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Angels assist us in connecting with a powerful yet gentle force, which encourages us to live life to its fullest.


~Denise Linn





The rain hadn’t stopped for several days. The cold wind chilled my bones as I let in the babysitter at 6:30 A.M.


It was the last week of my six-month probationary period as a financial consultant trainee for a large insurance company. I’d had only two small sales, which was way below the average. I’d received a call the night before from my sales manager who demanded I arrive for a private meeting at 8:00 A.M. instead of my normal 10:00 A.M. arrival time. Plus, I was told I’d need my car, so I had to leave extra early due to the traffic issues on the Long Island Expressway.


I was sure I’d be fired, and I wondered why the manager couldn’t have just told me over the phone. The extra cost of an early morning babysitter and parking in Manhattan threw a wrench in my budget, and it was only the fifth of the month.


I’d taken this job out of desperation after my husband announced one morning that he no longer wanted to be married. He left me to take care of our seven-year-old son alone. This new job was my first attempt at a career, a way to support my son and myself.


That morning, I didn’t take time for breakfast or even a swig of coffee. I disliked driving on the Long Island Expressway during rush hour, especially in the rain. But here I was barreling down the highway in a deluge.


About thirty minutes into my drive, I saw someone standing on the side of the road. I pulled onto the small shoulder and stopped a few feet beyond the person. I jumped out of my car and asked if they needed a ride. Then I stopped in my tracks.


I stared at the person, but I couldn’t tell if it was a male or a female. It was someone old with a withered face, stringy gray hair, and mud-spattered overalls that stopped at the ankles. The person stood barefoot in the cold rain. I told the stranger to get in my car.


The person took a few steps toward me and offered a hand for me to shake. As I reached out, I inhaled the most putrid smell, like dead, rotting animals. I let go of the handshake and took a step backward.


As I did, the person said, “Remember, you’re a good person. Say ‘yes’ in your meeting this morning.”


I stood frozen in shock. My mind searched for a reason why this total stranger would know I had a meeting. I pointed to my car and said, “Get in, please.”


“No,” the person said.


I was drenched and turned around to walk back to the driver’s side of my car, but I stopped after taking two steps. I turned back toward the person to insist they get in, but no one was there.


I walked to the side of the road, only about four steps, and looked both ways. No one. There were no trees or bushes around that someone could hide behind. I looked all around the car, and there was nothing. No one.


I jumped back into my car and noticed I had mud on my right hand from shaking hands. I washed up when I reached my office. Then I went into the meeting.


I apologized to my manager for my poor sales performance and asked if there was a way I could make it up. I needed to keep this job.


The sales manager smiled and told me to relax. He said he wasn’t going to fire me. At least, not now. He’d spoken to both of my customers and had never had people compliment one of his staff so much. Both said I was a nice person and went the extra mile for them.


Out of nowhere, the manager invited me into an exclusive training group. I’d be away for intensive training for a month, and then I would work longer hours with a personal trainer and mentor. The training would last a year, and I’d receive a high salary and higher commissions on sales. Plus, he handed me an extra bonus check to help cover my additional childcare expenses.


I recalled the words that mysterious stranger had said to me: “Say ‘yes’ in your meeting this morning.”


I heard myself say, “Yes, of course.”


I was shocked because I had no idea how I’d work out the month away.


That sales training helped me excel in sales and marketing for several companies and provided a strong foundation for my own business.


That odd conversation with a stranger in a deluge had changed my life. It took me a long time to understand that I’d met, shook hands, and spoken with an angel.


I still get a bit nauseated when I think of the overpowering smell from the stranger. But the handshake was firm, and the words were exactly what I needed to hear. Without those words, I would have instinctively declined that training offer, and my career would have ended that day.


At one of the lowest points in my life — during a cold, fall rainstorm on the treacherous Long Island Expressway — my life was transformed. And while the training was rigorous, and there were many moments when I wanted to quit because it all seemed too hard, the words of that angel gave me the staying power and confidence that I needed.


— Bluedolphin Crow —
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You should never feel alone there’s always someone to turn to, it is the Guardian Angel who is watching over you.


~K. Sue





One Sunday afternoon, I felt remarkably listless and tired, so I decided to lie down for a nap. My husband thought this most unusual of me as I was normally tending to the children, cooking, gardening or puttering around with some artistic project. He felt my forehead and took my temperature. Sure enough, I had a high fever. He made arrangements with his mom to stay with the kids, who were five and seven years old at the time, and we went to the hospital.


After triage, it was determined there was a good chance I had pneumonia, and I was admitted for a brief stay. My fever was high enough that the doctor put me on an antibiotic IV drip. The plan was for an overnight stay and then to be released in the morning.


Well, things did not go as planned….


I remember feeling so out of control. I had kids to get ready for school the next morning, lunches to make, a family to take care of. But I also remember how tired I was and how all I wanted to do was sleep. I had to surrender to the medical professionals assigned to my care.


A couple of days passed, but I did not feel any better. Doctors came by. The nurses checked my vitals every morning and night. The best part of my day was when my husband visited. His visits always lifted my spirits.


On the third day in the hospital, I began feeling extremely uncomfortable. With no appetite or energy, I slept most of the day. That night, I remember waking up because I felt a presence in the room. I was lying on my left side and slowly rolled over onto my back.


At the foot of my bed stood two women in nun’s black habits. One stood about a foot taller than the other. They did not speak; they just stood there motionless. I remember thinking, Why would two nurses come to check on me in the middle of the night? I quickly dismissed that thought and said to them, “I’m not doing so well tonight.” They looked at me and then turned their gaze to the IV on the right of my bed, almost as if they were pointing to it with their eyes. I rolled over onto my left side and went back to sleep.


The next morning, I attempted to eat a little breakfast and decided to turn on the hospital television that my husband had rented for me during my stay. Scrolling through the channels, I landed on The Montel Williams Show. He had psychic Sylvia Browne as his guest, and they were discussing guardian angels.


Not long after the show ended, my husband called. We chatted about the kids, and I began telling him about the two nurses dressed in black who had come to check on me in the middle of the night. He was confused. Two nurses? Dressed in black? The more I talked to him about it, the more I realized how crazy it sounded. Then I recalled the Montel episode I had just watched. We both began to feel that something really strange had taken place that night. I told him that they had stared at my IV, which had to mean something.


When the doctor came by during his rounds later that morning, I let him know that I had had a rough night and had not slept well. He looked at the IV bag and checked my chart. I think he realized that I was not responding to the antibiotics he had prescribed for me.


That night was crucial. The doctor had apparently told my husband that morning after his rounds that the situation was quite dire. It wasn’t until he decided to change my antibiotics that my situation improved, and I began responding and healing from the pneumonia. I was released the next day.


I’m not sure what happened in the middle of that night. Was I visited by two guardian angels? Did they manifest as nuns because of my Catholic upbringing? Were they there to let me know that the problem was in the IV bag I was hooked up to? The experience certainly had me baffled. I seemed to have more questions than answers. However, what I do know is that I will be forever grateful for this divine intervention. The day I left the hospital, I took with me a renewed sense of faith and the belief that angels are always present in our lives.


— Lydia Jackson —
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Pay attention to your dreams — God’s angels often speak directly to our hearts when we are asleep.


~Eileen Elias Freeman, The Angels’ Little Instruction Book





My manuscript was finally done, but two nights later I had a vivid dream of feverishly working on it once again to make a November publishing date. I heard a gentle voice say, “Get up and write this down.”


I opened one eye. It was still dark. I groaned and rolled over to go back to sleep. Then I felt someone, or something, lightly shake me. At first, I thought my subconscious was working overtime, but my subconscious had never done this before.


The voice commanded, “Get up and write this down. Do it now.”


I sat up and swung my legs out of bed. I padded softly out of the room, careful not to wake my husband. Once in my office, I woke up my sleeping computer.


I recalled my dream, visualizing the changes made to a few paragraphs and additions to the text. It seemed I’d been perfecting the story for months, but now my fingers flew across the keyboard before I forgot the revisions I was supposed to make. At the same time, thinking about making those edits made my stomach churn because it meant it was time to send my work to the publisher. Afraid of rejection, I was stalling, and I knew it. But the dream seemed so real and the voice so insistent.


The story was near and dear to my heart and, at times, emotionally wrenching for me to write. Although a work of fiction, Sheltering Angels paralleled events in my own life, including my younger brother’s devastating death. It took me years to work through my grief. In laying it all out on paper, I relived every heart-wrenching detail.


My writing-group friends and editor all told me, “Your experience and how you dealt with it may help someone else.” Intellectually, I knew that to be true.


I completed the changes shown to me in the dream. After reading it aloud, I realized that the story sounded better. The manuscript was finished. While still at the keyboard, I e-mailed a publisher that I had used for my previous novel. Writing a professional introduction to my work, I attached the manuscript and hit Send. The book was out of my hands. Feeling a sense of relief, I went back to the bedroom where my husband was still sleeping. I showered and dressed and went to the kitchen for breakfast. Later, with a cup of coffee in hand, I returned to the computer to check my e-mails.


My eyes widened because I had had a reply from my publisher within one hour of sending my manuscript. Never had an answer come so quickly or at that hour. Wally, the owner of the small publishing company, acknowledged the receipt of my work and said, “Your e-mail could not have come at a better time. I’m getting ready for a virtual meeting with all my editors about what books we will put forward in the future. Since you are an established author with us, I’m adding Sheltering Angels to my pile. I’ll have an answer for you in a day or two.”


Sheltering Angels entered into the publishing process two days later. Its debut happened exactly on the day I dreamed. In hindsight, it’s perfectly clear to me why the voice was so insistent.


— Nancy Emmick Panko —










[image: Image] Mystical Owl Quartet





If you’re not okay, you might as well not pretend you are, especially since life has a way of holding us down until we utter that magic word: help! That’s when angels rush to your side.


~Glennon Doyle Melton





What do owls and the mystical algorithm of the universe have in common? Spiritually, owls symbolize death in the form of life transitions or change. Seemingly, four of them must symbolize a very big change, right?


In May 2015, I moved from Maine to San Francisco with a new boyfriend, leaving behind everything and everyone for a Big Western Adventure. After the road trip, but still in the honeymoon phase, we landed in California, rented a house and bought furniture. During the nesting phase, I was alerted to the fact that I didn’t know him all that well. A series of lies and unexpected circumstances prompted me to take the truck and drive far away in a fury of tears and disbelief. Flight was my natural instinct at the time.


One incredibly long day of driving later, I arrived at a friend’s house. Like Yellowstone’s Old Faithful, I vented in exasperation until I was out of steam. He thought I was being dramatic but was supportive nonetheless. After wearing out my welcome, I headed back “home” to face reality. Halfway there, I pulled off the I-5 into the desert east of Pinnacles National Park. Mid-May in the valley is warm — long days without a wisp of a cloud anywhere. Pulling over to stretch my legs and untack the damp shirt from the small of my back, I savored the golden light and temperature reprieve offered by dusk. For the first time in several days, the hornet’s nest in my head quieted down. No doubt, the mindless drive on I-5 in an old truck without air-conditioning or radio had something to do with it. Tugging on my shirt, I hopped back onto the old bench seat, anxious to get where I was going with daylight remaining.


For thirteen slow miles, I drove into the desert moonscape on what was originally a stagecoach route used by early pioneers doing business at a nearby silver mine. Sand lapped the edge of the narrow, thin pavement, threatening to hide the road if the wind continued. Past rolling hills and cows grazing on what appeared to be sand, I eventually rolled past a falling-down farmhouse into a hot-spring resort promising solace and spring water with healing properties. Being in the middle of nowhere made me feel safe and untraceable — invisible even.


As dusk transitioned to dark, I built a nest in the back of the truck, inflated my sleeping pad, and arranged my pillow and nightclothes. I checked the batteries in my headlamp and deployed my toiletry bag to the tailgate for the nighttime ritual of lotions, potions, and teeth brushing. Other guests seemed to be tucked in already, so I slipped into my towel and tiptoed over to the hot springs. I chose a tub facing west. The profile of a ridge was illuminated with the very last sliver of orange sunlight. For a long while, I sat in that warm, sulphury water, wondering what went wrong. How had I so poorly misjudged my new boyfriend’s character? What kind of lesson was the Universe trying to teach me? As the stars began piercing the sky, the paradox of soaking in self-pity and healing water was not lost on me.


Thoroughly relaxed from the heat of the springs, I returned to the truck, crawled into my nest and fell immediately to sleep. Waking at dawn, I sat up to push the truck-cab window open over the tailgate. The morning light had a filtered quality that made the desert look warm and velvety. Inspired, I grabbed my camera to shoot a few frames of the old farmhouse.


On my way there, a pine grove harboring two tent sites posed a distraction. A dark-haired woman standing outside the grove greeted me, with a Chihuahua in one arm and coffee cup in the other. We exchanged pleasantries as I observed the remaining teaspoon of coffee hypnotically rolling back and forth in the bottom of her tin cup. She explained that we were on Native American healing ground, and she was studying shamanism.


Torn by the parallel desire to hear more of her story or to capture the farmhouse in dreamy, morning light, I chose the farmhouse and excused myself. In parting, my acquaintance said, “The world is going to change, and women are going to be the ones who do it.”


Nodding in agreement and contemplation, I thanked her for the chat and walked toward my subject. I captured several frames, admiring the juxtaposition of the lonely farmhouse in a desert oasis.


Feeling the need to get on the road, I headed for my bag on the tailgate, swapping the camera for toiletries. I simultaneously brushed my teeth and stowed things for the drive home. A moment after getting back on the road I looped back to thank the lady for the profound conversation and to ask if she’d like to keep in touch.


I didn’t see her where we had previously stood, so I hopped out and walked to the pines. There was no vehicle there, and I realized there hadn’t been one twenty minutes prior. Maybe she had parked in the shade somewhere. Nearing the grove, I still didn’t sense her presence. No hiss of a propane stove or rustling of a Chihuahua in the pine needles. It was dark in the grove compared to the blue-sky morning outside. I walked in, pupils dilating quickly. No one was there. No dark-haired woman, no Chihuahua, no sign of a camper at all. Not a tent. Not a cooler. Nothing.


The clearing was small in circumference, with a radius of less than thirty feet in any direction from where I was standing. Wondering where the lady might be, the hairs on my arms stood at attention as I gazed upward into the pine canopy. On a branch directly above me sat four owls perched in a line. Spooked, I took a deep breath as my feet moved my body backward out of the pine grove.


No lady. Four owls.


I hustled to the truck and onto the old stagecoach road, subconsciously holding my breath for much of the drive back. Certain that the apparition wasn’t imaginary, I puzzled over the encounter. It didn’t feel like a haunting but rather a mystical messenger delivering a riddle.


Approaching the highway, I regained cell service and was startled by message alerts ding-ding-dinging on the seat beside me. Pulling over, I found a flood of messages from friends and loved ones whom I hadn’t heard from in months. Feeling buoyed, I reconciled that my relationship had died, but my Big Western Adventure was just beginning.


Had the Universe sent a messenger previewing lessons I would encounter? Had she existed in that moment, in that desert oasis, to help me recognize and trust inner guidance on a higher level? Surrendering to my intuition, I started paying attention to these signs and seeing synchronicities everywhere I looked. They are numerous, occur regularly, and endlessly illuminate the path I’m traveling.


It’s been a blessing.


— Elizabeth K. Goodine —
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How beautiful a day can be


When kindness touches it!


~George Elliston





Years ago, I found myself in the local grocery store with my barely one-year-old son. I wore an owl sweater that covered my bony shoulders from weeks of eating as little as possible. My eyes were hollow with deep shadows of darkness underneath from countless sleepless nights. My hair was crimped from braids the night before. It was the most I could do to attempt to look ready for public interaction and to face a new day.


My husband had told me several weeks before that he wanted a divorce. My kids were ages three and one. I was heartbroken, which quickly carried over to the anger-and-rage stage I had stayed stuck in far too long. I was physically starved for food. Emotionally starved for love. And spiritually starved for understanding and peace after my world was turned upside down in one single, horrible conversation.


As I did my usual grocery shopping early that morning, I tried to put on my bravest face — if only for the small child smiling back at me from his car seat carrier perched in the front of the grocery cart. I needed to be strong for him and his older brother. They were my saving grace during that time of traumatic emotional upheaval.


I recall walking to the dairy aisle. I hated that aisle. It was cold, unwelcoming, and made me want to shiver my way far from the butter, cheese and eggs, which seemed to mock my now typical awkward, troubled appearance. As I reached for a box of butter, I looked up to find an elderly gentleman directly beside me. He looked kind.


I smiled. He smiled. He looked deep into my tired, sad, lifeless eyes and said three simple words: “You are beautiful.” With tears streaming down my face, I turned to thank him, but he was gone. He vanished as quickly as he had appeared, changing my perspective, mood and life with three simple words.


At the depth of my despair, I entertained this angel unaware. He touched my broken heart with words I will never forget. He reached into my spirit and gave it a breath of re-birth, forcing me to rise above and re-evaluate my spiritual worth.


I will never know if he was really there or a figment of my fractured imagination. I only know he brought a smile to my face and a song to my heart for the first time in weeks.


I still had a long road to recovery and accepting my new normal. Yet, my interaction with the stranger on that particular day was the beginning of a healing path toward forgiveness, acceptance, peace and a greater love than I had ever known. That experience changed the way I saw myself, from a rejected, empty shell of a woman to a beloved, worthy, precious, and beautiful child of God.


— Amannda G. Maphies —
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God turned the adversity into a blessing.


~Lailah Gifty Akita





We were three strangers — Marcus, Jim, and me — meeting for the first time on the first day of a new job. We were all in our fifties — not always a good place to be. However, we found that we worked well together. And, after a year, we decided we could do better working for ourselves.


We set up our business in a one-room office furnished with used equipment in a rundown building. We had no customers and were dependent solely on our own efforts to make a go of it. With great resolve and more than a smidgen of panic, we went to work.


By the end of our first two weeks, we had enough money in the company account to ensure that we’d each receive a paycheck at the first of the month and that the rent, electricity and lease on the equipment would be paid. We breathed a little easier.


We worked hard, and the business grew. At the end of the first year, there were six of us filling our new, expanded office. Things were looking good indeed.


Along the way, differences in management philosophy resulted in Jim’s interest being purchased, leaving Marcus and me to run the business. At the end of our second year, we’d grown to twelve employees and had again expanded our space. The world was looking rosy.


Marcus and I met each morning for an hour before the business opened to discuss the events of the previous day, both successes and potential problems, needs of the business, and our personal lives. Marcus kept me informed of the financial side of the business, which was his responsibility. I, in turn, charged with generating revenue, told him about sales, pending sales, and large deals that were in progress.


We formed a deep friendship, going well beyond being business partners. We had a similar sense of humor and shared the same political philosophy and moral values. In those casual meetings, we discussed personal problems and our families. We laughed, cried and shared our victories.


In our fifth year of business, Marcus came to me requesting that I fill out a financial report for the state. “Just fill in the blanks, sign it and send it in,” he advised. As finances were his department, I found the request to be out of the ordinary. Still, I willingly complied.


While filling out the forms, I discovered severe financial problems in the business that Marcus had never told me about. When confronted with my discovery, he shrugged off my concerns, saying the problems were “inconsequential.”


The state agreed with my assessment. Within days, our business was closed and all the employees were terminated. My world collapsed almost overnight. Everything we’d worked for was lost and gone. I also lost a friend — Marcus.


During the next period of my life, my emotions ranged from rage at the betrayal by my partner to sorrow for the employees who were suddenly out of a job, to despair as I struggled with the total loss. I felt guilty; I should have known of the problems. I quickly found it difficult to trust anyone. All this gelled into one emotion — anger. Anger at Marcus. Anger at myself.


My blood pressure skyrocketed, requiring larger doses of medication. Even the thought of Marcus sent my blood pressure off the chart, my temples pounding, and my head throbbing. My stomach burned.


I put all my efforts into starting another company in an entirely different field. I trusted no one. It was my company; no one else was welcome to share. Two years passed in which I wrested a living from a slowly growing list of clients. There was little joy. Headaches were always with me, and I knew why: Marcus! Anger always boiled below the surface. Blood pressure hovered in that area that warned: danger!


One day while driving to an appointment, a voice spoke in my ear as though another person was in the car with me. I recognized it immediately. It was that still, small voice that I’d heard on a few other occasions. The voice quietly whispered, “David, you can’t live with this anger in your soul. You have to speak with Marcus. Clear the air of the problem between the two of you.”


On two other occasions, that voice has spoken to me, once as a direct answer to prayer about a problem in my life. It gave me detailed instructions on how to solve the problem that I had prayed about.


The other occasion was on a trip to Nogales, Mexico. A man was racing down the street, chased by a squad of military men with rifles at port arms. I stared with open mouth at the spectacle passing by. As the military people rounded a corner, the still, small voice spoke, “David, Get out of here.” I immediately crossed the border back to the United States. I’ve never been back to Mexico.


The admonition to clear the air of the problem with Marcus was still echoing when I turned the car around and drove directly to Marcus’s home. He answered the door, saying, “I was hoping for a chance to talk with you. I’m so sorry for what happened.” He ushered me into his living room, where we discussed the loss of our business, trust and friendship for the next two hours. At the end of that time, we agreed to meet for lunch within the next two weeks.


Early one morning, a week later, the phone rang. A friend was on the other end of the call. His words gave me chills. “Marcus had a heart attack last night and died.”


I sometimes still struggle with thoughts of “what might have been,” but the debilitating hatred that earlier infected me is gone. I find contentment with memories of holiday meals that my wife and I shared with Marcus and his family, of the high-fives we exchanged when things had gone well, and of the laughter over silly jokes. Such is the power of forgiveness. Thank God for that still, small voice that sent me to Marcus before it was too late.


— D. Lincoln Jones —
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Angels represent God’s personal care for each one of us.


~Andrew Greeley





With my hands on my hips, I glared at Joe as he lounged in his recliner, nodding off as yet another football game blared on the TV. I muttered under my breath loud enough to stir him, and he blinked up at me, confusion spreading across his face.


“What?” he said, his brow furrowing as he took in my scowl and angry stance.


“What?” I mocked. “I’ll tell you what. I asked you two weeks ago to change the burned-out bulb in the chandelier in the dining room, and just now as I was dusting, I counted three burned-out bulbs.”


Joe blinked, looking confused. “I said I’d do it,” he said. “I just haven’t gotten around to it yet.”


I could feel my scowl twisting my face into an even uglier contortion. The look on Joe’s face let me know that he couldn’t understand my anger, which made me even madder.


“You promised me if I would agree to buy this old house that you would fix it up and keep it nice. You seemed to feel like you had all the time you needed when you persuaded me to move out here.” My head jerked toward the TV. “You could have changed the bulbs during half-time if you could drag yourself out of that darn recliner long enough to keep your word.”


Joe sighed deeply and shook his head. “Are you all that angry about a few light bulbs that need to be changed?”


“No, I am not,” I said, slathering each word heavily with sarcasm. “I am this angry about everything around here that needs to be fixed, which you somehow haven’t gotten around to taking care of. Like the dripping faucet in the guest bathroom. Like the garage door that won’t rise up all the way sometimes, and I have to get out of the car and manually push it up. Like the loose board on the back porch.” I heaved a heavy sigh. “I could go on and on.”


“I’ll just bet you could,” Joe retorted. He grabbed the TV remote and turned up the volume to drown out any further complaints that I might have.


That made me angrier than if he had simply argued with me or withdrawn into silence as he often did when I vented.


“Tell you what!” I shouted as I stomped out of the room. “I’m going to visit my sister for a while. I’ll get out of your hair, and you can sit and watch TV all day. Call me when you get some things taken care of around here, and I might come back.”


I could hear nothing but the excitement of the sports announcer and the roar of the football fans in the stands as another touchdown was made. If Joe had turned off the TV and come after me, I don’t think I would have carried out my threat.


But he didn’t… and I did.


I didn’t call my sister until I had driven slowly down the driveway and was about to pull into the street. I kept looking in the rearview mirror to see if Joe would come after me. With a sigh, I realized that he was being just as stubborn as I was. Even as I experienced a little twinge of regret, I drove away.


It was a three-hour drive to my sister’s house. I kept expecting Joe to call and ask me to turn around. After I had driven more than halfway, I had to accept that he wasn’t going to call. I glanced down at my gasoline gauge and realized that I needed to get gas, so I pulled into the next gas station that I saw.


I was regretting my decision to drive off in anger, yet I was still too stubborn to make the first move. It was a Saturday evening, and people were pulling in and out of the gas station in a steady flow. I pulled up beside the only pump that was available. A middle-aged woman was at the pump in front of me, and she glanced up at me as I got out of my car, giving me a polite nod and brief smile.


“Hi,” I muttered as I thrust my credit card into the slot and selected my gas. Realizing how unfriendly I sounded, I turned to her. “This place sure is busy,” I said in a friendlier tone. “They must pull in a ton of money.”


She looked at me, and as her eyes swept over my face, I realized that she saw more than I intended to reveal. Evidently, my fake smile and false friendliness didn’t hide my anxiety. Her kind blue eyes looked into mine as she nodded in agreement and turned back to fueling her car.


When she was done, she suddenly spun toward me.


“Go back!” she blurted. “Turn around. Now. He needs you.”


Then her hands flew over her mouth and she looked alarmed. “I’m so sorry,” she cried out. “I don’t know where that came from.” She looked frightened. “That didn’t even sound like me.”


I realized that she was right. The frightened voice that spoke to me now didn’t sound like the voice that issued a command to me just seconds ago.


We both jumped into our cars. Both shaken. Both not understanding what had just happened. As she drove away, I hurriedly turned around. I was confused, but I knew that I must get home as fast as I could.


I found Joe in the dining room. Great pangs of guilt swept through me as I took in the scene. Joe lay beneath the toppled ladder, his body twisted at an odd angle. Blood seeped from his head where it had struck the edge of the dining-room table as he fell. I grabbed my phone and called for an ambulance before rushing to him and cradling his head in my lap. When I called his name, he opened his eyes halfway.


“I couldn’t get to my phone,” he whispered weakly, “so I kept praying that God would turn you around.”


My tears fell on his face. “He did, darling,” I said. “He did.”


Joe had a broken arm, two broken ribs, and a concussion. He was in shock. He required ten stitches in his head. But he survived — because God used an unknowing stranger to turn me around.


— Elizabeth A. Atwater —
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The most incredible thing about miracles is that they happen.


~G.K. Chesterton





“See you Sunday,” I told my fellow volunteers. It was a late autumn night, and we’d just finished our Wednesday evening kids’ club at church. As always, it was fun but exhausting, and I was eager to go home.


Two hours earlier, when I’d arrived, it was still light outside. But by the time I returned to my car a couple of hours later, the area where I parked my car was pitch-black. Almost everyone else had parked farther down under the lights. I walked from the church sidewalk to the front of my car, unlocked it, tossed my things inside and started to get in. That’s when I heard it. Or… thought I heard it.


What was that noise? I asked myself. It was barely audible but sounded like a tiny child laughing. I scanned the full parking lot and saw no one near me. But farther away, in the well-lit area, parents and kids were getting in their cars, talking and laughing.


That must be what I heard, I decided, dismissing it. But then a bigger voice — inside my head — told me, Walk around the car.


I didn’t. Instead, I argued with the big voice. I’m tired. I need to get home. My dogs are hungry by now.


I opened the car door again and sat down in the driver’s seat. But before I could turn the ignition key, I heard the tiny laugh again. I sat still and listened, but I didn’t hear the laughter. What I did hear was that big voice in my head again, a bit louder and more urgent.


Get out and walk around the car.


I still didn’t. I was tired. But I sat there, listening, wondering if I should just start the engine and go home.


That’s when the big voice became a bellow.


Get — out — of the car — NOW!


Okay, okay, I’ll get out of the car. I got out and walked from the driver’s door to the back of the car and peeked around. Nothing there, I thought.


But then I saw him.


A little boy, less than two years old, was joyfully smacking the back of my car near the rear passenger side. I couldn’t believe my eyes, seeing this tiny boy, all alone on a dark night in a parking lot. I’d come so close to starting the car and backing right over him. Would my back-up camera have seen him? I didn’t know.


“What’s your name?” I asked him, gently. “Who are you with?”


He didn’t answer, but someone else did.


“He’s with me,” said a boy of about ten years old. “He’s my brother.”


Until then, I hadn’t even noticed that a dark SUV was parked beside my car on the passenger side. The older boy swung the SUV door open wider so that the interior light came on, and I realized it was Mark, a boy I knew from the kids’ club.


“This is your little brother?” I asked, grateful that the little guy was not lost.


“He wanted out, and he kind of got away from me.”


Mark was a great kid, always polite and helpful. But that night, he wasn’t such a great brother-keeper.


“Where are your parents?” I asked Mark.


“My mom is over there,” he said, pointing to the far side of their SUV.


I walked around to see what was going on and found the mom — a woman I’d never met — deep in conversation with another woman. They were completely unaware of what had happened, and, in fact, the mom seemed quite annoyed that I’d interrupted her conversation.


“Your little boy was playing behind my car,” I said calmly but urgently to make her understand the danger he had been in.


She reluctantly followed me to my car and looked at it.


“Did he do any damage?” she asked.


“Damage?” I asked, confused. “No, he was just playing, but I almost…”


“Well, I’m sorry if he got fingerprints on your car. Anyway, we have to go,” she said, taking her toddler by the hand and strapping him into his car seat. And then they were gone


All the way home, my mind was like a ping-pong game, bouncing between disbelief and thanking God that nothing horrible had happened. I’d wanted to call the mother’s attention to the fact that her little guy could’ve been seriously injured or killed.


Thank God He didn’t turn me loose until I stopped and listened to His voice. I hope that next time He speaks to me, He won’t have to bellow.


— Teresa Ambord —
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We are each of us angels with only one wing, and we can only fly by embracing one another.


~Luciano de Crescenzo





I had just poured my second cup of tea that morning and sat down to read the paper. From somewhere, an inner voice said, “Go see Jeff and bring him the chair to repair. Go right now.”


It was such a strong impulse that I hurriedly dressed and lugged a dining-room chair to his door. Jeff was a neighbor who had lost his wife a while back, and he occasionally did minor repairs for me on furniture because he enjoyed working with his hands.


I knocked on his door and waited a while. I was about to walk away when he answered. He looked like he was far away in his thoughts. I felt awkward about disturbing him so early. I greeted him and then asked if he could repair my chair. He invited me inside. We sat in his living room. He looked depressed and not his usual self. He said he had had a stroke recently, and while he was home now, he still needed to attend outpatient physical therapy. He had to build his strength back up. I apologized for the chair and told him, under the circumstances, I would just bring it back home. He said to leave it.


We talked for a while. It had scared him to be in the hospital. He hadn’t been there since his wife had died. He said that, before I arrived, he was seriously contemplating suicide. So, my visit interrupted his darkness. Having worked as a mental-health therapist, I listened to how hard it had been since his wife passed and how much worse it was now since the stroke. The longer we talked, the more I saw his mood lighten.


We even started talking about his diet and how he had not been eating. He said the dietician had told him to eat more fruits and vegetables, but he didn’t care for them. Mostly, I was concerned because he was not eating much at all. I stayed talking with him until I saw his mood lift and the tension leave his face.


After I left his home, I went to the grocery store and gathered ingredients. I made him a hot meal I suspected he would like. Carefully, I cut up vegetables and prepared stew for him. It smelled heavenly as it simmered on the stove. I believe it was the best stew I ever made. I made homemade biscuits and prepared fresh fruit for dessert. I realize there might have been healthier fare, but I thought a hot meal would lift his spirits. I dropped it off for him. He was delighted that someone cared. Emotionally, he seemed in a better place.


The next time I saw him, he said the stew was wonderful. Though I usually am skeptical of compliments, I knew it had been because I made it with love. He talked of his next physical-therapy appointment. I made sure he had transportation; I would gladly have driven him, but he had figured it out.


I did not see him for a while. Then, one day, he knocked on my door with my chair. He had repaired it. He said it gave him a reason to get his strength back. He had returned to his usual self, and his confidence had returned. I was so thankful for the inner voice that directed me to see him that morning.


— Faye Shannon —
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I am convinced that these heavenly beings exist and that they provide unseen aid on our behalf.


~Billy Graham





He was the biggest man I’d ever seen — tall, wide and solid. As he approached my stalled van in the Lower Ninth Ward of New Orleans, every horror story I’d heard about the neighborhood rushed into my mind.


His tap on the window was surprisingly gentle for such a big man. A compassionate smile filled his face with warmth. I rolled down the window an inch.


“Looks like you have a problem, ma’am. Maybe I can help, if you want.” His basso profundo seemed to resonate within me, and my fears eased.


“The engine coughed a couple of times as I came down the bridge,” I said. “And then it just quit on me. It won’t start, but the gauge says I have plenty of gas. I don’t know what to do. I’m just glad I was able to coast out of traffic.” I thanked God for the steep slope of the Judge William Seeber Bridge, which gave me enough momentum to get clear of the flow of cars on busy Claiborne Avenue.


In those days, before cell phones, I was cut off from all the resources I might have utilized.


“Let’s just take a look under the hood,” he said. “You just stay there in the shade. I’ll be back in a minute.”


He popped the hood, and I heard his cheerful humming as he examined the engine. True to his word, he was back in a few moments. I rolled down the window a little more to hear his findings.


“All your connections and hoses seem tight. Let’s try starting it again, if you would, please.”


I nodded and turned the key. He cocked his head toward the engine compartment and listened to the grinding of the starter.


“Sounds like it’s not getting any gas. But you said you have plenty?”


“Half a tank, according to the gauge, Mr. James,” I answered, using the name embroidered in red over the pocket of his faded navy-blue shirt.


“Well, maybe it’s a filter problem if you got gas and it ain’t getting through. Let me just check that out.” He disappeared around the front of the vehicle again.


By now, my pulse had returned to normal, and I wasn’t afraid of him anymore. When he came back to my window, I was able to return his smile.


“I’m going to need one of my tools to get that loose.” He pointed diagonally across the street to a tiny service station. “I’ll go get it and be right back.”


I watched him cross the traffic lanes, the grassy neutral ground (the local name for a median), and then the traffic lanes on the other side. For all his size, he moved as lightly as a dancer. He disappeared into the shadows of the repair bay. A few minutes later, he emerged with a tool I didn’t recognize in his hand.


When he returned to the van, he gave me another of those billion-kilowatt smiles. “We’ll get this now,” he assured me. He dove back under the hood, and I heard clinking noises as he worked. In a few minutes, he straightened.


“I think this is the problem,” he said, holding up a cylindrical part. “Got some grit in it, like you got some dirty gas.” Before I could respond, he put the part to his mouth and gave a mighty blow. He might have been a bugler sounding the charge for all the energy he put into it. One, two, three strong puffs. I saw a little cloud emerge from the opposite side of the part. Was it the particles he mentioned, a cloud of gas, or the vapors of his mighty breath?


“Let’s try it now,” he said, and vanished under the hood again. I heard another round of noises. In another moment, he called, “Crank her now.”


I whispered a prayer, turned the key, and heard the sweet purr of the engine.


James slammed down the hood, ensured it was closed, and then walked to my window.


“You should be fine for now, ma’am, but I’d get that checked at a garage first chance you get.”


“Thank you so much. You’re a lifesaver. What do I owe you?”


“You don’t owe me nothing. It was my pleasure to be able to help,” he said, smile beaming.


“But your time and your tools. And your diagnostic expertise.” I was flabbergasted at his generosity.


“No charge, ma’am. Just using the talents God gave me.”


“Well, you’re my hero,” I told him. “A real angel. Thank you.”


He gave a little salute with his tool and headed back across the street. I continued on my way home, another forty-five minutes away, but I couldn’t get him out of my mind. How could he stay in business if he didn’t charge people for his services?


My husband took care of the mechanical details, leaving me to ponder a way to say thanks to my angel. I made up my mind to go back and pay him something for his efforts. A week later, I had the chance to make the trip.


I pulled into the little service station, and a thin man came out to greet me. He was much shorter than James and probably 150 pounds lighter. His skin was much lighter, too, more a café au lait than James’s rich ebony.


“Hi, I’m looking for James,” I said. “He helped me out last week, and I wanted to thank him.”


“Nobody here by that name,” the man said. “Just me and my cousin, Billy. I’m Walter.” He pointed to the name on his stained khaki shirt.


“But he came over here to get tools,” I told him. “A big man with very dark skin.”


“No, ma’am, he wasn’t here. I don’t loan my tools to nobody. Are you sure you’re in the right block?”


I looked across the highway to the place I had coasted in my stalled van and confirmed to myself I was in the right place.


“This is the place. I’m sure of it.”


“Can’t help you, lady.” He shrugged. “I don’t know him.”


“Well, I made a coffeecake for him to say thanks. Maybe you’d like it?” I picked up the foil-wrapped package from the passenger seat and offered it to him.


“Why would you do that?” he asked.


I thought back to my giant angel. “It’s my pleasure,” I answered. “Just using the talents God gave me.”


— Mary Beth Magee —
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