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DEDICATION

I lovingly dedicate this book to the earth angels in my life.

You have graced my heart with more love than I could ever be worthy of.

 

To Harvey, my husband and soul mate. Thank you for loving me unconditionally, believing in me, and giving me the freedom to follow my dreams. I’m certain my real guardian angel applauds you for all the times you’ve picked up my drooping, earthly wings and straightened my slightly crooked halo. Your faith in my writing keeps me soaring with enthusiasm and gives me the courage to write from my heart. You are the wind beneath my wings.

To Kelly, my beloved daughter and friend. Your strength, encouragement, and love mean everything to me. You continually fill my heart with sunshine and flowers. I could not have been blessed with a more precious daughter. You will always be my baby girl.

To Thomas, my beloved son and borrowed angel for eighteen years. You are the shining star of my heart. Even now from your heavenly home, you are teaching me that love is the invisible bridge between heaven and earth. I can hardly wait to see you again.

To Mama, who gave me life and the invaluable gifts of laughter and determination. Your example of optimism and joy has inspired me to become an earth angel of encouragement to others. No one can take your place in my heart.

To Kara Noah, Tyler, Rachel, Angela, Anthony, Todd, Tara Aaron, Ryan, Dorinda, Dana, Brenda, and Linda. Thank you for every hug, every giggle, and every precious affirmation of love you have deposited deep within my heart. You are my treasures.

To my sisters and Brothers, nieces, nephews, and in-laws. The bond and memories we share are forever. Your love and the bountiful blessings of family have helped my heart find its voice.

To my earth-angel friends. You know who you are. Without you, many of the stories in this book would not have been written. You are my inspiration—the earthly vessels who’ve enriched and changed my life. If I fly on a wing and a prayer, it’s because you’ve lent me your wings and whispered the prayers. God knew my life would not be complete without you.

Most of all, to my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, from whom all blessings flow. You are my source for everything—my dream maker and my vision keeper. You are the one who put heaven’s pen in my hand. In You alone do I live and move and have my being. Thank You for loving me just as I am and allowing me every now then—tattered wings and all—to be an earth angel to some of Your kids. I give You all the glory.
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a SURPRISE tribute TO AN EARTH angel


They are all around us, scattered here and there, seemingly always at the right place at the right time as if by divine appointment. They often come disguised as store clerks, postal workers, factory employees, teachers, nurses, truck drivers, housewives, or even children. On certain occasions you may have entertained one of them, completely unaware of their deeds of compassion and kindness. They would never boast about their acts of love. They just quietly go about doing good whenever the opportunity presents itself.

They are angels—earth angels. They are earthly vessels overflowing with heavenly encouragement. They are ordinary people distributing love and compassion to their neighbors. They are helpers, givers, and supporters.

In my lifetime I have been privileged to meet a few of these earth angels. But there is one in particular I have come to know best. She is my friend. Humility is her trademark. She never seeks recognition or reward for her frequent acts of kindness. She doesn’t brag about how she has helped or encouraged someone in need. She never wants any glory for being the servant she is. She possesses a God-given heart of love for the hurting. And from that heart springs compassion—for compassion is the constant companion of love.

During the years I have known her, I have often seen her wash many a troubled soul in a warm shower of God’s healing love. I have watched her impart a sense of renewed hope, faith, and love as only one of God’s true earth angels can.

If you have guessed who this special earth angel is and who has penned these words of praise, you might think I’ve written from a biased point of view. Perhaps—just a little. But if you knew this earth angel as I do, you would know I haven’t missed the mark.

Who is she? She is my helpmate, my companion. She is also the author of this book. She is my own very special earth angel. She is my wife.

To Susan, with my heartfelt expression of love.

Your husband,

Harvey

P.S. Susan never knew until Earth Angels was published that these words would be included in her book. Thanks to Philis Boultinghouse, Susans editor at Howard Publishing, for allowing me to express them.
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But we have this treasure in earthen vessels, that the excellency of the power may he ox God, and not of us.

—2 Corinthians 4:7 KJV

I shall not pass this way again;
Then let me now relieve some pain,
Remove some Barrier from the road,
Or Brighten someone’s heavy load.

—Eva Rose York



Introduction
EARNING MY wings

When I was a kid, Mama used to tell me I was an angel with a dirty face. And when someone I’d never met asked her, “Is this your little angel?” she would playfully reply, “Yes, when she’s asleep and not dreaming bad dreams.”

I wonder if that’s why, when I was four years old, she gave me a nickel every day to take a nap! All I knew was that a nickel would buy candy and bubble gum at the corner grocery store. And before naptime was over and Mama missed me, I could be out the window, down the block, and back in bed.

I got away with it—for a while.

Then one fateful day Mama made a trip of her own to Mr. Mosley’s store. “Why, Miss Cora, how are you today?” he asked Mama. “I see that cute little Suzie ’most every day at about two-thirty, when she comes in to buy candy!”

The next day on my way back home from the store, whom did I see in the distance, waiting for me in front of the house? Mama. And what was in her hand? A long, freshly picked peach-tree switch.

Needless to say, my days of sneaking out the window to buy candy were over. It didn’t matter that I told Mama I was saving some of my candy for friends or that I just couldn’t sleep in the afternoons. Although the chances of running into danger in those days were minimal compared to the crime rates today, Mama knew it was still dangerous for a four-year-old to cross a busy street by herself.

Even then, I think angels must have been watching over me. For my own protection, they probably arranged for me to get caught—knowing that my four-year-old cherubic face and blonde curls were no guarantee that I would stay out of mischief. And even though I’m now a grown, forty-something woman, I must confess there’s still a lot of that four-year-old candy-store thrill seeker in me. Any guardian angel of mine must wear tennis shoes, because I surely keep whoever is watching over me on his toes!

It has been said that we are not human beings having a spiritual experience, but rather, spiritual beings having a human experience. There’s a lot of truth in that statement! Could it be that in our quest for extraordinary spiritual experiences, we often overlook the divine in the ordinary—the touches of heaven right here on earth?

In truth, God’s most priceless heavenly gifts are often delivered through the most common of earthly vessels—through ordinary hands and feet, hearts and voices. Most of us have never encountered a celestial angel face to face. Yet we all have crossed paths at one time or another with an earth angel who forever changed or sweetened our lives.

Long ago I gave up any vain childhood ambitions of becoming famous. Any dreams I might have dreamed, driven by the false belief that only the famous have the power in this life to make a difference, have long since been replaced by one solid and sacred truth: God has empowered each of us with a special, life-changing gift.

It’s called encouragement.

As a child I learned the value of encouragement from my mother. I’ll never forget our Saturday downtown shopping trips, when Mama would hold my hand and remind me to smile at the people we encountered along the sidewalk, regardless of their station in life. She made this time like a game and challenged me to see who would return my smile. She also explained, “A simple smile is like sunshine on a rainy day—sunshine someone might need today.”

A few decades later, those words still motivate my heart. I believe in angels—the heavenly messengers God puts in charge over us. But I also believe we have a calling to be earth angels to one another.

As I’ve tried to live out the values my mother taught me, I can’t say that I’ve earned any angel wings. But I have beamed with joy at the smiles, the laughter, and the sweet tears I’ve seen when offering a gesture of encouragement to someone in need. The feeling is heavenly! And that to me is the true reward.

So if I can lay any claim to fame, gifting, or passion in this life, I want to humbly claim the gift of encouragement, for it is God’s power and not my own that is released when I seek to encourage others. Amazing, isn’t it? To think that God’s awesome, supernatural power can be housed and released through earthly vessels like you and me! And that through that release, others might be set free and encouraged—or at the very least, catch a glimpse of His love!

But then, I shouldn’t be surprised. After all, more than a few times God has poured His immeasurable love and tender mercy into my own heart through the encouragement of an earth angel.

These earthly angels have entered my life in the most unlikely places at the most extraordinary moments. And although a real halo may not rest upon their heads, they are angels just the same—earth angels. Like real angels on assignment, they’ve brought me encouragement and hope when I’ve needed it the most.

Ever since Mama first taught me about smiles, I’ve realized that throughout life’s journey encouragement is a key that unlocks doors—doors of hopelessness, fear, rejection, grief, illness, and unfulfilled dreams. Encouragement allows our hearts to soar on wings of hope, beyond the doors of despair and into a realm of bright promise.

The stories in the pages of this book are not about famous people. They are not about great, winged beings in celestial array. They are true stories about ordinary people like you and me. Some are personal accounts of earth angels who have graced my life or of moments when I’ve been given the privilege of being an earth angel to someone else. Others are from people who told me their stories—stories that left angel footprints upon my heart and inspired me so much that I had to share them.

Earth Angels is my offering of encouragement to you. If one story evokes remembrances of those earth angels who’ve helped you through life’s struggles—or inspires you to blow the dust off your own halo and become an earth angel to someone in need—then God has fulfilled my dream for this book. May the stories on the pages that follow become angel food for your soul!



Give to him that asketh thee, and from him that would borrow of thee turn not thou away.

—Matthew 5:42 KJV

Let no one ever come to you without leaning better and happier. Be the living expression of God’s kindness.

—Mother Teresa




Chapter 1
THE LAST straw


Every morning at 5:00 A.M., Beth brewed the first pot of coffee and waited for the local bakery delivery of fresh donuts and sweet rolls. The small highway motel where she worked as a desk clerk catered mostly to weary late-night travelers; but nonetheless, Beth enjoyed creating an attractive early morning buffet for the guests.

This morning—the coldest ever recorded in this small town on the Texas panhandle—she carefully adorned the long, metal folding table with a starched white cotton tablecloth, a vase of freshly cut flowers, colorful napkins, a dozen blue pottery mugs, and a tall crystal cake plate that soon would be piled high with bakery sweets.

Just part of the job and true Texas hospitality, Beth surmised with a smile.

The donuts arrived, and Beth continued to arrange the table. She was interrupted, however, by the sound of the jingling bell that hung from the motel’s glass entry door. It’s a little early for guests to be coming to the lobby, she thought.
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