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I am Love. You are Love. All that is real is Love. This is worth remembering, especially when you seem to be stuck in the middle of a challenging experience.


Raphael finds a dead angel by the side of the road and embarks on a life-altering quest to bring it back to life.


Though he tries to keep it a secret, eventually his family joins his journey, encountering Mr Amichi who is nearing the end of his life and wants to help, but can he?


Through twists and turns, this allegorical novel explores the deeper questions in life; the importance of family, love, hope, dreams, death and the role of angels in all of our lives


Raising Angels is an uplifting and transformational novel that will impact your life and affect you deeply, long after you have finished reading.
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Advance praise for Paul Morris Segal’s Raising Angels


‘Every now and again a small book enters our lives, which carries a big punch. Jonathan Livingston’s Seagull was such a book. Now, on an entirely different theme of angels and humans, Raising Angels is a sweet, heart-opening book that carries a powerful message of Love. And in our current times, no other message could be more appropriate.’


— Michael J. Roads, author of Through the Eyes of Love and Talking with Nature – Journey into Nature


‘I loved taking some time out from “busyness” to immerse myself in Raising Angels and being taken on a journey in the process. It is an intriguing and compelling read and I adored the way each character contributed and shared their own pearls of wisdom and stayed open to the magic. Thank you, Paul, for creating this beautiful and uplifting story to share with the whole family.’


— Vanessa Finnigan, Holistic Bliss Magazine


‘Raising Angels is a comforting promise that there is much more to this world. The journeys and lessons in Raising Angels are not only gripping, but artistic portrayals of essential spiritual principals. From one beautiful chapter to the next I found myself immersed in an uplifting energy that left me fulfilled.’ 




— Charles Virtue, co-author of Signs from Above


‘When I got to the final chapters, I was reading through tears of joy that spontaneously poured out from my heart. This is a very beautiful and special book that will inspire both children and adults. If you enjoy reading Richard Bach’s inspirational novels, I think you will love Raising Angels.’


— Marc White aka ‘The Inspirer’, author of The New Age Book


‘Raising Angels is a delightful tale that will speak to the soul of adults and children alike. Seldom does a story enchant, inspire, entertain and educate as this one does. Paul’s eloquence and inspired poems capture innocence and truth with colourful dialogue and all the tension of a child’s fears, hopes and dreams. Raising Angels makes sense of spiritual experience with profound simplicity.’




— Dianne Graham, KORU Colours, Colour Light Healing


‘Whether you believe in angels or not, Paul Morris Segal’s Raising Angels will open your heart to the magic, message, and meaning in your everyday encounters in life. Raising Angels raises the big questions and will entice you to explore the messages that swirl in your dreams. Through the innocence of Angelina and Raphael, you will be led through your own miraculous journey and come to see that all things are possible when you believe.’


— Kevin Kitrell Ross, author of The Designer Life: Distinctions for Living Life by Design and Not by Default


‘Raising Angels has a softness about it and shows that anything can be accomplished if one never gives up and never loses faith. It is a very personal story about a very special family. They find a way to live through grief and find the joy of love and being loved.’


— Noelene Horner, owner, Mystical Dragon bookshop 




Raising Angels would be of assistance to anyone who has lost touch with their spirituality, their purpose and their passion. Paul Morris Segal has cleverly crafted a story that can provoke new ways of thinking, and this leads to new ways of living.’


— Charles B Kovess, CEO & founder, Kovess International, Australasia’s Passion Provocateur, professional speaker and author




‘Raising Angels is an easy–read book for children and adults. It connects all of us on a universal level and then encourages us to embrace our imagination. You’ll enjoy the journey and share it with your loved ones.’


— Christopher J. Smith, spiritual teacher/author, founder of The Sacred Humanity Foundation


‘In Raising Angels, Paul Morris Segal has crafted a love letter to the future, sharing profound insights on the power of love, positive intention, and family, wrapped up in a sweet allegorical tale, accessible to readers of any age.’


— Jenefer Angell, editor, Beyond Words Publishing




‘Raising Angels is a touching story that evokes a sense of child-like innocence, while seamlessly weaving in deeper spiritual themes. It is this feeling of purity and openness that makes the book special. Raising Angels will touch many hearts.’


— Mark Ireland, author of Soul Shift: Finding Where the Dead Go
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Dedicated to the Infinite Love within all readers.


May you:






Sleep in serenity


Wake in wonder, and


Live in Love
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I was driving my car up a mountainside. It was a thin, steep path with no real protection from the cliff on one side. There were no other cars on the road. For some reason my car started to speed up and I lost control.


The car went faster and faster until suddenly it went flying over the edge of the cliff. I realised I was about to die. 


The car started to spin around and around as it went down. On the first spin I held the steering wheel tightly and resisted. I was so scared. 


On the second spin I stubbornly held tighter, clinging for dear life. I didn’t want to go.


As the car spun around for a third time, I decided to relax. Letting go of all my fear and stress, I said out aloud, ‘I place every detail of my existence in Your hands’.


An amazing sense of peace came over me as I saw an Angel appear in the car beside me. The Angel held a purple crystal in its hands. With a big smile the Angel beamed and telepathically said,






I will come and be with you when it is your time to cross over. 







Instantly, I was no longer scared of dying. I felt no fear at all, only LOVE. I was reminded of a saying from a book I read a while ago, Not my will but Thine will be done.


I felt the spinning feeling again and still believed I was soon to die, but I was fine. Better than fine. I felt a real sense of joy and a peace unlike anything I’d ever felt before.


Then I woke up.
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Mr Amichi coughed heavily and leaned back in his chair. It had been a busy day and he was relieved that he finally had some time to relax and read over his dream from the previous night. He was oblivious to what was going on in his shop as he placed his Dream Journal under the counter.


He felt like an old man as he took a long, deep breath and wiped a tear from his eye. He thought about his lovely wife who had died many years before. In his imagination she always looked young, about the same age as when he had first met her. Just thinking of her almost took his breath away.


His memories made him smile. ‘Won’t be long now’ he murmured. 
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Every successful journey begins with a silent wish, 
progresses with a silent hope and ends
 with a silent prayer.


ANGELS: MESSENGERS OF LOVE, PEACE AND WISDOM









The real truth is beyond words. But it is so easy to
 forget and get caught up with all the noise. 
Be still. Be still and know that I am with you. 
Know the truth, beyond words.


ANGELS: MESSENGERS OF LOVE, PEACE AND WISDOM

















The Angel was falling down, down and hit the Earth with a heavy thud. Nobody seemed to see it, or if they did, they ignored it and kept moving, umbrellas up to drive off the rain.


Usually the Angel was perfect and white and very light. It would fly around and inspire people to live according to their highest purpose. But on this day the Angel lay motionless in the rain by the side of the road. 


The Angel was unable to inspire others in its still and silent condition, so people just walked past without giving it much thought. They drove past in their cars and rode by on their bikes; old people, young people, men, women and children. People of all religions and all nationalities and all classes. It wasn’t that they didn’t care. They just didn’t want to know about the Angel. Too many people had lost faith in miracles. They didn’t believe anymore.


All, that is, except one.


Raphael, with his short dark hair and big brown eyes, saw the fallen Angel and was amazed. He did believe in miracles and he did believe in angels and, having a big heart, Raphael wanted to do something to help the Angel. ‘I’m going to take you home,’ he told the Angel, cradling it gently in his arms. It felt light to him and he was able to hold it easily. Decision made, he picked up the Angel and despite the heavy rain making it difficult, slowly walked home. 


Raphael was able to get to his bedroom without anyone seeing him. He placed the Angel gently on his bed, making sure that its arms were tucked in nicely and it was warm. Raphael had never seen anybody or anything so beautiful. He was fascinated that an Angel was not only laying on his bed, but that angels were real, just as he’d always believed, and not just characters in fairytales as other people had tried to make him believe. 


Raphael was so still as he watched the Angel that he could feel his own heartbeat. Unaware that he was totally drenched and shivering, the moment he was sharing with the Angel was so precious, he just wanted to treasure it forever and let it go on and on. As he sat there quietly, his mind slowed right down and he felt a sense of peace and calm, which was quite unusual. What was going on?


Raphael’s dark hair hung forward stopping just short of covering his large expressive eyes, as he leaned over to look at the Angel. Like most young boys his room was messy and seemingly chaotic, but as he sat calmly by the Angel, it was a haven of peace.


Raphael suddenly felt a shiver and thought about how the weatherman had been right about it raining. He could still hear it pounding down and became aware, almost in surprise, that he was rather wet. He wiped his damp forehead on the sleeve of his bright-yellow T-shirt. He wasn’t wearing a jumper, even though it was cold. He had never liked them. Mum worried though, especially when he was outside without one but he was warm-blooded as well as warm-hearted. He loved to exclaim with a shrug of his shoulders, ‘I don’t feel the cold!’


Right now, Raphael didn’t care about how cold he was, or what Mum would think. He forgot about playing computer games and that he had promised to play football in the park with his friends. The only thing he cared about was the Angel laying motionless on his bed. Even though he thought angels could never die, it didn’t change the fact that the Angel looked as though it was dead. It was very still. Suddenly, he had a thought. Could I bring it back to life? Can I wake it? His room may have been small and messy but his generous heart was big. 


Doubt quickly came rushing in but something in Raphael’s soul spoke to him loudly. You must help this Angel. That was good enough for him. His mum often told him to listen to his heart. After all, he thought, everything must happen for a reason, especially something as unusual as this.


What can I do? Raphael looked at the fallen Angel’s wings. Was it OK to touch them? Would the Angel wake up and tell him not to touch? Putting his fear aside, Raphael reached over and ran his fingers over the Angel’s muddied wing feathers. They felt so silky and soft, and slightly warm against his fingers. That warmth spread though his whole body, causing him to smile for no reason. 


How could someone so beautiful ever die?


‘It’s time for dinner!’ called Mum. 
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At the dinner table Raphael chewed his vegetables slowly. His mind kept darting back to the Angel. Would it ever breathe again? Did it sing or play a harp? Why did it fall? 


‘Mum, do you believe in angels?’ asked Raphael as he played with his dinner, moving his vegetables, tofu and pumpkin pasta from side to side. Though he liked his food, he was not really a big eater. Like most kids though, he would secretly buy chocolate bars or chips up the street when he went to run errands for his parents.


The question took Mum by surprise. As she searched for a reply, Raphael impatiently asked, ‘Mum, do you believe in angels or not?’ Dad coughed uncomfortably. Questions were part of his work as a journalist but some didn’t have easy answers. ‘Of course Mum believes in angels,’ Dad cut in with a smile. ‘We have two ourselves.’ 


Mum laughed. ‘I always thought Angelina was more like a cute fairy.’


Raphael rolled his eyes at his sister who giggled at his expression. She had light brown hair, olive skin and a very pretty face. In fact, people often commented that she looked like an angel in a Renaissance painting. You could easily tell Raphael and Angelina were related as they shared the same large brown eyes and big dimples. 


Angelina put her face right next to her food and took a deep, appreciative breath. She liked to smell Mum’s food before eating it. She never had any trouble finishing her meal. As Raphael pushed his food around, he felt edgy, like he had to make a decision about the Angel quickly. He wanted to share his secret with somebody, but was not sure if he could trust his parents as he was all too often getting yelled at for some silly prank. The Angel was no joke and he wanted to be taken seriously. 


He wished he could tell Mum because she was a healer. Raphael had often seen her conduct healing sessions and sometimes miracles occurred. But he had never heard of Mum dealing with a situation that involved angels or bringing somebody back from the dead.


Mum had always done healing work since he was a baby but all Raphael really thought about it was that if you waved your hands near somebody, it seemed to work a miracle and they would get better. He guessed Mum did much more than that, but doubted she would be able to help in this situation. The Angel was dead.


Should I tell Mum? Raphael was not sure why, but he felt the answer was no. There was only one person he could trust completely to keep a secret, only one person he could be sure would understand even though she often annoyed the living daylights out of him.


‘Mum, can I have a new bike?’ Angelina asked, her plate wiped clean. ‘Or an iPod? Actually, I really need my own phone.’
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