” She continued.

“Angels are in the assistance with God, and everyone has the Spirit of an Angel. They are the messenger’s between Heaven and humans. But look at Murphy, the man you captured. He is so evil, he lost his Angel long ago. It is because of his continued evilness that his Spirit of an Angel does not return to him. But, God will never give up on him, or anyone else that has left his Angel behind. It is up to him, or her, with the help of God, to regain their faith and their Angel. I was like Murphy. Well, not that bad. But I had lost my soul and pushed my Angel away. I’m here to help you and, I hope, you will help me. Whatta you say, you with me?”

“Of course, we’ll be with you.” Amy felt she was speaking for all of us. “Do we know you? I mean, when you were alive? What was your name?”

“My name was Mary Margaret, but no, Amy. It was too long ago. There’s no one alive on earth that would know me. There are no friends or family that would remember me, at least they wouldn’t want to admit they remember me—I hate to admit it myself.” 

“What did you do, I mean, you seem so nice. Why did you lose your Angel?” 

“Oh, that’s a long sad story Mitch. I’m just glad I’m here now helping you, and you’ll be helping me.”

Then a huge image surrounded our entire rooms. It was on every wall, ceiling, and floor. We were right there in the middle of it. Our rooms disappeared and we were looking down upon a large busy city. It was dazzling. In this colored vision were lots of people walking along a sidewalk on both sides of the street. There were taxi cabs, buses, trucks, and all kinds of cars, and the traffic was horrendous. It had to be New York City or Chicago. The sounds and smells were real: horns honking, people talking, engines roaring. There we were, right there, watching all of this. We heard the roar of a siren as a big red fire truck came roaring through the traffic. We were speechless. What an enjoyable view we had!

She said. “This is a view from Heaven. Look closely at the people below. Do you see their Angels?”

Sure enough, as people were walking by, we could see faint images hovering over most of them. But the images didn’t look like angels, at least not like Mary Margaret. The Angels were actually beams of light with a brilliant glow shining down on the humans. It was similar to the light that Mary Margaret was in. It was magnificent to see. Those with the glow appeared happier and brighter looking; they seemed to stand out from others that did not have the glow. Those without Angels looked as though they were in a cloud; kind of a sad look. 

As a matter of fact, for all those we saw with a glow, there were nearly an equal amount that did not. We watched for what seemed like a long time. It was wonderful, but it was upsetting to watch those people who were not with an Angel. 

Mary Margaret continued. “As you can see, there are a lot of people without an Angel. With your help, we can show people the importance of faith.”  Disappointingly, the image and sounds faded away and completely dissipated. 

No one said anything, so I blurted out, “Boy, that seems like a big deal for three kids. How can we be expected to do that?  Mitch just learned to tie his shoes, I can’t even drive a car, and we’re supposed to save the world?”  I wasn’t sure I was ready for all of this. It hadn’t sunk in yet that we actually saw a view from Heaven. It was so surreal, and despite all that happened, I still had my doubts. Who wouldn’t?

“Hey, Joe, I’ve been tying my shoes for years.” Good ol' Mitch had an answer.

Amy tried to shut me up. “Joe, are you nuts or something? You best be more respectful. You’re talking to an Angel you know.” 

“I don’t mean it, I mean, I do wantta help. It just seems so much for us to do; why not someone older?” I knew Amy was right. I needed to remember who I was talking to. And to see that image of the city was just too much to comprehend.

“Joe, don’t worry. It’s not the magnitude of saving the world; we will be doing it in a small way. The small ripple that you make can spread to make a huge difference. Besides, you may even find you enjoy it,” She said, reassuringly.

“I know I will,” said Amy. 

I rolled my eyes at Amy.

“How can I be sure I will keep my Angel?” This worried Mitch. He was taking this very seriously. I guess we all were.

“You know, people that lie, cheat, are dishonest, or continue to do bad things. Those without faith. That’s how they begin to slowly push their Angel away. It’s easy to keep your Angel. Do the right things in life and treat people the way you’d want to be treated. It’s that simple.”  

“The Golden Rule,” exclaimed Mitch.

“That’s right Mitch. Live by the Golden Rule.” She agreed.     “You’re our Angel? I mean, you’re trying to be our Angel?” Amy asked. 

“No. You, Mitch and Joe each have your own Angel. I’m here mainly to regain my Angel. As you saw in the view from Heaven, Angels are always with those that have a soul. No one with a soul should ever feel alone. They have their Angel with them, to help and guide them every day.”

“This is all complicated. I still don’t know why we can see you, and why can’t we see our Angel?” I was getting confused with all this information, and for me, that’s not hard to do.

“I know. It is a lot to understand. It’s beyond human comprehension. For me to try to explain to you about your Angel, about Heaven, and life after death would be something like you going to the bank of the Big Blue River and teaching a catfish how to sing and dance.”

We looked at each other. Mitch even giggled and said, “Why, you can’t teach a catfish how to sing and dance?”

“Mitch, tell me why.” She said.

“For one thing, a catfish in the muddy Big Blue, couldn’t even see us for us to teach it.” Mitch thought this was funny and he enjoyed playing this game with her.

“Anything else? I mean, is that the only reason?”  She asked.

“Well, even if he could see us, he couldn’t get out of the water to learn, and even if he could do that, he couldn’t survive. Besides, he doesn’t have any legs to dance with and no voice to sing with,” Amy joined in to give her opinion as well.  

I shook my head thinking how foolish this was, trying to teach a catfish how to sing and dance was crazy.

“Amy, Mitch, you are both right. Now take those reasons and multiply it a thousand times, and multiply that by eternity, and that is how difficult it is for me to explain to you about Angels. To explain what life is, what death is, and, most importantly, what Heaven is, is like you teaching a catfish how to sing and dance. The key is, HWAS should not worry about the questions. They need only to have faith, know that they each have an Angel watching over them, and their Angel loves them very much.”
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