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    New Beginnings




    The truth is that our finest moments are most likely to occur when we are feeling deeply uncomfortable, unhappy, or unfulfilled. For it is only in such moments, propelled by our discomfort, that we are likely to step out of our ruts and start searching for different ways or truer answers.




    M. Scott Peck




    Some plants grow quickly, some slowly, but the real miracle is that they grow. Within our growing is a miracle, too.




    Karen Goldman




    Life as we know it is passing away and something new is arising to take its place.




    Author unknown




    

       

    




    Introduction:


     The Miracle of Change




    

      

        

          We cannot fully understand this life, until we catch a glimpse of what lies beyond.




          Raymond Moody


        


      


    




    Yes, I believe in angels. I believe each one of us has a guardian angel who watches over us in this life and the next. I believe that angels can speak through our dreams or our intuition, or through the spirits of loved ones who have passed to the other side. I believe they can reach out to us through coincidences or other signs that have personal meaning for us. And sometimes they can appear in the guise of other people or animals, consciously or unconsciously guided by those from an invisible dimension.




    I’m guessing, as you’ve picked up this book, that either you believe in angels – because you have personal experience of them and are in tune with the message of love and healing they bring – or you are curious about them and want to know more. If it’s the latter, I’m not going to try to convince you or offer ‘proof of their reality. I’m hoping, though, that what you read here will at the very least open your mind to the possibility that they are real.




    In my opinion, an open mind is the greatest virtue. An open mind can lead to new perspectives and with new perspectives comes the possibility of transformation. An open mind can lift the veil between this world and the world of spirit, where time does not exist and life does not end with death. Without an open mind a person’s heart would never be able to change. And without change a person’s life would stagnate. There would be no learning, no movement, no experience and no growth.




    I’ve been gathering together collections of real-life angel encounters for close to twenty-five years now from people of all ages, cultures and backgrounds. All these stories differ widely in the details and circumstances, but there are also a number of familiar themes, and one that I’ve noticed time and time again is the theme of positive change. It seems that whenever and however celestial beings manifest themselves on earth, lives are transformed and changed for ever as a result of the experience. It also seems that change, even the most difficult and painful, is a powerful medium used by angels to reveal themselves to us, and to offer us their gift of spiritual transformation.




    Angel stories themselves can also be messengers of change. This is because whenever life-affirming angel stories are shared they have the power to open the minds and hearts of those who read or hear them, even if these people have not seen beings of light themselves. They have this transformative power because they are a reminder that there is goodness and love in the world and that miracles really can and do happen.




    In my own life it took me quite a while to realize what a truly beautiful gift from my angels change can be. Like many people, I resisted it at every opportunity because I was frightened of the ‘devil’ I didn’t know. Looking back, I can see now that it wasn’t until I was able to embrace change, face up to my fears and step out from the comfort of the familiar that my spiritual journey could truly begin.




    Running away




    Fifteen years ago I was thirty years old. I should have felt happy and fulfilled. I had just married the most amazing man and my writing career was beginning to blossom. Not only that but I was making slow but gradual progress with my psychic development. I couldn’t ‘see’ or ‘hear’ my angels yet, and it was a source of huge disappointment to me that I hadn’t sensed the presence of my mother in spirit, but comforting dreams and coincidences were giving me inspiration, strength and hope. With years of loneliness, hard times and struggle behind me, and so much happiness to look forward to, I should have felt on top of the world. But I didn’t. On the outside I was all smiles, but inside there was still an emptiness; an emptiness that wouldn’t go away.




    I did not realize it at the time, but instead of dealing with these feelings of emptiness I tried to escape them, by quite literally running away. Ever since my teens I had been an active and health-conscious person. Eating healthily and exercising regularly were an important part of my life. I especially loved to run. I’d always been an energetic person. At school I used to find it hard to sit still in lessons; I would dream of running away.




    With so much energy to burn, I was naturally drawn to sport and movement of all kinds. My first love was dancing. I must have been fairly good because when I was sixteen, I was offered no less than four scholarships from dance academies in London. Trouble was, the scholarships only paid the tuition fees. My poor mother just didn’t have the money to pay the living, clothing and accommodation expenses required so my dancing dreams ended almost as soon as they began. Bitterly disappointed, I refocused my efforts on getting into university, but this only used up my mental energy. I needed an outlet for my physical energy. Being a bit shy, I found it in running.




    I can’t remember when running switched from being something I enjoyed to being a compulsion, but I think it was probably a series of events that all led to this. During the height of my dancing years, when I still believed a career might be possible and I wanted my body to look perfect, I had a brush with anorexia and running certainly played a part in keeping my calorie intake down. Fortunately, I did manage to overcome anorexia and reach a healthy weight in my late teens, but even though I was eating enough, I continued to exercise at an intense level. I convinced myself and everyone else that it was a healthy habit, because I looked and felt fit and was not underweight.




    At university, I felt insecure and out of place, and the only thing that made me feel strong and confident was running, so my schedule increased. When I left university and entered the world of work, and went through a series of disastrous relationships, running became the only constant factor in my life. And then when my mum died, and my heart crumbled and I felt more lost and alone than ever before, running became the central focus of my life.




    I met my future husband at a gym, because he also loved to keep fit. It was an interest, a passion we shared, which was a good thing, but I don’t think he realized how addicted I was to exercise until after the wedding. On our honeymoon the first signs of tension appeared when I was simply unable to give myself a rest day from my running. There we were in the stunningly gorgeous Hawaii. We should have been enjoying every precious moment together, creating happy memories for years to come. Instead, there was I running alone at five a.m. along the beach, and there was my husband asleep by himself in the hotel room. I would come back at seven a.m., take a shower and creep quietly back into bed.




    One morning I overslept. I woke up at seven a.m. without having done my run. I think the sense of panic got to me and I started to cry and cry. Even on days when I did get my run in early, there were moments when for no reason at all I would get this urge to put on my running shoes. I would be looking at a beautiful sunset, or walking along the beach, but I couldn’t enjoy it. I had to run some more.




    Things went from bad to worse once we got home from our honeymoon. My husband, as may be fairly typical for some men when they get married, gradually lost interest in working out. He wanted to go to restaurants, the movies or the theatre or for walks in the park instead. He was enjoying married life. How I wished I could too. I went to restaurants, parks and the movies with him, but all the time in my head I was calculating when my next workout would be. I had this target of running for at least two hours a day, and sometimes when my husband was working abroad this target would stretch to four hours a day.




    I did not realize it, and few would have guessed it because my chosen addiction was a so-called ‘healthy’ one, but I was living the lifestyle of an addict. I was dependent on exercise to make me feel good. Deep down, though, I was trying to fill an inner void. I was trying to escape anxiety.




    About four months into my marriage I was finding it harder and harder to enjoy any aspect of my life. Whether or not it was a good day or a bad day depended on how much I had exercised. It was putting my marriage under strain and I knew I had to do something, but I felt powerless.




    And then I met an angel, and that angel changed my life.




    It was a warm sunny morning and I was doing my usual early-bird run. I must have been going for about thirty minutes when I passed this lady sitting on a bench. I remember her clearly because she was looking at me and smiling. I tried but failed to smile back. On my route back she was sitting there still, but this time she had been joined by another woman. I noticed that they were both wearing blue coats and they looked exactly alike, so I guessed they must have been twins.




    As I passed the bench, my left shoelace suddenly came undone. Hastily, I bent down to do it up and while I was fumbling around I heard one of the women talk quietly under her breath to the other. I can’t remember the exact words but it was something along the lines of, ‘Let’s hope the lace doesn’t do up, so she has to walk. You know, I see her out every day running and she always looks so miserable. She doesn’t seem to enjoy it at all.’




    The woman’s words made me angry. I stood up, flashed a beaming, toothy grin at her to prove I was enjoying myself and ran home. All day long I kept recalling what she had said and it made me feel tense and uptight.




    The next morning I set off again on my usual route. Thankfully, the bench was empty this time, but on the way back I noticed a man sitting there. Incredibly, my laces came undone again at almost exactly the same spot, but this time I didn’t realize fast enough and I fell over right in front of the bench. The man immediately got up to help me to my feet and asked me if I was OK. I was a bit shaken so I sat down beside him for a while to gather myself.




    When I’d been sitting for a few moments the man started to talk to me. He told me that he loved getting up early to watch the world wake up and he had often seen me run. He told me he admired my discipline and for some reason I can’t explain – perhaps I was feeling sorry for myself – I told him that not everyone felt the same, especially the ladies in the blue coats sitting on the bench together yesterday. The man gave me the strangest look and he wiped away a tear as he told me his wife had passed away three years ago in a car accident with her twin sister. They had both been wearing identical blue coats at the time. The bench we were sitting on was one he had put up in their honour. He thanked me with all of his heart for telling him this. It meant the world to him and it was the sign he had been longing and praying for. It gave him great comfort to think of her sitting there, taking in the view and commenting on the world passing by, as she always used to with her beloved sister.




    For the first time in years that day instead of running I walked home. There was so much to mull over in my head and I needed the silence and the peace of walking. It could, of course, have all been a coincidence, but what a coincidence! My laces getting undone at exactly the same place for two days in a row; two women looking very much like twins, sitting on that bench in identical coats; a bench dedicated to twin sisters who had died together.




    My mind and heart raced. There was a very strong and real possibility that I had experienced something supernatural. It was an awesome and humbling thought. Then my mind turned to what the woman had actually said about me. Whether she had been human or divine her words were sobering. She had said I didn’t look very happy, and she had been right. What was I really running away from?




    In that instant, as I walked home and listened to the birds singing, I realized something that had been plainly obvious to everyone but me all these years: running wasn’t making me happy. It wasn’t ever going to make me happy. It was simply distracting me from feelings of emptiness inside. And the reason I felt empty inside was that I wasn’t fulfilled emotionally and spiritually. There was still a little child inside me crying out in pain, asking to be loved and feeling unlovable. I had needed the running to numb how I was feeling about myself so I could function in the world. It was time now to stop running away and take responsibility for my own inner healing.




    My mum had often told me happiness can’t be found on the outside, only on the inside, but until that day I had never really got it. I had been searching for it in all the wrong places. That lady on the bench, whoever she was, had helped me see that Mum had been right all along. I had to find stillness within and connect with the higher, spiritual part of myself, because only with that sense of inner fulfilment could I break free from depression and addictive, compulsive behaviour and find lasting happiness and peace. I also had to understand that it was impossible to avoid anxiety. To live a fulfilling life, we have to face our fears – make mistakes, be wrong, be laughed at, be criticised, be average – and we have to learn to deal with our anxieties. Behind my addictive behaviour was the fantasy that being perfect, or the best, would end my anxiety, but as long as I am human perfection is impossible. I had to realize and accept that good enough is good enough. Only then could I free myself to live the life of my dreams and enjoy the journey.




    From that moment on I gradually began to shut down my running schedule and open my mind and heart to the magic and wonder of my life. It wasn’t always easy, but after meeting my guardian angel – as I like to call her – on a bench I started to replace my pain with feelings of self-acceptance and, dare I say it, self-love. And the more I was able to do that the more my confidence grew and the more the veil between this life and the world of spirit gradually started to lift. It would take me a few more years to fully appreciate what happened – and what I am writing here I freely admit is with the gift of hindsight – but I now wholeheartedly believe that my guardian angel spoke to me and changed my life that day.




    I went on to have several more angel experiences, all of which changed my life in incredible ways, and as my life transformed I made it my mission to collect together in book form other remarkable stories from people whose lives have likewise been dramatically changed, healed or saved by angels. Many of these awesome stories you’ll find gathered together here for you in this book.




    Magic moments




    In everyone’s life, there are moments when the wind shifts direction and life changes for ever. My ‘angel on a bench’ story fifteen years ago was one of those moments; moments when life is forever changed. Days, months and years after these moments pass you can look back on them and remember them with absolute clarity. They seem so real and so alive. They are infused with a potent mixture of insight, feelings and perception. In these instants, you fly above the routines of your daily life and in a wonderful ‘eureka’ moment glimpse the bigger picture. You feel free and at home at last, with a wellspring of compassion, understanding, acceptance and love not just for yourself but for all living things. Everything that has happened in your life makes perfect sense. For the briefest of moments you know, without any need for explanation, that there is a divine purpose to your life and angels are always watching over you.




    There are countless different ways in which people’s lives can change completely in a single moment. For some, life is a series of gentle, gradual progressions. For others, it seems to move from one crisis to the next. And for others it appears to float along in a simple, almost predestined way. But no matter how smooth or dramatic a person’s life appears to be on the outside, there is always some moment along the way which turns everything on its head, and nothing is ever the same again.




    This book is about these moments: instants when lives are transformed and miraculously changed for ever. It will show you that it is in these divine moments that your angels are reaching out to you as never before. It will show you that it is through the medium of change, even changes that hurt and are hard to cope with or accept, that your angels offer you the opportunity to become more than you ever thought you could be.




    Angel visions




    Since that ‘lady on a bench’ moment all those years ago an ever-increasing flow of remarkable angel stories has been coming my way, stories that have these fundamentals – an unexpected moment of revelation or deep recognition, an experience of time and place suspended, and, very often, an awakening of hopes and unsung dreams that changes everything in a person’s life for the better.




    I can say with absolute certainty that each one of us has had or will have a life-changing moment or even a series of life-changing moments. It comes with being human. Few of us realize, though, that in these moments our angels have never been closer and if we open our hearts and minds to them we can begin to see them all around and within us. And once we begin to see them our lives won’t just change, they will transform.




    I’m often asked what angel visions are and my answer is that they are a glimpse of heaven on earth. The form may be anything. Some people actually see angels complete with wings and halos. Some may hear a voice out of nowhere, or encounter the spirit of a departed loved one, but such dramatic encounters are rare. You are far more likely to encounter angels in subtler, but no less powerful ways, such as a stunning coincidence, a sign that has profound meaning to you or in a flash of intuition or a meaningful dream. They may manifest as a gentle breeze, a cloud, a bird, a coin, a song, the actions of a stranger or anything that speaks volumes to your heart and reminds you of the love and goodness in ourselves.




    All the stories you’ll find here are told by ordinary but extraordinary people. All of them are convinced that angels dipped into their lives and changed everything for the better. It wasn’t hard at all for me to collect these stories together. Since the publication of my first angel books, they have literally flown in my direction, proving to me that supernatural experiences are happening all around us, all the time, and ordinary people of all ages and from all walks of life, in all corners of the world, are being touched by something that is giving them remarkable courage, hope and inspiration.




    In my work as an angel writer over the years it is has become clear to me that angels are becoming real to and changing the lives of growing numbers of people today, and the reality of the message of hope, healing and love they bring is making people feel happy and safe again. I believe that right now, here in the present day as never before, it is a time for angels.




    A time for angels




    The speed of change today is far faster than it has ever been. For many of us it is increasingly tough to know how to handle it all. Relationships begin and end quickly, careers change in a heartbeat, news flashes up on laptops changing or altering our opinions and perceptions, not to mention the fact that religion, the glue that used to unite people, is now dividing them.




    Amid all this rapid change, it is not hard to see that things have gone very wrong today. Despite massive scientific and technological advances, inhumanity has not been eradicated. Images of injustice, violence, poverty and cruelty are everywhere. The world itself is showing signs of ‘disease’ with pollution and climate extremes. We even have the potential to destroy our beautiful world with nuclear weapons. The whole planet appears to be dramatically altered, and what was meaningful for us centuries ago has paled into insignificance when compared to our scientific and technological advances. Things we used to think of as sacred and unchanging are no longer so.




    It’s no wonder we feel so displaced. Our material world is changing so fast it largely ignores our spiritual needs. It’s not that our lives and relationships and careers today lack integrity or purpose, or that there is anything wrong with progress – it goes much deeper than that. There is a sense that the things society today puts value on – wealth, power, status, celebrity – can’t truly bring us the hope, inspiration and fulfilment we crave. We feel a loss of meaning. It’s like homesickness, a longing for something more, even though we don’t really know what that ‘something more’ is.




    There’s no doubt we live in a time of rapid and often confusing change, but I hope what you read here will show you that every change, whether big or small, personal or global, can, with the guidance of your angels, also be an opportunity for spiritual growth and transformation. And this is why our angels are here, right now. This is why they have chosen this moment in time to reveal themselves as never before. They are here because we each need a spiritual lift – a huge one – to wake us up to the possibilities offered by all these rapid changes, rather than the conflicts, stresses, confusion, suffering and tensions that are all too often created by them.




    We all need to be reminded of the eternal things that don’t change during times of great change. We all need to remember that the wonders of the external world are nothing compared to the wonders of the invisible world of spirit. We all need to reconnect with our angels. We all need miracles to feel centred and secure again. We all need our faith restored in ourselves, in each other and in the power of eternal love to transcend suffering, conflict, injustice and even death itself.




    And that is why, perhaps more than ever before in human history, this is the moment for miracles and divine intervention. This is the time to embrace rather than fear change, leave our limitations behind and become all we are capable of becoming, so that we ourselves can become agents of the miraculous. This is the time for us to listen to the angels within and around us and turn the destructive course of the human race around.




    Yes, this is a time of rapid and confusing change, but it is also a time for angels.




    About this book




    The time has also never felt so right for this book to be published. This wasn’t always the case, though. In keeping with the theme of change, there has been a huge shift in recent years in attitudes towards the supernatural. As I write this introduction, my previous angel title – An Angel Healed Me – has been in the Sunday Times top-10 non-fiction paperback bestsellers for three weeks, rising as high as number 4 at one point. This alone shows just how many people out there are in tune with the message of hope and healing angels bring.




    Fifteen years ago when I first started writing books this would never have been possible. For a start, mainstream publishers would have been reluctant to take on such a book, and if it was published the readership would not have been there or it would have been greeted with scepticism and derision. However, for a number of reasons, which include the decline of religion, and the rise of the internet – where angel experiences have become a uniting rather than a dividing force between people of all races, religions and backgrounds – angels are now without doubt a prominent spiritual movement. In addition to countless websites devoted to them, there are numerous angel books, newsletters, magazines and so on, as well as angel collectables and memorabilia.




    In a word, angels are everywhere and, as mentioned above, with pain and suffering in the world spiralling out of control, there can be no better time for the growing angel movement to manifest itself, or for this book to appear to add its voice to the message and the movement. We urgently need to be reminded that there is love, goodness and hope in the world and that it is more than a match for hatred, pain and hopelessness. And I sincerely hope, as you read this book, that you will be reminded that however difficult your life gets, however many changes of direction there are, your very own guardian angel is always by your side – a constant, loving presence who wants to help and guide you. All you need to do is open your mind and heart to the reality that you are never alone and that in this life and the next your angels will be always be there to lift your spirit and give you wings.




    I also hope this book will encourage you to look at every change you have to face in your life as an opportunity to grow, instead of something to dread. When I was finally able to relax and embrace the opportunity of change, things started to fall into place in my life. I didn’t find life such a struggle any more. I didn’t have to chase the writing career I longed for; it found me. I didn’t have to chase angels; they found me. And nothing illustrates this better than the fact that I am writing this book.




    Most people can’t believe that I’m not a celebrity and my books aren’t about crime, horror and misery, but I’ve somehow had book after bestselling book published. How can books by an unknown author about miracles, love, hope and healing, and not the typical trend for misery memoirs or celebrity tell-all, fly off the shelves? They say I must be very lucky to be writing about what inspires me. I have great delight in replying that my life hasn’t been easy. I grew up in disadvantage and there have been many struggles along the way. The reason for my success now is that I have finally learned to listen to my angels and hear what they are saying to me. There isn’t a day that goes by when I don’t thank them for their guidance.




    Another reason I believe my angel-story collections are gaining a readership of their own is that people are being guided to them. I’ve had so many letters from people telling me that they went into a bookshop or library without intending to buy or borrow an angel book, but somehow felt drawn to it. Or they tell me that a kind friend or loved one has sent it to them as a surprise gift, or they just saw it in a friend’s house, or they noticed someone reading it on the Tube and were intrigued, or in several cases they were lent a copy by a doctor or someone sharing a hospital ward. I have great faith that the book will somehow appear in the hands of those who are meant to read it. I have this faith because this book was written from the heart – the place where angels emerge – and through the stories of ordinary people whose lives have been touched by the extraordinary, it will reach out and speak to the hearts of those destined to read it.




    Before getting going with these astonishing true-life stories, in the first chapter of this book I want to continue the journey I began in my previous angel books – the journey of my own spiritual and psychic development. I feel it is important for my readers to get a sense of who I am and where I came from. I also feel that in order to appreciate and interpret the stories of other people, it is important for me not only to have had similar experiences but also to understand them.




    However, just because extraordinary things have happened to me in my life, and I hope they will continue to do so as nothing gives me more joy, I don’t want you to think that I’m some kind of ‘angel lady’ or ‘psychic’ or ‘medium’ or someone with the so-called ‘gift’. I’m nothing of the sort. I’m an ordinary forty-something mum of two (my son is twelve and my daughter is ten) with no greater psychic ability than the average person in the street. I may have been born into a family of psychics and spiritualists but I didn’t inherit the gift. In fact, it wasn’t until my late thirties that my spiritual journey really began. Until then, I tried so hard to see angels but the harder I tried the further away they seemed. And when my breakthrough moment of awareness finally came it wasn’t through blinding lights and visions, but through the subtle, gentle language of dreams, coincidences and signs. This has led me to believe that every one of us is born with the ability to see angels. And even though pessimism and fear can shut down our connection with heaven as we get older, and make us resistant to change and spiritual growth, we can all find ways to cut through the darkness and rediscover the love of our angels and the magical potential for spiritual transformation inside and all around us. Indeed, you don’t need any special gifts at all to see angels. All you need is an open mind and an open, trusting heart.




    Following the first chapter outlining some of my spiritual journey, so that you can see that anyone, whatever their age or background, can transform their life with the help of the angels, the remaining chapters of the book form the core of this book because in them I explore some of the astonishing ‘angel stories’ I have encountered over the years. As always I am deeply grateful to all the people who gave me permission to share their experiences and their integrity. A few sent in their own versions of their experiences, but in most cases I have written up the stories from what I have been told or sent. It’s a privilege and an honour for me to share these deeply personal experiences with a wider audience and if your story isn’t here, please forgive me, it is simply because time and space would not allow me . . . this time.




    True accounts




    Along with the theme of change, another connecting feature of this book, and all my writing, is that the stories, to the best of my knowledge, are true. They actually happened to the people who sent them. I have no reason to doubt the integrity of my contributors, who are ordinary people with ordinary lives, jobs and opinions.




    Although some of my contributors already believed in angels, just as many did not until their experience. Some were religious, but others were not. Like more and more people these days, they believed in something but were not sure what. And then there were those who did not believe in anything at all until an angel changed their lives.




    Many of the people who contributed to this book were hugely relieved to tell me their stories, sometimes for the first time. They wanted them included not for personal glory – as in most cases names and personal details have been changed to protect identity – but because they hoped that sharing their stories would be a source of comfort, healing and inspiration to others, especially to those facing periods of crisis, turmoil, trauma or grief. They wanted others to know that angels are always with us, even when we don’t think we can see or hear them. At the end of the day, all the true stories are accounts that bring a simple message of support, hope and love through angel encounters that transform this life and offer tantalizing glimpses of the next.




    Save a seat for your angel




    When I was a very young girl, my great-aunt Rose – who was a much-respected spiritualist and medium in her day – always used to tell me whenever I sat down to save a part of my seat for my guardian angel. It still makes me smile now to think of myself shuffling forward in my seat without hesitation or doubt to make way for my invisible guest. I’m not asking you to save a part of your seat at this point, but I would like you to save a place in your heart for your guardian angel and prepare to be inspired and astonished – as I never fail to be – by the incredible stories of people leading outwardly normal lives, but who have been healed, saved and transformed by heavenly beings.




    Some of the stories you will read here may take your breath away. Some will move you, or even stretch your belief. Some might remind you of experiences you may have had. The mind often forgets what it struggles to explain. As you read this book you may even be able to look back at your own life and remember, perhaps for the first time, life-changing moments you have experienced and finally recognize them as angelic in origin.




    Working on this book has once again renewed my connection to the realm of spirit and, as you’ll see in the next chapter, helped me dip into my life and draw incredible comfort from the knowledge that even though I thought my angels weren’t with me, they were there all along. I just didn’t know how to recognize them. It is my sincere wish when you read it that it will serve as a catalyst for your own belief by proving to you that angels are real, and even ordinary people, like you and me, can wake up one day and encounter an angel who changes our life for ever.




    Who are they?




    There is, of course, often no proof for an angel encounter, just the word of the person who has experienced it. In our rational world that expects scientific proof of angels, this can be a source of frustration and disbelief for many, even though in a court of law a witness statement is taken as evidence. Also, just because there is no proof for something, or we can’t actually see it ourselves, does not mean it does not exist. Take love, for example – we all know it to be real, even though we can’t actually see it. Science itself is also discovering many things it cannot prove, but believes to be true – ephemeral matter, curved space, liquid time, to name but a few – and there is no reason why angel encounters should be regarded as any different. Indeed, from a quantum-scientific perspective, angel encounters are simply things that humans have yet to understand well enough.




    But who are these celestial beings, these beings of light, and these forces of goodness bringing glimpses of heaven to earth? Like trying to prove the existence of angels, trying to explain who or what they are is equally impossible because by definition miracles are unexplainable, just as, by definition, faith is to believe without proof. At the end of the day it all comes down to belief and to those who believe in angels there is no need for proof or explanation. Nothing will ever have the power of their heartfelt trust.




    The power and love of your angels is boundless and perhaps it is best to consider every angel story as a gift that should be received with gratitude and humility, rather than a mystery that should be solved. Perhaps it is wisest to just keep an open mind and let the stories and the angels you read about here speak for themselves, let them work their magic on your life, as they did in the lives of the people who experienced them.




    Perhaps when you finish this book you will be able to decide for yourself, or perhaps you will not make your mind up at all. Your heart may be touched by the stories, or you may forget them . . . but whatever impact the stories have on you, the work of this book is done because deep down a part of you will know that once an angel dips into your life, it will never be the same again. And one day when the time is right for you, this hidden ‘knowing’ may emerge from your heart, and when it does your life will change for ever, because you will know that you are never alone. You will know, without any doubt or fear, that your guardian angel is always right beside you.




    

       

    




    Your Guardian Angel




    

      

        

          

            You have a Guardian Angel


            Who watches over you –


            Everywhere you go


            And everything you do.




            This gentle, silent helper


            Is there to be your guide


            To shelter and protect you,


            And for you to walk beside.




            Your Angel will always help you


            Whenever things go wrong,


            They’ll be the wings beneath your feet


            As Life’s path you walk along.




            Feel this calming presence –


            Be enfolded by its love


            And let your life be guided


            By a power from above.




            Unknown


          


        


      


    




  



    

       

    




    CHAPTER 1




    An Angel Changed My World




    On earth, an angel’s wings are inside.




    Karen Goldman




    ‘Please don’t leave me. Please,’ I shouted through the letterbox of my boyfriend’s flat, or should I say ex-boyfriend.




    The past few days had been a blur of desperation, pain and anguish for me. My boyfriend didn’t want to be with me any more but I needed to be with him. Being apart hurt so much. And that’s why on a cold, November morning, I found myself sitting outside his flat crying, pleading for him to open the door. Just two weeks previously we had been talking about going on holiday together. How could his feelings for me have changed so dramatically from one week to the next? If only he would see me, I was sure he would change his mind. Perhaps he was testing me, to see just how much I loved him.
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