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Introduction 

Yes, we believe in angels—and we are not alone. According to a poll conducted by Time magazine, 69 percent of Americans believe in the existence of angels, and 46 percent are certain that they have their own guardian angels to watch over them. Of those men and women polled by the newsmagazine, 32 percent claim that they have personally felt the presence and or guidance of ethereal entities in their lives.

Other polls had similar findings:

A poll conducted by Self magazine found that 87 percent of their readers believed in angels.

The Leger Marketing Survey of Canadians indicated that 57.1 percent of the population of Canada believes in angels.

Scripps Howard News Service released their findings that one out of every five Americans believes he or she has seen an angel or knows someone who has.

A Gallup Poll stated that 72 percent of Americans believed in angels, compared to 96 percent who believed in God, and 90 percent who believed in heaven.

A FOX News poll found that 79 percent of Americans accepted the existence of angels.

The Harris Poll declared that 68 percent of Americans believed in an angelic guardian.

An Associated Press survey stated that 97 percent of evangelical Christians counted on their angels to guide them in life. The same AP poll revealed that even among individuals without any religious affiliation, more than 50 percent believed in angels. Among the general population, 81 percent acknowledged the existence of angels.

Since 1968, we have been distributing the Steiger Questionnaire of Mystical and Paranormal Experiences to our readers and lecture audiences. Of the more than 30,000 respondents, 78 percent claim to have witnessed angelic activity on Earth; 89 percent believe that they have personally interacted with a guardian angel or spirit guide; and 77 percent say that they have had an encounter with a benevolent being of light. Our respondents generally describe the beings as beautiful of countenance and often majestic and awesome. Manifestations of light often accompany the heavenly beings, adding to the grandeur of their appearance and the feeling of profound reverence that suffuses those who encounter them.

The broadest definition of an angel is simply one who serves as a messenger of God. In this sense, a living person could certainly serve in such a capacity and serve God’s purpose by delivering a particular thought, knowledge, or counsel that one might require at a certain crisis point. Many of us have been privileged to have a good friend or family member become an “angel” when we really needed the unconditional love and assistance of another, and some of us may even have had such a person assume a protective, “guardian angel” role for a time. However, when we speak of our true guardian angels, we are referring to those unseen, benevolent entities who, according to many traditions, have been assigned to us at birth to guide, direct us, and on occasion, to protect us.

Some skeptical psychologists and other researchers have suggested that those individuals who believe in a guiding and protective angel may be accessing an as-yet-little-known power of the mind, which enables one’s subjective level of consciousness to dramatize another personality, complete with a full range of personal characteristics and its own voice. Such a theory sounds too much like a description of mental illness to those men and women who are convinced beyond reasonable doubt that they were guided, directed, and protected by a spiritual being. Those who believe  completely, without question, that they interacted with a guardian angel stoutly maintain that the reality of a spiritual guide or teacher is so much more than any kind of psychological phenomenon.

The idea of a spirit guide or guardian angel dates back to the farthest reaches of antiquity. It is unlikely that anthropologists have ever discovered a single aboriginal culture that did not include the concept of a spirit guide in its theology.

All the great world religions have some kind of tradition of a guardian angel or spiritual guide assigned to each individual human soul. The ancient teachings are also in agreement that angels are an earlier and separate order of creation from that of human beings, who were sculpted from the dust of the earth, and who were brought into being a little lower in the hierarchy than the angels.

As early as the third millennium b.c.e., the written records of ancient Egypt and Mesopotamia recognized a hierarchy of supernatural beings that ruled over various parts of the Earth, the universe, and the lives of human beings. The Mesopotamians wanted to be certain that they were well protected by their spiritual guardians, the shedu and the lamassu.

In the Sanskrit texts of the ancient Vedas, the word for angel is angira; in Hebrew, malakh, meaning “messenger,” or bene elohim, for “God’s children”; in  Arabic, malakah; and in India, multiwinged angels or beings are called garudas. The teachings of Islam state that there are three distinct species of intelligent beings in the universe. First are the angels that are a high order of beings created of Light, the malakh; second, the al-jinn, ethereal, perhaps even multidimensional entities; and then human beings, fashioned out of the stuff of Earth and born into physical bodies. On occasion, the al-jinn can serve as helpful guides or guardians, but they can also be tricksters.

The scriptures of all the world’s major faiths state firmly that angelic beings are not to be worshipped or held as objects of veneration. Even though possessed with ethereal energy and certain powers beyond those of humans, the angels are by no means omnipresent, omnipotent, or omniscient, and neither are they immune from falling into temptation or error.

In addition to their task as guardians, the merciful companions have the task of guiding their humans toward spiritual awareness. As well as being assigned to be available on occasion to give humans a helping hand, it is an integral part of their terrestrial task to lead their human wards to a clearer understanding of their true role in the cosmic scheme of things.



On December 12, 2000, the Times of London reported on a two-year study of the phenomenon of  guardian angels conducted by Emma Heathcote, a Birmingham University Researcher. Heathcote’s study, one of the first academic research projects on the subject of angels, examined the stories of over 800 Britons who claimed encounters with heavenly beings. Almost a third of those who contacted the researcher reported seeing a traditional angel with white gown and wings. Another 21 percent saw their guardian angel in human form. Others experienced the sensation of a force around them or a being engulfed in light.

Witnesses of angelic activity told Heathcote stories of seeing guardian angels at hospital beds and deathbeds, ministering to the ill or manifesting to escort souls to Heaven. A good number of accounts reported the appearance of majestic beings to allay people’s fears, to let them know that they were not alone in dangerous or stressful situations.

Some scientists have suggested that such mystical experiences can be explained in terms of neural transmitters, neural networks, and brain chemistry. Rather than external entities presenting themselves to provide assurance of a celestial helping hand, psychotherapist Dr. Susan Blackmore theorizes that angel sightings are merely apparitions created by the brain in times of crisis in order to provide comfort. She believes that the feeling of transcendence that mystics describe could be the result of decreased activity in  the brain’s parietal lobe, which helps regulate the sense of self and physical orientation, and that perhaps the human brain is wired for mystical experiences.

While the physical activity of the brain and its psychological state may sometimes serve as a conduit to a transcendent world, we believe that the appearance of the benevolent beings that we recognize as angels is far more than a manifestation of a belief in the unknown, a blending of brain chemistry, or a personification of our hope in a spiritual comforter. We believe that there is some spiritual reality that exists outside of us, that is interested in our human condition, and with which we may somehow communicate.

One of the more dramatic accounts in Heathcote’s research was an instance in which an angel appeared during a baptism at a village church in Hertfordshire in front of thirty witnesses, including the rector, churchwarden, and organist. Before the font suddenly appeared “a man, but he was totally different from the rest of us. He was wearing something long, like a robe, but it was so white it was almost transparent.”

The angelic figure didn’t have wings, and he simply stood there silently, looking at those assembled for the baptismal service. Children came forward with their mouths open. In a few seconds the angel was gone, but the rector stated that the appearance of the angel had changed the lives of everyone present that day.

“I interviewed a lot of people about that angel,” Heathcote said, “and and everybody told the same story. Their descriptions were totally consistent.”



We personally doubt that any human has ever seen angelic beings as they appear to one another in their heavenly dimensions. For one thing, angels are spiritual, rather than physical, entities. Throughout our many years of research and our interviews with hundreds of men and women from cultures and countries around the world who have claimed angelic contact, it has seemed to us that the angels have always manifested to individuals in a form that is most acceptable to him or her.

In the many cases that we have investigated, we came to believe long ago that the physical appearance of the manifesting angels depends almost completely upon the witnesses’ personal cosmology—that is, their religious background, their cultural biases, and their level of spiritual evolution. Therefore, even in this technological, scientific age, a person of a conservative or fundamental religious persuasion may tend to behold angels in their traditional winged and robed persona while a member of a more liberal religious expression may be more likely to perceive an angel minus the wings and other sacerdotal trappings. On the other hand, even those who consider themselves avant-garde  in many areas of contemporary life may still cherish the traditional and comforting angelic images.

Throughout the years of our research, we have continued to be impressed by the remarkable adaptability of the angel guardians. In one instance, they are the firemen who carried smoke-inhalation victims to safety and who later couldn’t be found to be thanked. In another situation, a guardian angel became the traffic cop who prevented a fender-bender during rush hour from becoming a twelve-car pileup with inevitable casualties and fatalities—and who then, literally, disappeared before the real officers arrived on the scene. Sometimes they are ordinary men and women who just happened to be present at the right time to listen with an attentive ear and to relay the necessary words of advice to prevent a troubled soul from taking his or her own life.

Of one thing we are certain: If an angel should appear to you, you will perceive the heavenly messenger in an image and demeanor that will be most acceptable and understandable to you.

—Brad Steiger 
—Sherry Steiger 
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Martin, a public relations manager for an Albany company, was driving on snowy New York roads shortly before Thanksgiving in 2003. As he drove toward Buffalo, the weather worsened into blizzard conditions and the highway became slick and treacherous.

Visibility became nearly zero, but Martin could make out the dark image of a large tractor-trailer looming in his rearview mirror. In spite of the slippery road, the high winds, and the swirling snow, the truck driver obviously intended to pass Martin’s car. As the strong wind pushed the trailer on the ice, the mammoth vehicle repeatedly edged over into Martin’s lane. Just ahead of them were the concrete walls of an underpass. With the truck encroaching more and more in his lane, Martin could see that there would not be enough room for both vehicles in the tunnel.

Martin remembers that at first he surrendered to feelings of utter helplessness, and accepted the grim reality that he might die in the next few moments. There was no time to hit the brakes: to do so would surely cause him to spin out of control and most likely swerve into the truck or the concrete embankment. There was nothing Martin could do but drive straight ahead and hope that the two vehicles could pass through the tunnel without colliding.

Then, more out of reflex than spiritual impetus, he began to recite the Twenty-Third Psalm, “Yea, though I walk through the valley of Death, thou art with me . . . .”

That was when Martin saw the angel appear between his automobile and the huge tractor-trailer. “He was incredibly large,” he said. “He was surrounded by a brilliant golden light, and his wings must have stretched out for ten or twelve feet on either side of him. As I watched completely awestruck, the big angel placed one hand against the trailer and another against my car’s roof—and he pushed the trailer far enough over into its lane to give both vehicles plenty of room to enter and to emerge safely from the tunnel.”

Once through the underpass, Martin had to risk sliding into a ditch and pull over on the side of the road to regain his equilibrium. “I had been saved  from what appeared to be almost certain death or injury by an angel,” he said. “I had seen—I feel I should say beheld—an actual angel. I began to weep. I was forty-eight years old, and the only time I even thought about angels was at Christmastime. As a little kid, my mother always told me that I had a guardian angel, but I had never hoped to see him. I’ve been in a number of tough scrapes in my life, but this was the nearest I had ever come to dying. To be able to push apart a huge tractor-trailer and a car, that angel certainly had to have supernatural strength.”

Martin said that on that most remarkable day, he learned that not only did he have a very strong and effective guardian angel, he had witnessed a wonderful demonstration of the power of prayer.
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Lauren tells the story of an angel miracle that saved her son from death or horrible injury when he was two years old.

In 1998, Lauren, her husband Patrick, and her son Jason were living in a second-story apartment in Oregon. It was a Saturday, and the family was enjoying some together time. Patrick was a long-haul truck driver who was not regularly home, and he and Jason were making up for lost time.

“Patrick was giving Jason piggyback rides in our upstairs bedroom,” Lauren said. “It was a very warm day, and we had the large window next to the bed wide open. Jason got up on the bed so he could more easily climb up on his daddy’s back when Patrick knelt down.”

As Jason mounted his father’s back, Patrick stood up, his back facing the window, and raised his leg to step over the corner of the bed so they might continue their ride. As Patrick swung around, Jason  lost his grip around his daddy’s neck and fell against the window screen. Patrick watched in horror as the screen gave way and Jason fell out of the window.

 Lauren was putting on makeup in the bathroom when Jason fell out of the window.

“I was no more than ten feet away,” she said, “but when Patrick said that Jason had fallen out of the window, I was at first uncertain whether or not he was joking, because his voice sounded so quiet and calm. Then I heard Jason crying from outside. I snapped into action and called 911.”

The medics and aid car were there within minutes. Lauren lay beside Jason in the dirt of the flowerbed. “I knew that I must remain calm so he would be calm and not move,” she said. “For all we knew at that time, Jason could have had several broken bones and internal injuries.”

After six hours of tests and several x-rays, Lauren and Patrick were given the astonishingly good news that, outside of some sore muscles and a couple of superficial bruises, Jason was uninjured.

Later that evening, after things had settled down and Jason had gone to sleep, Patrick told Lauren exactly what he had witnessed as their son was falling. He was aware that Jason was falling in a north-south direction, which meant that his head would slam into the asphalt parking lot below.

Although a fall on such a hard surface might mean his son’s death, Patrick was silent, mesmerized by the sight of Jason’s entire body enveloped in a cloud.

As Patrick watched in awe, he beheld his smiling son slowly drifting downward. As he leaned forward on the windowsill to see more clearly, Patrick saw that nothing below him was visible. He could see no parking lot, no apartment building, no flowerbed— everything below Jason on his cloud was pure white.

By the time Patrick had sprinted down the stairs, he saw that the cloud bearing Jason had miraculously turned in an east-west direction, thereby moving away from the asphalt parking lot. Jason landed in the flowerbed of soft dirt and bark that cushioned his fall and saved his life.

Lauren said that Patrick had been reluctant to tell her about the angelic cloud that had enveloped their son and carried him safely to the soft earth and mulch of the flowerbed. “Patrick was in no way religious or spiritual,” Lauren said. “He knew that I believed in life after death and in receiving divine assistance from angels when the need arose. He was simply awestruck by what he was seeing happening to save our son. That was why he told of Jason’s accident in such a quiet and calm voice. He couldn’t believe that he was actually witnessing a miracle and powerful proof that angels do exist and that they can intercede when we really need them.”
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In 1995, when she and her husband moved into a large home with plenty of room for their four children to grow, Renay placed a plaque of a guardian angel on the wall in the hallway that led to the childrens’ bedrooms.

“In fact,” she said, “it was the very same angel plaque that my mother had placed in our home when I was young. I told my children the story of the guardian angel and the importance of the plaque to me. When I was around six or seven, I had suffered from terrible nightmares, and I was afraid of every shadow in my room. Mom got the plaque and hung it on a wall in the hallway outside of my bedroom. She said that this special guardian angel would keep all the bad dreams away from me and always protect our house and everyone in it from evil. My bad dreams seemed to stop after she got the angel plaque, and I cherished the object throughout my childhood. Shortly before my mother passed away, she gave the angel to me.”

Renay followed her mother’s tradition and placed the plaque on the upstairs hallway wall, where it could keep watch over each of the children in their respective rooms, whether asleep or at play.

On the coldest day of the year in January 1996, Renay’s family suffered a devastating house fire.

“It was started by our four-year-old daughter, who was playing with a discarded ‘child-proof’ lighter in her bedroom,” Renay wrote. “I was on the phone when the smoke detector sounded. I was not thinking of the possibility of an actual fire raging upstairs, because we had had problems with the detector sounding without reason for three days prior.”

As Renay approached the stairway, she was shocked to see smoke and flames. There really was a fire, a terrible blaze sweeping through the upstairs of their home.

The three older children were watching television in the family room downstairs. Renay clasped the hands of the two younger children and told the oldest to start running for the outside door. She knew it was freezing cold outside, and she grabbed their coats off the pegs by the door as they rushed past it.

“I was running out of the door with the three kids just as my husband was coming home from work,” she said. “But I didn’t have my baby!”

With a commingled expression of horror and grief twisting his features, Renay’s husband emitted a cry for God’s help and guidance as he ran up the stairs and into the room where the fire raged.

“There he saw our daughter, still sitting on the floor cross-legged, staring at the flames that swelled around her,” Renay said. “Our baby was not touched by the flames, heat, or even smoke. She was safe!”

The next day, Renay’s father, oldest brother, and she walked through what remained of the well-built older home that had once served their family so comfortably. As they carefully walked up the ice-covered steps to the second floor, Renay caught sight of the guardian-angel plaque on the wall.

“It was not burned, but covered with soot,” Renay said. “Everything around it was either melted or burned, but the plaque remained.”

Renay took the plaque in her hands and held it in front of her as she wept. “Thank you for protecting my baby,” she said softly, looking at the plaque, her tears falling directly onto the completely blackened family heirloom.

And then, Renay said, almost instantaneously, a life-sized image of the guardian angel on the plaque began to appear through the blackness, right before their eyes.

“We all saw it,” Renay testified. “After the image of the angel had faded back into the blackness, we  all agreed that the angel had the exact likeness of the one on the plaque of the guardian angel that Mom had bought for our home so many years ago.

“Through the fire, the guardian angel protected not only my children, but also the beloved plaque she adorns,” Renay said, concluding her story. “I still have the plaque. It remains blackened, and some of the varnish has chipped off, but she still watches over my family, as she will watch over the families of my children for many years to come.”
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Jack vividly recalls the late afternoon in July 2005 when he gathered around his grandfather’s hospital bed with his father, Ryan, his two uncles, Miles and Devin, and four of his cousins.

Grandpa Brendan was dying and members of the immediate family had been summoned to his bedside by the head nurse on the floor.

“I was eighteen and had just graduated from high school,” Jack said. “My dad, Ryan, was the oldest of the men in his family. His two brothers were quite a bit younger, and they and everyone else looked to Dad in times like these. Of course, we hadn’t really had a time like this since Grandma had died four years ago.”

Jack remembered how difficult it was to see his grandfather lying in the hospital bed, gasping for air from the oxygen tube in his nostrils.

“Grandpa had been a longshoreman in New York before he married Grandma and moved to Rhode  Island and bought a little mom-and-pop store in the neighborhood where my dad and uncles had grown up,” Jack said. “I can remember how strong my dad always said that Grandpa had been. Just a year ago, when Grandpa got sick at age eighty-six, Dad had said that he would shake it. Dad told all of us in the family that Grandpa was a tough old bird.”

And now, the family faced the grim reality that Jack’s father had been wrong in his optimistic diagnosis. Grandpa was dying in spite of his oldest son’s assurances of his invulnerability.

The window to the room was open, and Jack could hear the laughter of children playing in a nearby park. It seemed somehow very wrong to him that while his family was solemnly gathered around a hospital bed, awaiting his beloved grandfather’s final moments, that the rest of the world could be happy, playing, laughing, completely unaware that a once strong and proud man was struggling to hold on to his last gasps of life and breath. It seemed to Jack that the world should be mourning Grandpa Brendan.

Grandpa said something in a hoarse whisper, and Ryan leaned forward to listen and to ask him to repeat what he had said.

“I have never seen Dad look as desperate and at a loss as he did when he stood up and turned to face the rest of us,” Jack said. “In a whisper not  much louder than Grandpa’s, Dad said that Grandpa wanted us to pray the Rosary.”

Jack said that they all stood shifting uncomfortably, looking at each other hopefully, then looking away, feeling the strain of guilt and more than a small touch of helplessness and religious awkwardness: None of them knew the words of the Rosary.

Grandpa Brendan had been reared a strict Roman Catholic. He had attended church with his parents until he left to go out on his own. He often told his family that he had even been an altar boy.

When Grandpa fell in love with Grandma, who was a lapsed Catholic, he still regularly attended Mass and went to confession. After they were married and moved to Rhode Island, he remained a faithful churchgoer. After the children came and the young couple were working long hours seven days a week, church attendance began to become very expendable. By the time the three children had reached school age, the family’s church attendance included only Christmas and Easter. When the boys went off on their own, got jobs, and got married, none of them attended church at all.

“We couldn’t say that we were ‘fallen away Catholics,’” Jack said, “because we had never been Catholics at all. But now a man that we had all loved, respected, and admired was begging us to pray the Rosary around his deathbed.”

Jack’s cousin, Nicole, who was in eighth grade, said that she had heard a friend of hers praying the Rosary. “I think it starts out, ‘O Mary, you are the mother of Jesus, born in Bethlehem,’ but I don’t remember the rest,” she said.

Grandfather began to weep, saying that it meant so much to him that they would pray the Rosary for him around his bed.

“Grandpa’s tears and his crying made us all feel terrible,” Jack said. “Dad said that he would send for a priest, but Grandpa said that he wanted the family to pray the Rosary as they stood in a circle around his bed.”

Uncle Miles said that since Ryan was the oldest son, he must remember hearing their father pray the Rosary.

“Dad gave it a try,” Jack said. “We gathered around Grandpa’s bed, joined hands, and Dad told us to repeat the words after he said them. He more or less started out like Nicole had, then the prayer soon deteriorated into a meaningless jumble of words as we tried to follow his lead. Poor Grandpa became so stressed that he began to cry in deep sobs of despair.”

Jack said that just as the family was feeling about as low as they possibly could, a Roman Catholic nun entered the room and asked if she might be of service. She told them that she had been passing in the hall and had heard them stumbling over the words of the Rosary.

“To my eyes, she was the quintessential Roman Catholic Sister,” Jack said. “She wore the traditional black habit, and she carried a large crucifix in addition to a Rosary. She was quite tall and carried herself in a way that was almost rigid and somewhat restrained. All in all, she was quite an imposing figure, but her smile was so kind and her blue eyes seemed to be able to look right into a person’s mind and tell what he was thinking.”

Jack’s father thanked her and asked her to please lead them in the praying of the Rosary.

The nun knelt at Grandpa’s bedside and prayed the Lord’s Prayer. Then, in a voice that touched each of the family members with a warmth and reverence, she began: “Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with you. Blessed are you among women, and blessed is the fruit of your womb, Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners now and in the hour of our death.”
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