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With masterful storytelling and beautiful prose, Wanda Rosseland’s Angels Among Us invites you into the lives of real people who have been touched by God’s celestial messengers. Whether you’re an angel believer or you’re skeptically hopeful they exist, these stories of healing, comfort, and protection will convince you there’s more to this life than what you can see. Prepare for your heart to be stirred, your eyes to warm with tears, and your soul to thrum with greater awareness of God’s mysterious ways.


Sarah Forgrave, author of Prayers for Hope and Healing: Seeking God’s Strength as You Face Health Challenges


Join Wanda Rosseland as she takes you on a celestial tour of heavenly messengers. These angels are the real deal. Like Wanda.


Rick Hamlin, executive editor of Guideposts magazine and author of Pray for Me.
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With thanks to God
who sees fit
to have faith in us still
after all these years.
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INTRODUCTION
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In the latter days of 1992, I had no intention of writing a book. Most especially one on angels, those ethereal and somewhat mysterious messengers of God who strangely possess the ability to melt through doors and hearts alike.


I was just an ordinary farmwife, waking each morning to fix our breakfast, feed the cows, and enjoy the peaceful winter days on our quiet Montana farm. It was Christmas, and we were going to see our daughter—not receive instructions from God. At least, that’s what I thought.


A short three days before, Jeannie had called home, trying hard not to cry. Seven and a half months pregnant with her first child, she told us the doctors had decided the baby must be born. Two weeks earlier, while driving on an icy road, a vehicle spun out in front of her as it tried to enter the road from a side street. Jeannie frantically pumped the brakes to stop, but it was no use. The ice was as slick as a skating rink under her tires, and she slid straight toward the van, slamming into it broadside. At first, the collision did not appear to injure her unborn child, but further tests showed that he had stopped growing.


“They’re afraid to leave him any longer, Mom,” she worried, “in case he has brain damage.”


An icicle stabbed my heart. Two babies we’d buried, and the pain of their loss never lessened. What would happen now to this, our grandson? Would he live, only to be unable to read or write his name, or would we gather again around fresh spaded earth?


Four hundred miles away, with one hundred cows to care for in the dead of winter, and up-thrusts of the Rocky Mountains between us, my husband, Milton, and I could not leave instantly to be with her. So I did what I’ve learned to do when I’m helpless, I fell in my chair and began praying.


Dear God, please help Jeannie. Protect her baby, stand beside him while he is being born, and let his mind be uninjured. Please Lord, let him walk and talk and run and laugh like every other normal child. Hold him in your hands and place your angels around them both, to keep them safe. In Jesus’ name I pray. Amen


The next morning, Scott came into this world healthy and well. Small, jaundiced, but with ten fingers and itsy toes and eyes that seemed to peer out of a thousand-year-old soul. Because Jeannie and her husband had planned on coming home for Christmas, we had all their presents, along with the turkey, tree, and my family invited down for dinner. But now, with Scott so new and in such fragile health, it was impossible for them to take him out in the cold and jeopardize his life by trying to drive across the state of Montana in the middle of the winter. Perhaps they could not be with us, but with luck, we could go to them. Milton and I looked at the display around the living room and said, “We’re going.”


Putting out a double feed of chopped hay and barley for the cows, we unrolled bales of straw for them to sleep on, called my mother to cancel festivities and headed west, taking the shortest route through the hills from Circle to Bozeman. We got there in time to have Christmas dinner with them all and gently hold our little grandson. He was the best present under the tree.


Early the next day we started for home and decided to swing through Billings in order to stop at my twin sister Rita’s house and say “Merry Christmas,” knowing we would not get back to see her before spring. She brought us into her cozy apartment, warmed us with tea and cookies, and after congratulating us on our first grandchild, she began to tell me about a man I did not know, Gary Heidner, the brother of one of our high school classmates in Wolf Point.


Gary had been diagnosed with cancer and was operated on to remove a tumor from his brain earlier in the month. When Rita heard about it, she went up to see him in the hospital.


On this 26th day of December, relieved that our daughter and her baby were both doing fine, and concerned only with driving the last 250 miles home without a blizzard overtaking us, I had just taken another sip of warm tea when through the haze, I heard Rita saying, “… before his operation, his wife saw angels. There was a row of angels surrounding the bed where she lay.”


Every cell in my being snapped to attention. I sat on the couch stupefied, knowing instantly I was to write this story, that it had been given to me expressly by God to do so … and I was inadequate.


There was no way I could write a book. Little things, yes, like the articles I did for magazines, short pieces, a thousand words, those I could handle. But this? On angels?


Quaking inside, I carefully lowered the china cup onto its saucer, leaned forward to set them on the coffee table before my trembling hands dropped them, and placed the half-eaten cookie on the napkin beside them.


“Rita,” I forced out. “Can you tell me more?”


“I don’t know any more,” she said, getting up and stepping into the kitchen. “But I’ve got Rhonda’s phone number right here. You can ask her.”


Like a wooden robot, I took the slip of paper and pushed it down deep in the pocket of my purse, willing myself to stop shaking, to keep her from seeing the irrational fear that swelled up inside me. What did I know of angels? Who was I to tell another’s story? Who was I to tell God’s?


Of course I knew they existed, had seen paintings of their great majestic beauty, the wings which carried them from heaven and back, how could God put wings on a body like us and make it look right, anyway? That was a miracle in itself.


I’d read their accounts in the Bible, most notably of the ones who announced the birth of the Christ Child, Jesus our Saviour. And every now and then a magazine would publish a story, usually at Christmas time, which told of someone seeing angels or being inexplicably saved by them. But me? Qualified to write about them? I was far from it. The articles I wrote covered farming and agriculture, subjects I was familiar with since we grew wheat and raised cattle on our place in Montana. But never once had I considered writing about angels.


I left Rita’s house shaken, certain I could not carry out this great charge. That I was not worthy to be entrusted with it. All that winter, I vacillated between calling Rhonda or putting it off. How would you like to have a stranger on the phone, asking about your husband while he was fighting for his life? I felt like an intruder, hard and selfish, without care or consideration for her pain and suffering. Still, the certainty that God had assigned me to do this persisted.


The days lengthened as spring came. We went through calving, seeding, haying, all the summer months of the next year while I invented reasons to walk past the phone. Finally I made myself do it. Rhonda herself said, “Hello.”


She was gracious, forthright and matter of fact about telling me what had happened. She treated me like a friend, rather than someone she had never met, and I was humbled by both her faith and generosity. Without pause or questioning, she told me of the coming of the angels and how they had given both her and Gary peace and comfort as he fought his illness.


After we finished talking, I sat at the oak table in the office, filling in the notes I had taken by hand. I wonder what God has to say about this? I thought. How could I know? God rarely talks open mouthed to me, but sometimes He instructs through His Word, the Holy Bible, and I have learned to search for His direction there. This I would do now.


Going to the other room, I picked up the tattered white Bible our widowed farm neighbor had given me for our high school graduation, years before. Laying it on the table, I closed my eyes, asked God what He wanted me to do and opened it to a random page. Looking down, my eyes fell upon this verse:


Write thee all the words that I have spoken unto thee in a book.
Jeremiah 30:2


Sounded like an order to me.




RHONDA
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Through the ages, angels have usually been identified by their dazzling white robes and magnificent wings, but in actuality they can come to us in various forms. Some take the build of our human bodies, looking exactly like a normal person, who helps, heals, or stands as a protector for another, but then suddenly, inexplicably, disappears. Others are perceived as lights, beautiful colors of the rainbow darting about a room like the light refracted from crystals hanging in a window pane. Sometimes they can be heard with the ear, new voices joining the choir while hymns are being sung in church, when there is no one to be seen, while others even less distinct are recognized by their smell, the sweet soft perfume of roses, or the fragrance of delicate orange blossoms.


To Rhonda, they appeared as a softly flowing arch, indistinct, without form, yet visible and discernible and very, very real.


“They were angels,” she says, and in her voice was the certainty of knowing.


Rhonda and her husband, Gary, had been fighting his cancer for some time. Starting first as melanoma, the dangerous skin cancer which can quickly spread to other parts of the body, they had treated him as carefully as possible, hoping to stop any further growth. But without their knowledge, the cancer turned inward, attacking Gary’s organs and eventually traveling to his brain. Intense headaches, accompanied with severe nausea and pain, took them to the hospital again, where tests revealed a malignant tumor.


Dedicated schoolteachers in Billings, with a young family to care for, neither one was prepared for the brusque and thoughtless manner of the physician who told them of this new threat to his life. A hard note of anger slipped into Rhonda’s voice as she remembered the day and the way he had treated them.


“He wasn’t very good about it,” she stated. “He just said straight out, ‘You have a golf-ball-sized brain tumor.’


“Gary said, ‘What!’


“‘You’ve got a tumor,’ the doctor repeated. ‘You’ll have to see the neurosurgeon tomorrow.’”


Gary and Rhonda sat stunned, unable to absorb this devastating news. For six weeks, the headaches had bothered him but never once had they associated them with cancer. And certainly not a brain tumor.


Struggling to hold themselves together, they went home, asked her parents to take their children for the night so they could be alone, and then collapsed in disbelief, overwhelmed at the severe advances the cancer had taken. Unsuspecting, they’d been blindsided. Deep despair and helplessness filled them, leaving them numb and barely able to function.


“We talked … cried,” said Rhonda, remembering that long night. “Gary was fairly calm,” she added, “though now I realize he was still in shock. I made tea for us and we drank it and asked each other, ‘What are we going to do?’ We decided we would just do what we had to—go in the next day and do whatever the doctors said.


“Gary was put on medicine to reduce the swelling of the tumor before he saw the doctors,” said Rhonda. “He laid down but couldn’t rest very well because of the severity of the tumor. About two a.m. he got up, went down to the living room and started going over our insurance policy, trying to see what it would cover. He was really just tidying things up.”


Rhonda sat by him, ready to help in any way she could. Finally around three o’clock, she decided to go to bed.


“I went into the bedroom, closed my eyes and tried really hard to go to sleep. But I couldn’t. I kept thinking, ‘I’ve got to get some rest because I have to support Gary.’”


Keyed up with worries and fear over the impending operation, her eyes refused to obey her mind as she lay, sleepless, staring up at the ceiling.


“The room was dark,” she recalled. “A little lighter with the light on in the living room than it would have been otherwise. I was looking straight up over our bed when I saw a white, swirling substance, kind of like clouds.


“Immediately I thought, I’m seeing angels! But I couldn’t believe it was so. I closed my eyes and wiped them with my hand, but when I looked again, they were still there.


“A great calmness came over me—and I am not a calm person. I remember thinking, We’re going to be all right. We’re going to get through this. I was so incredibly peaceful. I didn’t hear voices or anything, but I felt a Presence. And I knew I was not asleep. And I was not dreaming because I wiped my eyes and everything.


“The angels were like an arch up over our bed, a swirling light, much lighter colored than anything else around me. There were no faces, or any distinction of any kind, but it was what you would think of as a spirit being. It wasn’t one angel, I think it was several.


“After they disappeared, I was wide awake, and so alert I got up and went down to Gary. But it wasn’t until we were in the waiting room at the doctor’s office the next day that I told him what had happened. ‘You’re not going to believe me,’” I said, ‘but I saw angels last night.’


“He looked at me funny and said, ‘You know that song, Angels Watching Over Me, it’s been going through my head all day. I can’t get it out of my mind.’


“He was in surgery the following day, December 17th, 1992, to remove the tumor and afterwards I brought the tape up with the song on it, and he told me, ‘Those songs make me feel so much better.’”


While Gary was in surgery, Rhonda told several friends, who had come to the hospital to keep her company, that angels had visited her the night before. One was the pastor of their church.


“You know, Pastor,” Rhonda said. “I am not a very charismatic Christian, but I swear I saw angels last night.


“Some friends looked at me, stunned. One said, ‘I was praying for you and Gary and I had my hands folded. They became so hot I had to separate them, I could not keep them together.’


“Another said, ‘Prayers are hard for me to say, I can’t get the words right. But I was praying for you and Gary and the thoughts and phrases that came to mind were like something you would hear a pastor say.’”


Throughout his recovery, angels of different sorts continued to comfort Gary. The year before, a little girl who found out she needed a bone marrow transplant had been a student in Gary’s fourth-grade class. She was really smart and loved working with the computers in Gary’s classes. After she got cancer, she told her mother she wished she could have a computer. As soon as Gary heard about it, he contacted some computer companies and found out they had a “Make a Wish” program. One of the companies called Gary and said, “We got your letter about Samantha and were so touched we are sending her a computer.” They gave her a laptop, so she could use it in the hospital.


“He always wished he could do more for Samantha,” said Rhonda. “I remember him saying, ‘Now I know what the Spirit of Giving is all about.’ We felt so bad that the treatments did not heal Samantha and she passed away in June of 1992.”


When Samantha’s mother went up to the hospital to see Gary after his brain surgery, she left him a card saying, Remember, your little guardian angel in Heaven, Samantha, is looking after you. And she gave him a raffia angel which Rhonda hung so Gary could see it from his bed.


Another person who came to see Gary was one of his sister’s high-school classmates from Wolf Point. Rita walked in and Gary thought, I don’t remember this person, she was a friend of my sister’s. What am I going to talk about with her? But he told Rhonda they had the best conversation. She said, “I’m writing a book and guess what the title is? Angel Talk.”


It was like the third time angels had come up since he’d been in the hospital.


Rhonda and Gary could hardly believe all of these angels were coincidence. They had to have come from God to help them.


“We said this has to be Divine Presence,” recalled Rhonda. “The feeling of calmness that we both had the whole time Gary was sick could not have been found any other way.”


Gary survived his brain surgery but the cancer was unrelenting, forcing him to undergo two more operations, one in Billings and the other in Rochester, Minnesota. A short seven months after his initial diagnosis, he was once again back in the hospital in Billings, where Rhonda asked him if there was anything she could bring him.


“Yes,” he replied. “I want my angel.” The little raffia angel Samantha’s mother had given him after his first operation. Rhonda brought it up for him and set it so he could see it easily from his bed.


That night she went home, alone one more time and unable to sleep, knowing in her heart Gary’s fight with cancer would not be won.


“I was reading the Bible and praying for strength and guidance to help us through these next few days. I was really wanting things to be calmer,” she said, “when suddenly I saw the swirling arch over my bed and I knew it was the angels.


“I thought, I should call Gary and tell him the angels are back. But it was four in the morning, and I didn’t want to disturb him. When I went in the next day, he said, ‘You should have called. I was thinking of you at the same time.’


“I felt like they were saying, ‘We’re still with you.’” said Rhonda. “They were so vivid, and the tranquility that came over me was like I have never felt. Way, way up at the top of the ceiling, there was nothing. But a foot below, and down to about three feet above the bed, it was filled with angels. There was no noise. No vibration. But the light. It was a sort of pearly gray over-light, with white in it. Not brilliant like sunlight or streams through a cloud. Just a light that couldn’t be there. Because it was impossible.”


In that room. In the middle of the night. In the depths of darkness. Where no light shone except for that brought on the wings of angels. With a peace that never left her, even after Gary’s death.




GAIL
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How do I know when God is going to give me angel stories?


They come from the the most unexpected places and are always a jolt to my system. Zap! I snatch paper and pen, scribble words I cannot read later and pray God to let me remember.


Some lucky times I’ve got a recorder. “Wait! Wait!” I cry, punching buttons, turning knobs. “Let me get this thing going.” They sit with the patience of a mother placidly watching her child, while I quail beneath God’s commandings. Get on with it! I try, knowing I will never be qualified, and frantically wonder why He has chosen me to do this.


Such was the case with Gail.


In the cool evening of November 29, 1997, Mother drove down from the farm to go with me to Sannie and Johnny’s 50th wedding anniversary. Daddy’s sister, Sannie had been Mother’s best friend when Mom worked at QB&R in Glendive just out of business college. A bubbling extrovert, she raised three boys and a girl on their farm, along with a flourishing garden and henhouse full of cockerels. In the summer, we girl cousins took turns going over to help.


This night Mom and I snuck down the hallway of the church, hushed before the program already begun, and stood in the doorway of the room, letting our eyes adjust to the light. My brother Clinton, seated at the big round table in the back with all the cousins from Billings—Tommy, Duane, Jerry, and Bob, waved us over.


I saw their faces, the smiles so big and welcome, and steered Mother toward the chairs, just two, side by side, which seem to be waiting for us. The cousins open their arms with hugs that will never change.


Sannie is talking, telling stories on all the children, who take over the mike after each completion to add their correction. “No Mother, I did not leave the plug out of the tractor. The o-ring was nicked and allowed the oil to drip out.”


Sheepishly, “Dad did spank us—once. We had the choice of Mom’s metal ruler or Dad, and took him. Never again.” To much laughter.


As at every holiday in the past, we call for songs, with Sannie and Johnny playing the piano and violin as they did at the Christmases, Thanksgivings, Fourth’s of July when five or six or seven of Grandma’s children and all the cousins gathered.


The buzz of friends and relatives stretches across the room as a line starts at the buffet and little blonde-haired grandchildren begin to dance around the tables to the music.


How many times have I heard those songs? Watched the two heads turned toward each other, listening to the beat, synchronizing the rhythm, while fingers unerringly touch each chord, every note on ivory and strings.


Suddenly I am not there, in a crowded church room lit by greenish fluorescent lights. Instead, it is 1955 and I am in Grandpa’s house, the one from Montgomery Ward that was built on the homestead near Bloomfield, twirling on the maple floor to a schottische my heart will always remember. I would know it in New York, Chicago.


“Mother! What is the name of that song?” I cry, turning to her, expecting an instant answer because she has heard it, played it too, how many times? And her eyes go back, searching along lost trails in a desperate effort to remember.


“I don’t know.” The failure sounds in her voice, the shake of her head as her eyes meet mine in a kind of denial that tears through my soul.


Quick tears scratch my throat, clamoring to be let loose, and I swivel in one smooth move away from her view so that she cannot see me crying for her before she is gone.


My cousin Shauna, adopted and raised by her grandparents after the death of her mother, slips into an empty chair beside us and wraps Mother in her arms. Her gentle sweetness reaches over to soothe me, and I am able to bring up a smile. Behind our greeting I catch the edge of her older sister Gail, weaving towards us through the ribbons and balloons.


Once full of promise, the freshness that was Gail has been dulled and lost through years of hopelessness and unrelenting disappointments. The thickening of middle age shortens her natural stockiness and adds to the poverty draping her like a faded curtain. Worn-out shoes, baggy pants, a hideous blouse that apparently doubles for party wear. Even so, she’s grinning, obviously very happy to see us.


I remember the Gail I loved as a child. Rollicking, full of laughter, always thrilled to see us, and I determine to meet her joy for joy and hug her over the scraggly hair. Peering at me through outdated glasses, she immediately asks, “Wanda, can you give me a ride home?”


I’m aghast. Is this the only reason she’s come over? Something clicks and I realize the courage it has taken for her to just show up, having become what many would call a failure amongst her family of peers, most of whom have done well and are successful. She is not. What is her home? Can she even drive? I doubt she has a license and know she doesn’t own a car.


“Sure, Gail,” I say, “Let’s go.” Telling Mom I will be back shortly, we walk to my car, me shivering in my heavy winter coat, her not even noticing she doesn’t have one on. In the light of the inside bulb, she thrusts a folded paper at me. “He just died,” she says. “His funeral was yesterday.”


I look down to a memorial brochure, the florid face of a once handsome man smiling at me. “We were going to be married,” she added. “He loved me.”
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“Angels seem to have dropped straight from heaven
to inspire this fantastic collection of stories.”

—COLLEEN HUGHES, Editor-in-Chief, Angels on Earth Magazine
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