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Neighborhood Watch


Angels are never too distant to hear you.


~Author Unknown


It was summer and I was twelve. My friend and I had been walking the neighborhood. It was around dusk, or shortly after, because it was the coolest time to be outside. There were plenty of street lights so we never felt in any danger. We were doing what twelve-year-old girls do, chatting, singing, being silly, and just enjoying one another’s company.


On this particular night, we got this eerie feeling that we were being watched. About a block from our street, not wanting to appear afraid, we kept our pace steady, not hurrying.


“We should be back on our street in a few minutes,” I said.


“Yes, our brothers are still outside, riding their bikes,” said my friend. This was our way of communicating to our potential watcher that we were safer than we might look.


The next night, while her parents were out, someone tried to break into a bathroom window of my friend’s house. Her two older brothers frightened him away.


I saw the lights from the police car when they pulled up to my friend’s house down the street, but I didn’t learn what had happened until the next day.


“Do you think this was the person watching us yesterday?” I asked.


“I bet it was,” she whispered. “Someone was watching to see when the car was gone before they tried to break in.”


This man may or may not have been the person who was watching us. In fact we had no proof that anyone was watching us at all, just a gut feeling. Still I feared that he would try to come for me next.


We had many discussions about it over the next week. This was high drama for twelve-year-olds. We were not afraid during the day. It was the nights that we feared. Well, I feared them. My friend had a house full of people at all times. I only had two younger brothers and a mom. My dad was in Vietnam.


We did not have central air, just a window unit in the kitchen. At night, unless it was abnormally hot, we turned it off and opened the windows. I began to keep my windows closed and locked, my curtains pulled. I also pulled the covers up to my chin, a ridiculous safety ploy, but one every child understands. I would lie there, unable to sleep, imagining that someone was watching and waiting.


When I did fall asleep, I would wake up several times a night, usually sweating heavily from the closed windows, the covers, and the fear. I remember reciting a kind of rhyming prayer that I had learned as a very small child: “Four corners to my bed. Four angels ’round my head. One to keep me. One to pray. Two to guide me through each day.” I did not want to close my eyes, but fatigue always won out.


One evening, my brothers, my mom and I went to visit with a family down the street. We enjoyed a meal and then played pinochle for a while. Having not slept much, I was the first to grow tired and decided to walk home.


It wasn’t long before I noticed that a car was following me down the street. I was right on the curb and the car was not passing. It was keeping pace with me. I didn’t want to go back since that was the direction of the car, and I didn’t want to run, yet. When I arrived at the bottom of my driveway, I was sure the car would drive past. I was wrong. It followed me up the driveway. As I approached the front door, I heard a car door open and shut behind me.


In our neighborhood, doors were seldom locked unless everyone was settled in for the night. We had been gone and ours were not locked. All of our lights were off. The house, inside and outside, was totally dark. Part of me was afraid to enter the house. Part of me felt an urgency to do so, quickly.


About that time, our next-door neighbor, a Green Beret, pulled into his drive on his motorcycle. It was impossible not to notice him since his motorcycle was pretty loud. He pulled his beret on as he hopped off his bike and waved.


I guess the sight of him must have scared off the driver. I heard the car door open and shut again. I turned just in time to see a dark car pulling out of my driveway. Thankfully, I also saw the rest of my family making their way down the street toward home. I waited on the front porch so we could enter the house together.


“Who was that in the driveway?” my mother asked me.


“I don’t know,” I replied, “but they followed me home.”


“I don’t think so, honey. Why would they follow you?” she asked. “They were probably just at the wrong house.”


I told her the whole story. The feeling someone was watching us. Our take on the break-in down the street. Now this. It was clear that she thought I was letting my imagination run wild.


I added, “Mr. M. pulled up on his motorcycle and scared them away.”


My mom gave me the strangest look. “You know that Mr. M. is in Vietnam with Daddy,” she said. Yes, I did know that, but I was so relieved to see him pull into his driveway that I had forgotten. “He must be back,” I said. “He even waved to me.”


“No, honey, he’s not back.”


I was not convinced. I had seen him. My mother had to walk me next door to talk with his wife who confirmed that he was still overseas.


That night, after praying and repeating my angel rhyme in my head, I thought about Mr. M. He was there. I saw him and I heard his motorcycle, and so did the person who was following me. Suddenly, I noticed a light at the end of my bed. At first I thought it was an optical illusion, the angle of the streetlight through my curtains. I just lay still and watched it, wondering. A sense of calm slowly flowed through me.


I knew, just as sure as I knew anything in this world, that I was being visited by an angel. God had sent this messenger to me to let me know He was watching over me. Maybe that had been who I had mistaken for Mr. M.


All my fear dissipated. I tossed the covers off, got up and opened the windows to the small, but welcome, breeze. Back in bed, I looked at the foot of my bed. The light was still there, a soft glowing shape. It was the best night’s sleep I had in days. No other incidents disturbed those carefree summer days.


~Debbie Acklin
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Rx for the Road


Nature has no mercy at all. Nature says, “I’m going to snow. If you have on a bikini and no snowshoes, that’s tough. I am going to snow anyway.”


~Maya Angelou


Dad’s voice came across the phone line, frantic, “I’m out of my medication.” Since Dad had gotten older, I tried to remind him not to let his prescriptions run out. Yet here we were again, in a crunch. I pushed the curtain away from my window and looked outside. Snow had been piling up since early that morning and now my car was covered with at least six inches of white powder. I took a deep breath and thought for a moment. “Don’t worry, Dad,” I said. “I’ll call the pharmacy and pick up the refill.”


“Just be careful,” he reminded. “It looks like it’s getting slippery out there.”


It wasn’t getting slippery — it already was slippery. I stood at the window an extra minute after we finished the call and watched as cars inched along, their tires barely getting any traction on the road. I wasn’t looking forward to this drive, even though it was only a mile and a half to Dad’s house, with the pharmacy directly on the way. I dressed for the elements, then grabbed my car keys. As I walked down my front steps, I could hear emergency sirens blaring on the main road. An accident. I tossed my car keys back into the house, then pulled my scarf a little snugger around my neck. I’d better walk this errand.


In more pleasant weather, I had made this walk with some frequency. I enjoyed the exercise and the opportunity to connect with some neighbors along the way. But today, under these conditions, I was not looking forward to the experience. By the time I reached the pharmacy though, I was grateful that I had walked. Cars were having trouble moving forward, backing up, and stopping.


I looked up into the gray sky as I started my final leg of the trip and sent up a silent prayer of gratitude that I was moving along safely, and soon I discovered I actually was enjoying the whole situation. The brisk air was just chilled enough to be invigorating and I found myself reveling in the sights and smells of a fresh snowfall. In fact, I hadn’t enjoyed, really enjoyed, a snowstorm like this since I was a child.


Then, just as I was pondering these thoughts, I felt a hand grab me at the elbow and give me a sharp tug. I stumbled several feet onto a neighbor’s lawn only to see a car careening up the curb. The vehicle finally came to rest in the exact place where I had been walking. Stunned, I dusted myself off, then turned around to thank whomever it was who had pulled me from danger. Yet, no one was there nor were there any tracks other than mine in the snow. As I started on my way again, I offered up another silent prayer of gratitude — this time for the angel sent to watch over me and keep me safe in the snow.


~Monica A. Andermann
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A White Feather


The guardian angels of life fly so high as to be beyond our sight, but they are always looking down upon us.


~Jean Paul Richter


It was about ten o’clock on a Saturday morning. Having changed my baby daughter Holly, aged eight months, I decided to take a trip to the shops to get something for our lunch. We lived in a small village at the time and although it was only a ten-minute drive to get to the local shops, the drive was via several narrow lanes. I had lived in the village all my life, so I knew the road like the back of my hand.


I strapped Holly into her car seat and we set off for the short journey, listening to her favourite nursery rhymes CD. We arrived at the local shops, went into the bakery and the post office, and then I strapped Holly back into the car and we set off for home.


The lanes in the village were never designed for heavy goods vehicles and yet truck drivers still insisted on using them as a short cut to get to the main road. Over the years I had signed many petitions that had been drawn up by other villagers, but the council still allowed them to use the narrow roads. So I was always careful navigating the lanes, in particular one very tight bend that was almost an S shape and just a little wider than one car. If another vehicle were coming the other way, one of them would have to reverse up the lane a few yards to allow the other to pass.


As we headed home and approached the S-bend, I put my foot gently on the brake just in case a car was coming the other way. As I drove round the bend, there heading straight toward us was a huge red truck. At the speed he was going, there was no way he would ever hit his brakes in time to stop and he was heading directly for our car.


I really believed that the truck was going to plough straight into us, so in a split second I hit my brakes, unbuckled my seat belt and threw myself over Holly. At least if I took the impact, she might survive. They say your life flashes before you, but that’s not what happened to me. All that went through my mind was, “Right, this is my time then.” My darling dad had a saying when he was alive: “When the white feather touches you on your head, then it is your time to go.” All I remember thinking is, “I hope this doesn’t hurt too much and I pray that my baby survives.”


In those few seconds, I closed my eyes and prepared myself for what was coming, telling Holly how much I loved her. I could hear the truck rumbling loudly towards us as I shielded my little girl.


Suddenly everything went completely silent. So silent that I thought the impact must have happened and I was already dead, being transported to heaven or wherever it is we go next. There was no noise whatsoever. After what seemed like ages, I gingerly opened my eyes. I was still lying across Holly, I was still in my car, and the road was completely quiet. No traffic, no truck coming towards us, nothing. It was as if a huge hand had picked up my car, moved it out of the way and placed it back down on the road again. I looked in the rearview mirror and there was no sign of the red truck. It had simply vanished into thin air.


Shakily I drove home. There wasn’t another car on the road for the whole journey. When I got Holly out of her car seat, there in her seat was a small white feather.


I keep the feather in my car as a reminder that angels were looking after us that day, almost ten years ago, and I thank them every day for looking after us when we travel anywhere.


~Deborah Durbin
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Divine Driver


Never drive faster than your guardian angel can fly.


~Author Unknown


It was such gorgeous weather that mid-June day thirteen years ago. My friend Kristen and I gathered some friends to go to the beach. Kristen, Karen, Eric and I met and piled into my new, cherry-red Mazda Protégé. I was so excited to drive my new wheels to the beach. Windows down, beach gear in the trunk, the smell of sunscreen wafting through the car, we hopped on the highway, toward the beaches of Rhode Island. None of us had any obligations for the day, so it was the start of a relaxing summer day in our young carefree lives.


As we got closer to the beaches, we noticed an increase in traffic.


“Oh no, I forgot about the Air Show this weekend! The traffic is going to be horrible,” I lamented.


I was referring to the annual Quonset Air Show, hosted by the Rhode Island National Guard. With amazing aerial displays and family-oriented activities, the show is very popular and draws a huge crowd. That crowd uses the freeway to get there, the same freeway that everyone uses to get to the beaches. Therefore, traffic that weekend is even more congested than usual.


“I should have gone another way,” I muttered.


“But it looks like the cars are only clogging up the show exit,” Kristen pointed out.


As we got closer to the Air Show exit on the right, we realized that Kristen was correct. I was able to keep my reasonably fast speed because the traffic affected only that exit. I kept my foot on the gas and kept cruising along in the right lane.


Until . . .


What was that car doing? It was stopped in the line of traffic at the exit, but started to pull out in front of me. There was no way it could accelerate fast enough! We were going to crash! I slammed on my brakes. I couldn’t stop in time. We were going to crash!


The smell of brakes burning; everything was in slow motion; the other car was getting closer; someone in my car was screaming. . . .


We veered into the left lane. But a car was there! We were going to sideswipe that car now! I screamed.


I was shaking. We were in the breakdown lane. I was a little confused. We were safe. We didn’t get into an accident. We were okay! There was silence in the car, a long silence. We all had to process what almost happened.


The car that caused this whole thing drove by slowly, its occupants looking at us. I wasn’t sure if the looks on their faces were apologetic, confused, indifferent, or just ignorant to their mistake. I didn’t care. I was just happy to sit there, in silence.


Then, “That was the best driving I have ever seen!” Eric exclaimed from the back seat.


It pulled us out of our silence and our thoughts. Kristen breathed a sigh of relief. “I thought we were done there!”


“I can’t believe those people did that!” Karen said.


Eric just restated, “That was the best driving I have ever seen!”


I couldn’t say anything. I needed to figure how to explain what had happened: It wasn’t me driving the car.


I hit the brakes, but after that I didn’t do anything else — except scream. When our car veered to the left lane, I didn’t steer it. The car next to us in the left lane somehow moved out of the way just in time, but it wasn’t me who perfectly timed the maneuver. It wasn’t me who calmly steered the car back into the right lane when the coast was clear and then calmly moved to the breakdown lane. It was not me. Someone or something had intervened.


When we finally got back on the road and drove to the beach, I still hadn’t found the words to describe what had happened. Instead I enjoyed the beautiful beach day with my friends with a newfound respect for life. But most of all, I marveled at who or what helped me that day.


I didn’t tell the others in the car about the divine intervention until many weeks later. I couldn’t think of any other way to say it except, “It wasn’t me driving that car.”


Today, I still talk about that event with anyone who will listen. I state it as a fact. I would swear to it in court. There is no doubt in my mind. An angelic being saved my friends and me from a terrible accident that day.


I always think about that day. I think about it every time I witness something beautiful, or have a good laugh, or hug my husband. I think about it more now after having my two beautiful children. When I think about the angel that helped me, I easily find the words to whisper, “Thank you. Thank you always.”


~Melissa G. Christensen
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The Boy at the Pool


“If you can believe, all things are possible to him who believes.”


~Mark 9:23


It was a typical blistering hot Georgia summer, and like every other kid in the state I wanted to go swimming. The nearest pool was in the apartment complex six blocks away. I passed it every day on my walk home from school. My steps would slow as I walked past the fenced enclosure and I’d listen with envy to the cool splashes and squeals of delight coming from the lucky kids that lived there.


The closest I was going to get was with our green backyard hose hooked to the garden sprinkler! It just wasn’t the same.


One hot Friday afternoon as I passed the pool, the plan began to formulate. I pulled my sister Joan aside and said, “Hey, what if we just put our swimsuits on under our clothes tomorrow and ask Mama if we can walk to the drugstore for an ice cream cone? We could just go in the gate like all the other kids and we can swim and play in the water a little while, slip our shorts back on and the sun will dry our hair while we walk home. Want to?”


Joan was six. She looked up to me as the older, wiser one and nodded in total agreement. If I suggested it, it must be fine and some-how that seemed almost like getting Mama’s permission. So the plan was set and the next afternoon we were going swimming.


Saturday afternoon, just as planned, we asked if we could walk to the drugstore and get ice cream. When Mama agreed, we ran in and slipped on our swimsuits under our shorts and headed out the door. That was when the first obstacle was thrown into the plan. Mama was standing at the back door with my four-year-old sister.


“Andrea, come and get Renee and let her walk with you. She is crying because you are leaving her.”


It was going to be hard enough to get Joan to stay quiet — Renee would never understand she wasn’t supposed to tell, and she didn’t have a swimsuit on. I went back grudgingly, got her by the hand and headed down the driveway once more.


As soon as we were out of earshot I turned to Renee and said, “We are going to go play at a pool a few minutes and if you promise not to tell, we’ll let you go swimming too — promise?” She nodded — delighted to be included like a big girl. “You can just swim in your shorts. That’s how you do it in the sprinkler at home.”


When we got to the pool the second obstacle appeared — the pool was closed and the gate to the surrounding fence padlocked. Again, I should have stopped but I had come this far and the pool was beckoning, so I climbed over the gate. Joan helped push Renee up to me.


We pulled off our shorts, laid them on a nearby lounge chair, and carefully stepped into the cool blue water. It was heaven.


We splashed and played, and I was careful not to let my sisters out of the three-foot section of the pool. After about fifteen minutes I decided that we should get out and start drying off. As I turned around to gather everyone’s clothes I heard a loud “splash.” Renee was nowhere in sight. I frantically searched the pool and saw the top of her head just under the water — directly underneath the diving board in the nine-foot deep section of the pool!


I wish I could say my bravery and concern for her made me jump in to save her, but the truth is I could not go home and tell Mama I took her baby and let her drown. So without thinking I sailed right in after her, never considering the fact that now neither of us could get out because I could not swim any better than she could.


Groping around underwater, my hand finally made contact with her. I latched on and pulled her up to the top of the water so she could get a breath. Of course as I did, and both my hands were pushing her upward, I held my breath as I went under.


When it felt my lungs were going to explode, I fought to get to the top as she sunk back into the water. I held onto her with one hand, knowing if I let her go she might sink to the bottom and I might not be able to reach her again.


As I went to the top for a breath I reached upward for the diving board — my only hope was to grab onto something stable so I could pull us out — but it was inches from my reach. I barely knew how to tread water and that was made more difficult with only one free hand. I sunk back down into the water and pushed her upward for a breath.


I remember thinking “God, help us — we are going to drown.” As she came back down in the water I knew my strength was giving out and this would probably be my last chance to try to reach that diving board. I gathered all my strength to try to reach the end of the diving board, but again fell short.


As my outstretched arm failed to make contact and was sinking back down, I suddenly felt someone holding me up by my wrist. In shock I looked up into the face of a little boy no older than I was.


Not a word was exchanged. He did not seem upset or in a panic. He was just calmly lying on the diving board leaning forward, both of his hands wrapped tightly around my wrist. He didn’t try to pull us out. He simply pulled my hand the few inches I needed in order to reach the diving board.


Once I had hold of something solid I was able to pull up and get to the side of the pool. I struggled and finally got us out, and holding tight to my sister, we fell back on the warm concrete terrified and exhausted. Suddenly I remembered the boy. I looked for him but he was gone. All three of us had seen him, yet no one had seen him come in or leave . . . and the gate was still locked!


My sister and I are alive today because of this mysterious little boy. I always felt, and even more so looking back on it today, that the only logical explanation was divine intervention.


~Andrea Peebles
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Proof Positive


Angels are direct creations of God, each one a unique Master’s piece.


~Eileen Elias Freeman, The Angels’ Little Instruction Book


On Friday, February 9, 2001, an angel talked to me. I had not believed in angels. I was pragmatic, fifty-three years old, and happily married for thirty-two years. I made decisions based on my five senses.


Around noon, I was driving my Jeep alone at sixty miles per hour on Highway 65, a four-lane expressway. All of a sudden, a male voice shouted to me from the front passenger seat “SLOW TO 35.” Even though nobody else was in my Jeep, I looked around to see who said it. I knew the voice was real, but from someone or something I could not see.


I tried to figure out what to do. How could this be happening? My sixth sense kicked in. My mind told me “This sounds important.” My intuition told me to do what it said. I immediately slowed to thirty-five miles per hour. Within seconds, a car sped past me and stopped at a traffic signal that was hundreds of feet ahead and showing green.


“That is crazy,” I said to myself. “Why are they stopping at a green light?”


Then to my surprise, as I approached that green light, that car turned into my lane.


I slammed on my brakes, but kept skidding right into the side of the car and landed on top of the hood. Both vehicles were demolished. I was shaken, but not injured.


When the California Highway Patrol arrived, I told the officer what happened. He said, “Mister, if you were going sixty, you would most certainly be dead. I see this all the time.”


At that moment, everything came into focus. I realized that the voice and my willingness to follow the message saved my life and the life of the other driver. Who was that voice and why me? What would I tell people about this? Would they call me crazy? Should I keep this to myself? Was my encounter with an angel? I knew that I had to find out.


For the next three years I consulted with all kinds of professionals who might know whose voice it was, yet with no tangible results. Then one night as my wife Carol and I slept, we were woken at 1:30 a.m. by our bed shaking violently from side to side and all the lights going on and off. This lasted for about a minute.


We were startled and scared, but could not find anyone in our house, or any reason for these events. As I was starting to go back to sleep, with my eyes closed but still awake, a bright light came into the center of my vision. This light instantly turned into a picture of an incredibly large and beautiful angel standing in profile.


I saw huge wings that towered over his head. I knew it would be impossible to describe the intricate detail of his body, wings, and feathers to others. Then the angel turned its head and looked directly at me. The figure rapidly transformed into this same angel, but on a horse with warrior clothing, a shield, and a sword.


As quickly as it had come, it disappeared. I realized that I had experienced a “vision.” This vision was so unforgettable that I could not sleep the rest of the night, wondering who it was, why I got to see this vision . . . so many questions.


The next morning, I felt this intense message to go to a nearby bookstore to look for angel books. As I got to the metaphysical section, I took the very first angel book off the shelf and turned to a random page in the middle of the book. And there He was — plain as day. It was an illustration of an angel on his horse with his shield and sword. The book identified this angel as Archangel Michael.


It was clear to me that I was led to this store to find my answer. I finally got the confirmation of the angel in the vision.


Three years later in May 2008, the confirmation process continued on a trip to Sedona, Arizona. We had become interested in labyrinths, so when we found one at the St. Andrew’s Episcopal Church there, we decided to walk it. This one was painted on the large concrete parking lot surface modeled to match the one in Chartres, France. As we walked it, I noticed that the clouds were building rapidly overhead. I looked up and, incredibly, this angel came to me again in the form of a cloud — the same image on his horse with a sword. We could not believe our eyes! Carol and I were so excited. It was surreal. How could clouds do this?


Fortunately, I had my camera and I hurriedly took photos of Archangel Michael in this cloud before it disappeared. Now I had my proof!


Over the years following these events, I have had over 200 visions. Visions of people, animals, and symbols, but never another angel.


Yes, I was saved by an angel. So you might wonder what this all means. The last eleven years have changed everything for me. I have discovered the world of the angels, and I have felt their caring messages being sent almost daily through whispers in my ear, messages in my mind, cloud images, songs, and meditations. All of us can tap into such messages with consistent meditations and patience.


~Tom Lumbrazo
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Don’t Mess with Us


For He spoke, and it was done; He commanded, and it stood fast.


~Psalm 33:9


Gazing at the hostile faces surrounding his car he knew he had made a bad choice. My son had driven to an isolated area beside the railroad tracks where he knew there were sometimes parties. He’d been there before so he took a chance that he would find some of his friends there.


He did find a party, but as he walked toward it he saw unfamiliar, hostile faces. The one acquaintance he found there made it clear that he should leave or suffer the consequences. Alcohol and drugs equal danger in any situation, and he decided to leave.


As he hurried back to his car he heard footsteps behind him. A group of guys had followed him.


He locked himself in his car and felt better until his car would not start. The guys who had followed him now surrounded his car, taunting him.


Just then an oversized pickup truck appeared from nowhere. The truck parked but the engine and lights remained on. Two enormous men stepped out and the crowd could see the two shotguns hanging on the gun rack inside the cab of the truck. The men looked over the situation, and the threatening kids moved back into the shadows, watching.


One of the men stood guard while the other bent down and spoke to my son.


“Do you need some help?” he said.


“I’m trying to get my car started.”


“Try again,” he said.


He stood back and watched while my son turned the key once again. After a moment the engine caught and roared to life.


“Thanks, I’m good now.”


“Okay,” the massive man said. As he left the other man followed.


They made no comment about the party and didn’t tell the kids to go home; they walked with purpose straight to their truck.


My son watched them climb into their truck, then turned his attention to getting out of there. When the car was facing the road he was surprised that the truck was nowhere in sight. There wasn’t even a dust trail. The truck was gone. He raced ahead trying to catch sight of the missing vehicle, a futile attempt.


When my shaken son arrived home he asked me to sit and talk with him. I know our kids don’t always tell us what they have been doing, especially if they know we would not approve, but he wanted to tell me the entire account of his unnerving night.


As I listened to him reveal the details of the evening I trembled with the realization I could have been receiving a late night call from the hospital or the morgue, instead of sitting across the table from my healthy son hearing this amazing story. My son shared his wonder about the appearance of the truck and how it had ended up in that remote location. There wasn’t a well-traveled road leading there. Where had these guys come from? Why had his car started after they arrived and where had they gone when they left? There weren’t any side roads they could have driven down; they had simply disappeared.


The men hadn’t seemed concerned about the party going on with underage drinking and drugs, they seemed to have only one goal — to protect my son.


When the story was all told I let out the breath I had been holding and smiled in relief. I knew those men were angels sent by God in answer to my continual prayers of protection for my children. If I had any doubts concerning the effectiveness of prayers, those doubts dissolved that night.


I knew my next words might raise my son’s eyebrows but he needed to hear this.


“I have to tell you this; those two men were angels.”


He surprised me by answering, “Mom, I know they were. Those were awfully big men and the truck came out of nowhere and vanished once I was safe.”


We sat in quiet awe of God’s all-knowing presence and experienced gratitude for His fearsome angels who came to my son’s aid in a mighty big pickup truck.


~Diane Marie Shaw
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Angel at the Market


How beautiful a day can be
When kindness touches it!


~George Elliston


“I’m going over to Highway Market. Want to come?” I welcomed this invitation, as there were few recreational choices within walking distance of our college campus. Being students, we were all broke, but bargains were to be had a couple of hundred yards up the road. On one occasion, I had returned to the dorm with a ten-pound bag of bananas. They were only pennies a pound! It hadn’t occurred to me that I couldn’t eat so many bananas before they turned black and I ended up giving most of them away. Still, with this kind of treasure in mind, my friend Michael and I set off for the store, a few dollars burning holes in our pockets.


The small lobby was particularly crowded as we entered the front door. It was full of people ascending to the store on the next level. We opted for the ramp between the two sets of stairs. It was a cross between an escalator and the people movers you see in airports — in the early 1980s, it was way ahead of its time. It had polished stainless steel walls with a hard rubber railing and a rubber-coated tread that moved you up the slope.


As we began to move forward, I noticed that there were two or three children playing on the ramp. They would ride it to the top and then race down the stairs to ride it up again. More than once, they ran the wrong way down the ramp, pushing past customers to get to the bottom.


Just as we neared the top, one of the children directly in front of us slipped and fell. He was wearing loose socks and, as he slid off the tread onto the metal grate, one of his socks was pulled into the gap where the tread disappeared into the floor. Immediately, the teeth of a hidden gear grabbed the sock and the boy began to scream.


Someone quickly hit the large red “kill” switch at the top of the slope and shut the machine down. This, however, did nothing to relieve the pressure on the boy’s ankle. As we crouched to try to help, a panicked shopper began to wrench at the child’s leg, making the whole situation worse and the screams louder. The boy’s leg was swelling badly, ugly red and puffy.


A young man in a store apron quickly blocked off the bottom of the ramp with a plastic barrier to keep people from crowding in for a closer look. This left Michael and me the only ones on the ramp between the barrier and the child.


Urgently, someone shouted, “Help, we need a knife to cut him free.” I always carried a pocketknife and began to rummage through my pockets for it. Seldom did I go anywhere without it but on this occasion, when we needed it most, I had left it on my nightstand in my dorm room.


What happened next is still clear in my mind even after more than thirty years. Michael and I were standing almost shoulder-to-shoulder. The end where the boy lay was blocked. Yet a woman appeared in front of us on the ramp. She hadn’t come past us and she hadn’t climbed over the sidewalls or the boy to get to where she stood. Neither did we see her appear. She was suddenly just there in front of us. She was wearing a parka, which struck me as odd because it wasn’t very cold outside.


The woman immediately turned, looked Michael in the eye and said, “Michael, give me your knife.” Until that moment, Mike hadn’t realized that he had a knife with him. He dipped his hand into his pocket and came out with an old folding pocketknife. He opened it and handed it over.


Quickly, the woman crouched down and sawed through the sock, releasing the boy. By that time his mother had arrived and she hugged him as she and the boy both cried. We were relieved to see the skin on the boy’s leg had not been broken and the leg was returning to normal size and color.


It took only a few seconds for Michael and me to realize that the woman who had so dramatically intervened in the situation was gone. Again, she hadn’t passed by us and there was no space for her to have pushed past the kneeling mother and her child, still blocking our exit. We were stunned. Where had she come from? How had she known Michael’s name, let alone that he had a knife in his pocket that he hadn’t realized he was carrying?


Over the next few years at school, we discussed the incident many times, yet we never came up with a rational explanation. Neither of us could even describe what she looked like other than the coat. While all the other details of the event were clear in my mind, the woman’s face was fuzzy, a blur.


From time to time, the subject of meeting angels comes up in Bible discussions or in the popular media. It always makes me think of that day at the market when it seems we had direct intervention from God in a time of need. I believe that on that day Michael and I met an angel.


~John P. Walker
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What I Know for Sure


Be anxious for nothing, but in everything by prayer and supplication, with thanksgiving, let your requests be made known to God.


~Philippians 4:6


It was a frigid night in the winter of 1982 when I found myself in a situation that easily could have ended my life. I was on my way back to the small town of Chester, where I had landed my first teaching job, after spending a weekend with my fiancé, Don, in Columbus, Ohio.


My 1973 pea green Ford Gran Torino, nicknamed “The Yacht” by my brothers, was not the most reliable car, and it had a reputation for dying at the most inopportune moments. Under these circumstances, traveling by myself at night in a rural area in the dead of winter, with a temperature hovering twenty degrees below zero before the wind chill wasn’t the smartest thing I had ever done. But there are a lot of crazy things we do for love.


I was five or ten miles from home, traveling south on Route 7, when my engine started sputtering. I pulled over to the side of the road as the engine emitted its last cough and then completely died. Having dealt with this situation before — in daylight — I was prepared, albeit still scared.


I tried to remain calm as I retrieved my ice scraper and flashlight from the glove box, got out of the car, lifted the hood, and found the choke. I lifted the flap and stuck the ice scraper into the opening, a routine I had done too many times before.


I tried starting the car. Rr-r-r-r-r. No luck as I pumped the gas and turned the key. “Remain calm. Take a deep breath,” I told myself as cars went barreling by on the dark divided highway. “You’ll be all right. Just try again,” I continued in my head in a voice that pretended more confidence than I felt.


I climbed out of my car again, readjusted the ice scraper with gloved fingers that were already feeling stiff from the cold, got back in the car, and tried again. No luck. I felt the panic beginning to rise.


One more time. Out of the car I leapt, a little too anxiously, locking the door behind me by force of habit. In that terrifying instant, I realized that the key was still in the ignition and the lights were on. My mind filled with the horrifying possibilities facing me:


1) No one would stop to help me, fearing that I was setting them up for a robbery or an assault.


2) I would freeze to death by morning.


3) I would get hit by a car.


4) If I waved someone down, they might be a rapist or murderer or kidnapper just waiting for an opportunity.


5) It would take hours or days for a law enforcement officer to come by on this lonely stretch of road.


In the few seconds that all of these scenarios played in my mind, I made a decision. An impulsive one, but one that seemed to be my only choice given the dire circumstances. I waved — tentatively — towards the oncoming traffic, not knowing what risk I might be taking.


Almost immediately a car pulled alongside me. The window of the passenger side rolled partway down to reveal a female passenger and a male driver, both middle-aged.


“Do you need some help?” they asked. “Can we take you somewhere?”


“Oh, yes, thank you,” I replied with a voice that must have displayed both relief and trepidation. “My car has broken down and won’t start again. I have friends, the Eichingers, in Tuppers Plains. If you can just get me to their house, I would be grateful.”


On the short trip to the Eichingers, we chatted a bit. The driver shared that he was a pastor of a small church in the area and his passenger was his wife. I explained who I was, where I was coming from, and where I had been heading. When we arrived at my friends’ house, I thanked the couple profusely for their timely assistance and made a mental note to send them a thank you note for taking a chance with their own safety to ensure mine.


Soon afterwards I began asking the locals for the whereabouts of this church that my rescuers had mentioned, but to my surprise, no one had heard of it. Odd. I looked in the phone book under churches. Nope! No church by that name was listed there either.


Now perhaps this church really did exist but was too small to be listed in the phone book, or had such a sparse congregation that most people in the area just hadn’t heard of it, but to me, it really didn’t matter. I now knew for sure the truth that my mother and those Catholic school nuns had been trying to teach me all of my growing up years: there are angels watching over me. And I had met them in the flesh.


~Sherry A. Bentley
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Hands on My Shoulders


He spake well who said that graves are the footprints of angels.


~Henry Wadsworth Longfellow


I was just an ordinary nine-year-old kid enjoying my summer vacation. My family and I lived in a small town called Lakewood. I was walking to my friend’s house about two blocks from my home, and thinking about my grandmother; she had passed away a few years earlier.


My grandmother was a small, silver-haired lady with glasses and a warm, pleasant smile. She had a gracious spirit and always spoke in a calm and peaceful tone. I always felt loved, safe and secure around her. I saw my mother cry for the first time when my grandmother died.


As I walked, I suddenly became aware of all the sounds around me — people talking, cars going by, and birds chirping. I also smelled the honeysuckles in the air; they were in full bloom. I turned onto the block of my friend’s house. As I approached his driveway I felt a strange gust of wind. Not from side to side, but from the top of my head to the bottom of my feet. It seemed as if someone had overtaken me. I stopped just before my friend’s driveway. I felt a sense of calmness and peace, and a heightened awareness. I could not move or hear anything around me, but I could see everything. It felt like someone had covered me with wings. Then I felt as if someone placed their hands on my shoulders and pulled me back slowly three steps.


A moment later a car backed out of the driveway right in front of me. I had barely stopped short of walking into the car’s path. I realized that the driver would not have seen me if I had continued walking, and this was long before cars had beeping warning indicators for the driver when they backed up. As the car backed onto the street and pulled forward, I felt the hands on my shoulders lift and a gust of wind — this time from my feet to the top of my head. I could move freely again. I turned around to see the person who saved my life, and saw no one.


I ran home to tell my mother what had happened to me. When I told her the entire story, she was relieved I didn’t get hurt. My mother told me that God had dispatched an angel to save my life. She held me and kissed me, and cried with tears of joy.


All through my life, I have felt the presence of God. I believe the angel who came to me that day was my grandmother, dispatched by God to save my life. I will never forget the feelings of peace, joy and love that were at the heart of my experience.


~Reverend Anthony D. Powell
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Divine Messengers
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On the Wings of a Dove


Remember, Angels are both God’s messengers and God’s message, witness to eternity in time, to the presence of the divine amidst the ordinary. Every moment of every day is riddled by their traces.


~F. Forrester Church


“Follow me, but be quiet,” my mother instructed as she woke me from sleep. Still disoriented in the early morning hours, I followed Mom into her bedroom without question. She stopped at her window and pointed toward a hedge that stood within arm’s reach of the house.


My mother worshipped nature. She found beauty in the curve of a leaf or in the way a raindrop glistened off a blade of grass as the sun set. She often pointed out such sights to me. But waking me to look at a bush? Really? It was barely sunup. I harrumphed and started to shuffle back to the coziness of my bed.


Mom caught my arm and pulled me back. “Look,” she whispered. “A dove.” And there it sat, a beautiful, plump, pure white dove like none I had ever seen before. The sight of it was truly awe-inspiring.


“Wow,” I said. “Cool.”


“This dove has been sitting here and crying since sunrise. Did you hear it?” Mom asked.


Actually, I had heard crying coming from the direction of Mom’s bedroom. In fact, during the past few weeks such sounds were almost a nightly event. My grandmother Oma, elderly and ill, had taken another poor turn. My mother had recently received word that Oma had been re-admitted to the hospital. Earlier that summer, my mother had been called to Oma’s side when she had experienced another health crisis. Mom had been struggling with the question of whether to visit her mother again. The trip was long — twenty-four hours door-to-door — and I knew Mom had been hemming and hawing about this decision for days. She wanted to be with her mother as she made her transition, yet questioned whether this was the right time. Deep inside too, she hoped that Oma would somehow rally again.
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