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for sending angels to
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Preface

Have you had an angel experience’ Ever since my life was saved by an angel
during an armed carjacking in 1995, I’ve devoted my time to researching and teaching
these experiences. Just within the past five years, it seems that an increasing number of us
have seen, heard, or felt the presence of a celestial being, based on the ever-growing
number of angel stories I’ve received.

Fifty-five percent of the 1,700 American adults surveyed by Baylor University in
2008 reported that they had been “protected from harm by a guardian angel.” The survey
included a statistically significant number of people who didn’t consider themselves
religious, which illustrates how angels help everyone equally.

The angels are here among us right now, and your guardian angels are with you as
you read this sentence. They’re making their presence known in order to help calm
earthly fears about the future and to guide you to the path of your Divine life purpose.

This book contains true accounts of people whose lives have been saved or
changed by angelic intervention. Some of these stories are favorites culled from my
previous books Angel Visions and Angel Visions Il. As you’ll read, the people involved
are ordinary folks. You don’t need to be a saint or lead a perfect life in order to connect
with angels. Every person has guardian angels who provide protection and guidance.

The word angel means ‘messenger of God.” These beings help us hear the



messages of God’s will, especially during times when we’re in crisis or too frightened or
stressed to hear the Divine directly. After all, our Creator is 100 percent love, which is
the highest vibrational level of all.

It’s easy to connect with God when you’re in a state of bliss, such as during
meditation. However, when you need heaven the most, your stress vibrations lower your
ability to hear this voice from above. That’s when angels are sent to your side, as bridges
between the earthly ego and the Divine higher self.

Angel experiences come in many varieties, and in this book you’ll read about
people who have:

* Seen an angel either in meditation or with their physical eyes

* Met a person who appeared suddenly in order to rescue them or deliver an
important message, and then the helpful stranger disappeared without a trace

‘ Had a dream-time encounter with an angel, departed loved one, or ascended
master (for example, Jesus, a saint, or some other spiritual being) while they were
sleeping

‘ Heard a voice that offered a lifesaving message

* Saw a vision or sign that proved timely and significant

‘ Had a strong intuitive feeling that led them to safety

‘ Received an idea or thought that was instrumental in providing protection

As you read Saved by an Angel, you’ll likely notice more of the interactions you
have with your own guardian angels. Since your angels are with you every moment of
every day, you’re continuously interfacing with them. So, your sensitivity to, and
awareness of, these encounters will be heightened by reading about other people’s
experiences.

My prayer is that we will all remember to call upon our guardian angels. Our lives
became more joyous, peaceful, and secure once we begin regularly connecting with
heaven. We lose old fears about the future or about mortality, and begin focusing upon
living life to its fullest. We worry less and feel happy more, knowing that our guardian
angels are watching over us.

The angels aren’t shy, and they want us to know that they are with us. Because we
have free will, they can only intervene if we give them permission in some way’by
praying or asking for assistance, for instance, or through visualizations or affirmations.
When we give our angels permission to help us, we all benefit. After all, when we’re at
peace, we add more peace to the world.

I can imagine a world filled with happy people who are individually connecting
with God and their angels. Now that’s truly peace on Earth!

With love,



Doreen
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Chapter 1

SAVED BY AN ANGEL
A WARNING VISION
by D. Sorensens

It was in the early “90s that | had a clear, lifesaving vision, with angels from
above lending a helping hand.

It was an early summer’s morning in Sweden. My boyfriend and | were driving
near our home on a small gravel road. All of a sudden | said to him, ‘I think you need to
slow down because my co-worker Kenneth is running late.’

I had a clear vision of crashing with Kenneth and being flung out through the
windshield, as | wasn’t wearing my seat belt (it was unusual for me not to do so, but I
guess | thought we were safe on the back roads). | saw the blood, saw myself flying
through the windshield, and heard my boyfriend’s screams “ the vision was so vivid and
eerie. In a hurry | put on my seat belt.

My boyfriend looked at me, said ‘Okay,” and slowed down. He was familiar with
my visions and knew that my instincts were almost never wrong, so he heeded my advice
and drove 30 miles per hour instead of 40-plus.

Sure enough, no more than five seconds later, around the corner came my co-
worker racing up the gravel road. We pulled off to the side as much as possible, but it
was a narrow road with a barrier to our right, so there was no way to get out of his path.
Kenneth was driving too fast, and he slammed on his brakes, but he still hit us, moving us
some 80 feet up the road. We were in a VVolvo, which was a write-off and undrivable after
the impact.

| broke three ribs (due to the seat belt) and smashed my knees on the dashboard,
as well as endured severe whiplash. But | remain forever grateful, as the vision saved my
life, for sure. I’ve had many smaller visions since, but this one was the clearest and was
no doubt lifesaving. | can only thank my guardian angels above.



AN ANGELIC BUFFER
by Nelly Coneway

May 15, 2008, is a day | will always remember.

In the evening | went to dinner with three friends, and at around 6:20 we left the
restaurant. The crosswalk sign said walk, there were no cars around, and we started
crossing the street.

Suddenly a bright golden light blinded me’it appeared right in front of me, and
time stood still. For the first time in my life, with my eyes open, | saw Archangel Michael
and Jesus next to me. It felt very crowded on my left side. | looked over, but there
weren’t any people’just the energy field, which was thick, like a buffer between me and
the approaching huge black monster that was so close, and yet so far away from me. My
brain refused to register what was happening. I’d never experienced anything like it
before and couldn’t understand it: my physical body was there; but my spirit was far, far
away, as if | was being teleported with the angels’ .

| looked again at the oncoming vehicle there were no sounds and | had no fear,
like 1 was in another dimension. Then | heard people screaming and felt the angels lifting
me up. As if in a dream, | watched in disbelief as a big black SUV sped away as fast as it
could. For the first time, my brain realized that the SUV had just hit me and the driver
had fled. | prayed that the angels help the police find the person and then everything went
black.

The next thing | remember was the police officer who came to the hospital in the
middle of the night to tell me that they’d located the woman who had hit me and run
away which, according to him, was ‘a true miracle.” Thanks to the angels, | survived the
accident and healed, and the driver was brought to justice.

i



‘ZIPPERY’
by Bernadette Brighton

I was eight. The whole family and | had gone skiing. | was just a little one, so |
was relegated to the bunny hill. They didn’t use a chairlift on that particular slope, but
rather an L-shaped conveyor. It was basically a horizontal plank of wood fastened to a
metal pole. Skiers would just lean on the plank as it slid them up the hill.

| don’t remember how, but | fell down while riding the lift. I was lovingly
bundled up into a pink snowsuit but this day it would be to my detriment. The hood of
this one-piece suit got caught on the plank of the lift, and it started dragging me up the
hill. I was choking, and my little life was flashing before my eyes. Of course, I couldn’t
get traction with my feet bound into the skis.

Suddenly, | heard a loud, booming voice shout, ‘ZIPPER!” It ‘clicked’ instantly,
and | undid the zipper of the suit, thus allowing me to breathe.

It took a few more moments for the operators to notice what was happening and
stop the lift. They came to check on me, and | was frightened, as any child would be, but
fine overall. | firmly believe my guardian angels saved me from suffocation that day, and
for that | am eternally grateful.



| FEEL THE S OURCE WITHIN ME
by Deborah S. Nutile

To say that the angels changed or saved my life is an understatement! Four years
ago | was living a life of hidden despair. Nothing made sense. | had everything’a ‘happy
marriage,” three wonderful boys, a beautiful home, a cottage in the woods, family,
friends, work “ yet inside | was miserable. No one knew of my pain. Every day | would
put on my mask and go out into the world with a smile pasted on my face, just hoping to
get through the day and get back into bed, where | would find my only relief. It was as if
I were an actress in someone else’s play.

One morning as | was standing in the bathroom getting ready for work, dreading
yet another day, | said to God, ‘I know You are there in theory, but | can’t feel You.’

I suppose that was all the invitation that was needed, for what happened from then
on has been absolutely miraculous. In the summer of 2008, | found myself at my cottage,
immersed in the teachings of Eckhart Tolle’s A New Earth, Dr. Wayne W. Dyer’s
Change Your Thoughts’Change Your Life, and A Course in Miracles. | was coming back
to life again.

During this time | often went out on what I called my ‘angel ride’ in nature. 1I’d
always loved my angels and the signs they sent me: the number 111, butterflies, rainbows
* these signs always made me feel so good. | hadn’t had a lot of contact with my angels
during my despair, but as | was becoming myself again, | was once more able to “‘see’
them. So one morning as | was out on my angel ride, enjoying the beauty and serenity of
the woods, | heard a voice say, ‘You need to write a book.’

What” What was this’ 1’d never “heard’ voices before, and | was very confused.

“You need to write a book,’ the voice repeated.

Write a book” How can | do that’ I wondered. I’m not a writer. And what would |
write about anyway’

The voice continued: ‘About your spiritual journey.’

I was more confused than ever. | hardly felt like | was in a place to write about
my journey. True, I’d come a long way since that day in my bathroom, but I really didn’t
feel as if | had anything to share. Yet | love my angels, so instead of completely
dismissing this advice, | let it ‘sit” for a few days. It was an extraordinary time, and the
‘voice’ was rather persistent. After the third day, | heard: ‘Don’t fight it” * and | finally
put pen to paper. You can imagine my surprise when about eight weeks and 500
handwritten pages later, | put down my pen and | had, in fact, written a book.

I have to say that it was one of the most incredible experiences of my life. My
angels were with me night and day, and my life was changed in ways that have brought
me to a place of pure happiness and joy! I’ve since continued on my journey and now
find myself in the midst of other wonderful authors, including Esther and Jerry Hicks
(The Teachings of Abraham). Life is good * it is very, very good.

So yes, my angels saved my life, and they continue to guide me every day. | know
they’re always with me, and the best part about it all is that after just a few short years,
and finding out about the Law of Attraction, | got exactly what | asked for that day in my
bathroom. Now, not only do | know God is there; | feel God * I feel the Source within me
just about every single moment of every single day. I asked and it was given! In four



years, | went from a place of utter despair to being one of the happiest people on the
planet, and I thank my angels daily as I stand in such vast appreciation for all that is!



CARRIED TO SAFETY
by Anna Martin

It was about seven years ago when | discovered that angels really do exist. | was
driving to work via the day-care center. It was very early in the morning, very cold, and |
had my baby in the backseat. As we were coming up to a little bridge, suddenly my
windshield fogged up completely. | couldn’t see out of any window, and there was
nowhere to pull over on the bridge. I literally threw my hands up in the air and said, ‘Oh
my God, someone is going to have to help me because | can’t see a thing!’

Then it felt like my car was floating across the bridge and through an intersection
on the other side, before parking safely on the side of the road. I believe angels carried us
to safety that day. There is no other explanation. | sat there for some time, quite shaken,
before I drove again’this time with a huge grin on my face.

AN ANGEL WAS WATCHING OVER ME
by Nicole Hume

I’ve always been open to angels and held a belief that there is something beyond
our physical realm, but one day | became convinced that an angel was watching over me.

I live in New South Wales, Australia, and at this particular time | was working in
the Blue Mountains, a very picturesque area. On my trip to work | would exceed the
various posted speed limits, as | would nearly always be running late. The roads were
wide and well marked, but on this particular day it was raining quite heavily and a mist
had settled over the mountain. In my little car the windows fogged up easily, so | had to
have the de-mister up high and keep wiping the windshield so | could see where | was
going.

As you can imagine, driving in a mountainous area there are lots of bends and
curves. | was coming into a 55-mile-per-hour stretch, which meant that I would have
been traveling at around 65 miles per hour. | was heading around a medium-long bend to
the right (in Australia, the steering wheel is on the right-hand side of the car), so | was
limited as to what | could see ahead.

Then I felt as if someone kicked the back of my seat. There was a strange crackle
that came from my stereo, and | saw a flash of white light and heard a voice tell me to
slow down. | was a little unnerved, so | obeyed. Around the bend | came upon an
accident that had just occurred that blocked the whole road “ I had just enough time to
stop!

| believe that | was being watched over, and if | hadn’t received the message from
my angel, | would have hit one of the vehicles head-on and been severely injured or even
killed.



THERE’S NO HIDING FROM AN ANGEL
by Sabine Vogt

| was about seven or eight years old, living in a little village in Germany. It was a
nice sunny afternoon, and all the kids, including me, were out playing. A few of us
decided to start a game of hide-and-seek, and we all tried to find a place where we would
be hard to find.

Behind our house was a trash container only for paper, and | thought that this
would be a great spot. So I climbed in and closed the lid. There was absolutely no way
that anyone could find me.

Suddenly, the lid flew open and somebody grabbed me, and | had the feeling that
I was flying out of the container. Then, once on the ground, | found myself staring at
what I thought was a garbage man; however, it wasn’t trash day, so the person had no
reason to be there.

He stared back at me, and although it wasn’t scary, | was so surprised that I ran
away. It’s safe to say that this angel saved my life, because | definitely wouldn’t have
been able to open the lid of the container by myself, and I could have suffocated.

So thank you very much, angel, for rescuing me!

A TRULY SPECIAL A WAKENING
by Anonymous

My angel story began last year. | moved to a beautiful new home, and soon after,
| found Doreen’s book The Lightworker’s Way.

Upon reading this book, | had a truly special awakening, and the angels made
their presence very clear to me in various ways. | could feel them through my heart
center. | could sense them all around me for weeks, throughout every minute of the day. |
could hear them singing’the loveliest sound I’ve ever heard. | could see them in my
mind’s eye. As | lay down to rest, the most beautiful colors would appear, guiding me
through some intense and deep healing. | looked in the mirror, and for the first time |
could see the very depths of my soul * the true beauty that was me, God’s creation. So
with the angels’ guidance, |1 began my own spiritual journey.

I’ve been on this journey ever since and have made such positive changes. I’ve
learned how to listen, and bring the angels’ energy into my life and the lives of others
through my art and the healing skills I’ve learned. Thanks to the wonderful wisdom
shared in the book, I now know that I am a lightworker. I realize that it’s no accident that
| found it; that it was my time to wake up fully to my true purpose here on Earth.

What makes this story wonderful is that | was a real doubting Thomas who lived
through pretty difficult life experiences, but now I have faith and healing that I can share.
I will be eternally grateful for being awakened to my purpose, and to the angels energy
that surrounds us daily.



THE MOTOCROSS ANGEL
by Staci Christensen

Let me begin by saying that my husband, Travis, has been an “adrenaline junkie’
since the day I met him. He enjoys all things fast, and loves to take risks.

I’d never really been too fearful, but I would avoid going to the motocross track
when he and my son would ride their motorcycles. This was the first time 1’d ever
decided to see ‘my boys’ ride. They were having a great time, and my two smaller
children and I were watching from the fence line. There were just a few riders out on the
track. Then Travis drove right in front of us around the first corner, hit a huge jump, and
‘cased it” into the ramp of the second jump.

At first it didn’t really look as if he were hurt very badly. He stood and lifted his
motorcycle up. He rested his head for a minute on the handlebars and then proceeded to
try to start the bike.

All of a sudden I noticed a man sitting to the left of the jump, lounging in a lawn
chair with an umbrella’l hadn’t seen him there at all until that moment. He got up and
told my husband that he would drive him back to where we had parked. He put Travis in
the front seat of our truck and loaded my husband’s and my son’s motorcycles in the
back, which I couldn’t have done alone. Then he walked away. | can’t even remember
what he looked like, and | have no idea where he came from or where he went. But | was
grateful for his help and drove on to the local hospital.

When we arrived, they x-rayed Travis and found that he’d broken every bone in
the upper-left side of his body. They were afraid that his rib was so close to his aorta that
it might puncture it, so they life-flighted him to the university hospital for surgery. When
my husband was stable and starting his recovery process, he told me that he’d been
helped by an angel.

I thought he meant this metaphorically; however, he told me that he knew that the
man who had helped him out at the track was an angel. The man hadn’t been there until
that very second, and my husband and son had been riding for a while and knew
everyone at the track.

An angel showed up that day, and we are truly grateful for the help heaven gave
us!

AT THE ANGELS’ INSISTENCE
by Luisa Wise

It had been several years since 1’d had a cervical-screening checkup. Usually |
went quite regularly, and 1’d received letters from my doctor reminding me to book an
appointment. But time passed, and | eventually forgot about it. Then one day in February
2007, | received another reminder letter, and as soon as | opened it, a voice told me that |
had to go this time. The voice persisted until I made the appointment with my doctor *



with good reason: my test revealed that | had precancerous cells, and | had to undergo
treatment to remove them.

If I hadn’t listened to that voice, | would either be fighting cancer * or | wouldn’t
be here at all. | thank God and the angels for warning me and insisting that I make that
appointment. Now I’m fit and healthy, I go for my checkups every year, and | can expect
to be here for my children and family for a long time to come.

CRADLED BY HEAVEN
by Renee Lukaszek

When | was 13, my family was going through a hard time. My dad had been into
drugs and was an alcoholic. He and my mom would fight, and often there was physical
abuse. The deeper into drugs and drinking my dad got, the worse things were at home.
Mom was working two jobs to try to keep up with the bills. One night as she was heading
out to her second job, things took a bad turn.

I was heating up the dinner that my mom had made for us earlier that day. My dad
came home with one of his friends. They ended up getting high and were drinking
heavily. My dad decided to take his friend home and made me go with them. I tried so
hard to persuade him not to drive. | knew he shouldn’t get behind the wheel. He yelled
and told me to get into the car.

It was wintertime, and the roads were terrible that night. It was a long drive, and |
lay in the backseat, just praying we’d make it safely to our destination. At one point | sat
up and saw a dog up ahead on the road.

| said, ‘Dad, slow down! There’s a dog in the middle of the street!”

He told me he didn’t see any dog! It was then that | felt the softest hands cradling
the sides of my face, like a gentle force pulling me back and laying me down on the seat.
I couldn’t understand what was happening, but | felt safe and protected. All of a sudden it
was as if | were in a deep sleep. | remember falling off the backseat and hitting something
hard. But as much as | tried, | couldn’t open my eyes or move. It was like something was
keeping me from seeing or feeling anything.

The next thing I knew, my dad was screaming at me to hang on and not die. It was
still like I was in a deep sleep, but I could hear him faintly. He scooped me up and took
me to the nearby home of a stranger, who witnessed everything!

It turned out that we were in a horrific car accident. At the last minute my dad had
swerved to miss the dog and lost control. There wasn’t anything left of the car. Dad said
that the steering wheel had been pinned to his chest when he came to. He didn’t know
how he did it, but he pushed with all of his might and it moved just enough so he could
squeeze his way out to get me. All three of us were hurt, but luckily there were no life-
threatening injuries.

I truly believe it was my angel who not only protected us that night, but saved our
lives. | think | might have panicked if I’d seen what was happening. | left the hospital
with stitches in my face and a broken hand. Although I had to learn to use my right hand
again, | know things could have been much worse. Dad got help for his addictions right
after this accident.



| still have the scars to this day. It’s a gentle reminder of my angel’s presence and
grace, and the love from heaven above!

THE VOICE THAT SAVED
MY LITTLE GIRL
by Viki Gregory

One hot summer’s day, my four girls, my sister, her son, and | had gone to the
beach. 1’d been injured with a third-degree sprain and was off work, and my sister was
coming along to help me out with the little ones.

I’d just done the visual sweep. My third youngest, Cassie, who was three at the
time, was playing in the shallow water with her older sisters; and the littlest ones were
right beside my sister, who was making a sand mermaid. Feeling that all was safe, 1’d
begun watching my sister create her masterpiece when | heard a voice say, ‘Look.’

Startled, I glanced at my sister’s face, since | thought she’d been the one who had
spoken. Then, as soon as | did, | heard a much louder, much more urgent ‘Look!” And
when | looked up, there was my Cassie floating facedown in the water; her older sisters
had gone to have fun in the deeper water.

I jumped up and ran, my heart pounding, not feeling anything “ no pain, just my
heart beating. | scooped Cassie up. She gasped for air and cried, “‘Mama, | was so scared!
I couldn’t breathe!” And I cried “ I still cry, | am so blessed.

I am eternally grateful to that voice for saving my baby girl.
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PROTECTED BY AN ANGEL
by Jenn Krejci

I was probably ten years old, and my mom and | had gone to visit a friend and her
daughter. It was our first time at their house. | remember that it had a long driveway,
which was great because the other little girl and I spent most of the time outside with
sidewalk chalk.

As we were coloring rainbows and hopscotch blocks, a yellow taxi drove up to
the curb and stopped fast. The driver didn’t get out, but he looked like he was in a hurry,
glancing around and speaking quickly. He called out, ‘Hey, kid! You know where
mumble, mumble Street is’’

I immediately felt someone very, very tall standing behind me, holding their
hands in a crisscross position over my shoulders and torso. | couldn’t speak. I couldn’t
move. My heart was beating very fast as my new friend took a few steps toward the taxi
and asked, ‘What’!”

The taxi driver waved her closer. She walked a few more steps, and he repeated,
‘How do you get to mumble, mumble Street”’

She again asked, ‘What’!” and in my head | was screaming at her not to get close!
Bad! Bad! Run away! Why can’t I move’ I’ll run to her and grab her, and we’ll escape to



the house! Why can’t | scream for help’! Why can’t | snap out of it and run to her’! No!
Help! Danger!

My friend got closer to the car, and | saw the taxi driver’s door open a crack. At
that moment my friend’s mother peeked her head out of the front door. She yelled to the
man, ‘Hey! Get out of here!” and called to her daughter to come into the house.

The taxi sped away with squealing tires that left black marks in the street. My
heart stopped racing, and | felt the protective arms gently release me and disappear. |
could suddenly speak and move again. It was as if I’d been frozen, and now | was
unfrozen!

I know now that if 1’d run to grab my friend, we both likely would have been
kidnapped. If 1’d screamed for help, she probably would have immediately been snatched
up. I’m sure an angel or spirit guide told that mother to check on her child’and luckily,
she listened!

AN ANGELIC DETOUR
by Terry Hibbs

I was on my motorcycle coming from Galveston, Texas. | was taking back roads
instead of the interstate on my way to my cousin’s house in Katy, outside of Houston,
before heading home to Elgin, Texas.

| had my directions, and | came to an intersection where | thought I should turn,
but something made me go straight instead. 1’d gone a mile or so down the road before |
realized that | had to backtrack because I had in fact needed to turn.

When | finally turned onto the correct road, I came upon a horrible wreck in the
lane | was in. It had just happened minutes before. It occurred to me as | saw the police
heading to the scene that it had been my angels who had guided me to go straight and
then turned me back around when it was safe to do so. Given the severity of the accident
I saw, and being on a motorcycle, I’m not sure that | would have made it. But I did *
because of my angels.

As soon as | had this realization, | felt tingling throughout my body, and | teared
up. All I could say was ‘Thank you, angels.’

THE CUSHION AND THE MAGNET
by Clara Mar’a del Carmen Mariaka Barrios

I was in my native country, Guatemala. It was November 2005, and | was
traveling with my best friend to Guatemala City from Quetzaltenango, which is four
hours away by car. We woke early because my friend had to be in a ceremony at 8 A.M.
After three hours of driving, the highway grew straighter, but the condition of the road
deteriorated.

Suddenly a pickup truck sped by and went in front of me (the highways in my
country are only two lanes). My first reaction was to brake, and because of the condition



of the road and the fact that my truck was empty, we started to roll. I can’t remember the
speed we were going, but I’m sure it was above 90 miles per hour. My friend, who had
been napping in the passenger seat, was screaming at this point. My pickup rolled several
times, and from the opposite direction | saw three big trucks coming toward us at a high
speed.

At the moment | anticipated colliding with one of the trucks, everything happened
in slow motion. I just closed my eyes, waiting for the impact * and then | felt *‘someone’
pull my pickup from behind, and we landed in a cornfield. It was the season in Guatemala
when corn is just harvested, and we ended up on a cushion of dry corn.

After the ‘landing,” my friend and I hugged each other. Within a couple of
minutes five or six men who had witnessed the accident came to the cornfield, trying to
help us. They were asking if we were all right. From their point of view, the crash had
looked devastating. They thought that we’d be dead and the car smashed “ but nothing
had happened! My friend and | were okay, without injury’only the emotional shock’and
my truck was intact; the ‘cushion’ had kept it from being destroyed.

All the men who helped us said that we’d disappeared from the road very quickly.
It was as if a “magnet’ had pulled my pickup away; otherwise, one of the big trucks
would have hit us “ and all of this had happened in the blink of an eye. My friend and |
talked afterward, and we both described the same thing. We felt like ‘someone’’a major
force’had pulled the truck off the road and into the cornfield.

It was a very dark time in my life, and | didn’t understand it then, but now | know
that Archangel Michael moved my truck, saving our lives! Everything finally made sense
to me when | heard that angels don’t intervene without our free will except when we’re in
dangerous situations. My first thought was of that accident.
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INTO MY WAITING ARMS
by Claudine Lyell

On a beautiful day, my two children, my husband, and | arrived in Sydney, a two-
hour trip from our home in the country. Our plan was that the kids and | would have a fun
day in the city and then to go to the famous Luna Park amusement park that evening. My
husband dropped us off at a train station, the kids and | rode a bus-train to the central
station, and we proceeded to walk the distance to the center of the city.

We took our time strolling around, making our way to George Street, where we
were surrounded by a mob of people. The kids seemed to pick up on the frantic energy of
everyone rushing to and fro to get to their destinations. We came to an intersection where
the traffic was stopped. The traffic lights in Sydney make a clicking noise when they
change, so upon hearing this sound, my son proceeded to race across the road at a furious
pace. Just at that moment, | realized that the light had turned green, signaling for the cars
to go.

| became frozen with fear and shock as | realized that my son had just launched
himself in front of about five lanes’ worth of traffic. | screamed ‘No!” but was unable to
move my feet’it felt as if everything just stood still. My son stopped halfway across the
road and noticed that the cars were starting to take off. He looked at me, and | knew that



this could be it: my son was about to be hit by a car at full force!

And then, I don’t know how, but somehow he ran back into my waiting arms. |
pressed him to my body. | wasn’t going to let him go. We cried together as we both
realized that he’d been given another chance to be here with us on this earth. I knew that
by the grace of my guardian angel, he had “flown’ across the intersection back to safety.

I looked across the street and found myself staring at the most beautiful church 1’d
ever seen. | didn’t know its name. I just knew it as the beautiful church next door to the
town hall in Sydney. When | Googled it, | discovered that it was called St. Andrew’s
Cathedral.

The biggest sign of all came as | was meditating on Christmas Day, 2010, and |
was given the name Andrew. | asked, Is there an angel Andrew’ and | heard the answer
yes. | believe that St. Andrew or an angel called Andrew was looking after us that day,
and his name came to me in meditation so that | would realize that he’d given me my son
back. My husband and I are currently building a house, and I’m also convinced it’s a sign
that the address is St. Andrew’s Way.

I believe in angels, and | believe there was one by my side that day in Sydney.

LUCKY TO BE ALIVE
by Jinelle Markham

The morning of December 29, 2009, was crisp, sunny, and clear. Lying in bed,
still in the state in between sleep and wakefulness, | could hear my guardian angel talking
to me. | couldn’t make out what this voice was saying, however, and continued on with
my day normally.

On my way to work late that morning, my younger sister called me and asked if |
was okay, because she’d had a bad feeling about me. I said, ‘No, everything is fine,” and
didn’t think anything of it. Little did | know her premonition was right.

As | exited the highway, my gas pedal stuck, which had never happened before.
Nothing I tried would unstick it, and nothing was down there to block it either. So |
slammed on my brakes right before I reached the train tracks. In a panic, | set my
emergency brake, hoping that it would stop my car for a while. It didn’t.

My car leaped onto the tracks uncontrollably. The next thing I knew, | looked to
my left and a train was not even two feet from my face. It was about to broadside me
going 30 miles per hour. The second I saw it, everything went dark. | instantly blacked
out, before I was even hit. | believe the angels didn’t want me to go through that
traumatic experience, because it felt as if they pulled me from my body.

As | was waking up from my accident, still in my car, | felt as if I’d just come
from or was still in heaven. My body felt magnificent and so at peace. Words are
inadequate to describe how wonderful this feeling was. All I could see was white, and |
could hear that same angel whom I’d awoken to earlier that morning again talking in my
ear. | still couldn’t understanding a word of what was uttered, although it could have been
something along the lines of ‘See, I told you not to go to work today!” said in the most
loving way, of course.

As | became more conscious, | realized there was a jacket over my body, because



I think bystanders thought that I had died! But as I finally came to, | felt pain, lots of
pain. The ambulance was there shortly afterward.

| was extremely fortunate that day. | walked away (barely) with a dislocated
shoulder, a broken collarbone, and a concussion. The recovery was very long and
arduous; but I am very, very lucky to be alive.

I am eternally grateful to the angels for saving my life that day. Because of them,
I’m able to say that I have a lifetime of greatness ahead of me to fulfill. I love you,
angels. Thank you!

ASSISTANCE IN THE OCEAN
by Valerie Camozzi

I was planning a trip to Costa Rica with two friends. There were actually four of
us’three adults and a nine-year-old. | went to a bookstore to look at the travel section
prior to our departure. A book on Costa Rica fell from the top shelf onto the floor in front
of me. When I picked it up, | found that it was opened to a page that gave advisory tips
for swimmers in the ocean. It cautioned them about riptides.

I bought the book and brought it with me on our trip. After reading it, | was
concerned about the nine-year-old swimming alone and made sure to tell everyone about
possible riptides. | remembered reading specifically about what to do if caught in one,
and shared this information.

Costa Rica was amazing, with diverse landscapes, tropical rain forests, sandy
beaches, monkeys, frogs, and brightly colored birds. One day | went snorkeling with one
of my friends. The water was incredible shades of aqua blue and perfectly clear, and the
fish were abundant. We had been swimming for quite a while, and it was time to go back.

I saw my friend swim ahead until she was barely visible, and | began to panic
when | realized | was swimming but not going anywhere. Thoughts of drowning entered
my mind. | couldn’t see my friend anymore’she was out of my sight. | tried to swim to
the shore, but | was expending all of my energy and not getting any closer to it. | yelled
and waved to people on the beach, but they were too far away.

A clear image of the travel book, and the page with the riptide warning and the
paragraph with the instructions on what to do if caught in one, suddenly popped into my
mind. But | was too tired from fighting the current to process the information. The fear of
drowning and the realization that this was really happening opened the door for panic to
take over.

It was then that | heard a male voice telling me precisely what to do. The
directions were clear and direct. I followed them, and | made my way to the shore. Each
instruction was repeated until | followed it. Once on the beach, | fell to the sand and
stayed there until | had the energy to walk the miles back down to the part of the beach
where my friends were.

I’m certain it was an angel who caught my attention with the travel book that fell
off the shelf. | paid attention but required more help, and this angel assisted me in the
ocean, directing me to safety. | feel very grateful. | know my life was saved by an angel.



Chapter 2

VISIONS OF ANGELS
THE G IFT OF THE ANGEL FEATHER
by Kate O’Rielly

It was 1998, and | was in the emergency room with a diagnosis of pneumonia. All
the drugs used to combat this illness were given to me, and | was sent home with strict
instructions on the importance of bed rest and taking my many medications. When | left
the hospital, | felt I should really be staying, but there were no available beds. It appeared
that, because of my age and general health, | would recover quickly on a homebound
regime.

That evening, after | tossed and turned, kept awake by the sound of the vaporizer,
| finally fell into a very deep sleep. At 3:33 A.M. exactly, | was woken up by some
presence in my room. At first I thought one of the other members of my family was up
moving about. When | turned over in bed, my heart began racing. There in my room were
two very large bodies.

The two figures quickly made me understand without words that they were
protecting me as | slept. I knew that they were angels. One of them was a male who stood
about ten feet tall. But how could a ten-foot-tall figure fit in my room (which only had an
eight-foot-high ceiling)’ His robe was a very lovely blue gray, and he had a loving face
that felt healing to me. The other angel was all white. Her energy was soft and nurturing.
She reminded me of the angels | read about as a small child: half feathers and half
human. | reached out to touch the angels and they were gone. | fell back into a restless
sleep.

In the morning as | woke up, | became very excited about the ‘dream’ 1’d had.
When my daughter and granddaughter came in to see how I was feeling, | told them
about my visitation by the angels. My daughter was old enough to be skeptical, but my
four-year-old granddaughter was awed and delighted by the story. After the excitement
had passed, my daughter helped me out of bed to visit the restroom. At that moment, my
granddaughter started screaming with excitement and glee. As | rose from the bed, a six-
inch-long white feather came with me, stuck to my feverish leg!

The three of us didn’t know what to think. | was very confused because there are
no feather products in our home due to allergies. My daughter was speechless, and my



granddaughter was dancing with joy because the angel had left a gift. She said she knew
the dream wasn’t really a dream, because angels visit people at night all the time. Of
course it was an angel!

| carefully removed the precious feather from my leg and put it on my bedroom
altar.

The next night, | felt that | was getting sicker, not better. | decided that if I didn’t
feel better soon, I would call my doctor. At 3:33 A.M., | was once again woken up by the
feeling of a presence in my room. | turned over ‘ and there were the angels again! As |
watched them standing across from me, the male angel asked if | was ready to go with
them to heaven. In many ways, | was overjoyed to hear them speak, and to invite me to
join them.

The angels said they were there to help me decide whether or not | would stay
living in my body. | thought about the projects | was working on, and about the
unfinished business in my life. None of those things seemed more important than going
with the angels. The love and contentment that they emanated was so appealing, and |
wanted more of it. All of a sudden, though, I thought of my seven young grandchildren. If
I left with the angels at that moment, 1 wouldn’t even have a chance to say good-bye to
them and receive a final kiss and hug. | told the angels that | wanted to stay on the Earth
plane for now.

The angels told me that if | were choosing to stay, the only way | could remain
alive was if | went back to the emergency room quickly. They disappeared as suddenly as
they had come to me. As soon as possible, my oldest daughter took me to the hospital. As
it turned out, the pneumonia had gotten much worse, and the doctors said that I’d made it
to the hospital just in time.

The next morning at 3:33, |1 woke up, hoping to see my angels, but they weren’t
there. I wondered if moving to the hospital had confused them. | was very sad to think
that I might not see them again, and | wondered how | might bring them back to me. |
realized | should have asked them more questions. I felt that I’d missed an opportunity,
and | questioned my decision not to go with them. I cried, feeling as if | were mourning
friends I’d had for years.

My daughter and granddaughter came to visit me later that same morning. |
hadn’t talked any more about the angels since the feather incident. |1 was too weak, just
focusing my energy on getting better. My daughter also had a lot on her mind, and |
didn’t want to burden or worry her. As we talked about my hospital experience, my
daughter remembered something from earlier in the morning. She said she had woken up
at 3:33, too, and had gotten a strong feeling about an important decision she was trying to
make. She was very puzzled by the fact that she’d received such an insight in the middle
of a sound sleep. But now her mind was made up after many months of struggle, she
finally knew what to do.

| smiled. My angels hadn’t left after all; they were still with me and my loved
ones. To this day, | cherish the gift of the angel feather.



THE POWERFUL LOVE OF OUR ANGELS
by Anonymous

I was working as an assistant teacher. We were all sitting in a large circle on the
first day of school, participating in an exercise designed to allow us to get to know one
another. We would go around the circle, and everyone would share something about
themselves I’d already had my turn, and as it came time for the turn of a woman who was
just a little to the left of me, | saw two angels.

As she began to speak, | saw what at first looked like the heat waves that rise
above a blacktop on a sweltering day. The air above and around her seemed to move in
this way, and then it turned into multiple colors, and then massive blue wings’two sets. |
could then see the formation of beings attached. There were two of them, coming down
on both sides of her. If she would have raised her hand, her whole arm would have been
inside them.

This all happened in a split second, and | did sort of a double take, and of course
as | brought my conscious awareness back to what was happening, I could no longer see
them. But | was so stunned. It was like those old Bewitched episodes where everyone
freezes, except | was the one who was frozen as everyone else continued talking. |
couldn’t hear a word they were saying. It was like I was just suspended in time for a
moment, trying to catch my breath, still in the same vibration as these miraculous,
beautiful beings; and even though I couldn’t see them anymore, | could feel the
tremendous love that the angels had for this woman.

I’ve only told this story to a few people, and the retelling of it does not do justice
to the actual event. It is extremely difficult to re-create the feelings of this experience. In
fact, as I sit here recalling it, | am moved to tears by the knowledge that we all have
angels around us, and that they love us more than words can say.

FEELING SAFE AGAIN
by Greta Guldemont

I was a victim of a brutal rape. My unknown attacker broke into my apartment
late at night while I was sleeping. Two years later, even though I had moved out of state
and was now living with my husband, | suffered from terrible nightmares where bad
people were chasing me and trying to hurt me. | would awake exhausted nearly every
morning.

One night before Christmas, | watched Miracle on 34th Street, and later | was
having a dream about the movie when | heard a voice ask me, ‘Are you all right’’ It was a
man’s voice, and his words filled my body with an incredible warmth and peacefulness. |
opened my eyes and saw a male figure at the foot of our bed. (My husband was sleeping
beside me.)

Ordinarily, the sight of a strange man in my bedroom probably would have filled
me with terror (as a result of my rape experience). But | just lay there, as peaceful and



happy as could be, still enjoying the feeling of warmth throughout my body. He repeated
his words, asking me if I was all right, and again 1 felt that incredible warmth through my
body as | said yes.

He said that he was watching over me, and | remember smiling and then drifting
off into the most wonderful deep, healing sleep. Was my heavenly visitor an angel, or
was he the spirit of my dad, who had died when | was a baby’ Regardless, | had no more
nightmares after that! I’ve been so grateful for this experience.

AN ANGELIC COACH
by Terri Walker

My 11-year-old son, Steven, decided to join a baseball team over the summer,
after playing soccer for several years. Most of the boys on his team had played the sport
for years and were very good. Steven did pretty well, but he would freeze up at the plate
and wouldn’t swing at the ball. So needless to say, he would strike out a lot. We would
take him to the batting cages, and he would do great, but during the game he would lose
his nerve.

I was sitting in the bleachers watching my son play one day. Steven had already
struck out twice and was getting ready to go up to the plate again. I noticed how his self-
esteem was hitting rock bottom, and | wanted him to hit the ball so much. I decided to ask
his angels to help him do so and get to first base.

Just at that moment, | saw an angelic being leaning over Steven’s shoulder while
he was standing at the plate. This angel looked right up at me and gave me a thumbs-up
and a beautiful smile. I couldn’t believe what I’d just witnessed! | looked around me to
see if anyone else had noticed this angel, but no one seemed to.

The next moment, | heard a whack! Steven had struck the ball, and it flew
between first base and second, straight down into right field. He made it to second base,
stole third, and then ran home. The look of joy on his face was priceless! He was so
proud of himself.

After the game, | told him about the angel, and he said, ‘I knew something
wonderful happened because | felt that something was holding the bat, and | heard
someone tell me to ‘swing,” and | did!’

It just goes to show that the angels really do want to help, and that all you need to
do is ask. Now, Steven talks to his angels all the time.



TARA, MY HEALING ANGEL
by Robin Ann Powell

It was sometime in late November 1998 when a dear friend sent me Doreen’s
audio program Healing with the Angels. | was excited, since my health was going
downhill. It seemed like all the healing methods I tried would only work for about six
months. Angels were merely pretty objects to me prior to receiving the tape. | had angel
decorations, given to me as gifts, all over the house, but I had never experienced actually
seeing them or hearing them or receiving a healing from them.

I remember when listening to Doreen’s audio book the first time that | fell asleep
after about 30 minutes, and nothing unusual happened. About three weeks later, my
kidneys were hurting me. A year prior to this time, I’d had a bladder infection that | just
couldn’t shake. It turned into a serious kidney infection, and I had to take antibiotics to
bring the fever down. The infection finally left my body. So, here it was December 12,
1998, and my kidneys were hurting me again.

My husband and | weren’t getting along that morning, so | asked him to sit down
on the couch with me before | went to work. We got peaceful, and | had my eyes closed.
Within a few moments, | saw this beautiful being. She had long black hair and was
wearing a long white dress. She told me that her name was Tara and that she was going to
put the palms of her hands fingers extended on my kidneys all day. This was going to
happen while I was selling shoes at the department store where | worked. She also told
me that | was an earth angel. | opened my eyes in great astonishment.

| told my husband what had just occurred, and we sat there, stunned. Was this a
real experience, or my imagination’ | went to work with great anticipation, hopeful that
Tara would heal my kidneys. Within a few hours, the pain was gone!

It has been over a year now, the pain in my kidneys has never come back, and |
know that it never will! I’'m sure that listening to Doreen’s tape helped me bring my angel
to me.

ANGELICA
by Charles F. Turpin

One Friday night at my job, I walked up the six flights of stairs to the small
protected area where | work with machinery. Out of the blue, | felt a sharp pain in my
chest, so I lay my head down on my desk. But the pain grew until it was hurting a lot. |
tried calling my co-worker downstairs for help, but he didn’t answer.

Then I happened to look out the window and saw a person, a woman. She didn’t
resemble anything | had seen in church or on TV. She was outside the window of my
work area 60 feet above the ground!

Her eyes were sparkling blue, not like any blue you could paint, and not like
anything in a science-fiction movie, but beautiful. She didn’t have on the kind of robe
you always picture on angels; she was naked. But her skin was as white as | had ever



seen, so white that the details of her body were hidden.

Her hair was red, long, and fluttering as her wings slowly flapped. The wings
weren’t like a dove’s, but more akin to a sparrow’s.

She never said hello, and she never had a glow around her, like in the movies. She
was a real live being or soul. I tried to raise my head, but she came to me and laid her
hand on it and turned my neck to where | could see her better. She just looked at me. She
didn’t speak through her lips, but through her mind. She said, ‘It isn’t time yet.” Then for
some reason, | just happened to ask her, “What’s your name’” and she said, ‘Angelica.’

It seemed like | blinked my eyes, and then it was time to go. | drove myself home,
and my wife took me to the hospital. The tests showed that 1’d had a heart attack that
evening. But they did another test the following Monday, and it showed that my heart
was miraculously undamaged. Since then, I’ve also survived cancer even though | only
had a 10 percent chance of living. Somehow | feel that Angelica is still around, helping
me to survive.
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MY LIFE-PURPOSE ANGEL
by Pia Wilson

| had been meditating and trying some automatic writing to get to know my
guardian angels better. | learned that the one helping me fulfill my life purpose was
named Jim. At the time, I was feeling that my ambitions wouldn’t amount to anything,
and | was very frustrated. | accused Jim of not working hard enough on my behalf.

That night | had a dream. It was one of those dreams that feels more than real. In
it, I was talking to a human friend of mine whose name is also Jim. | was joking with
him, the way | normally would in life, but he wasn’t responding appropriately. | got
angry with him “ then | noticed something. His eyes were quite different. And although
on the surface he looked like my friend Jim, he was actually someone else. His eyes were
wider and took up more of his face, and his cheekbones were particularly high.

I realized that this was my angel Jim, which explained the lack of humor. Through
my meditations and automatic writing, I’ve come to know that Angel Jim is very serious.
He took me to a room where there were hundreds of ‘people’ sitting at computer
terminals. Jim was showing me how many angels were working with him to help me
fulfill my life purpose.

In the last few months, Jim has continued to appear to me in my dreams around
the periods when | have made strides in my career. | always feel especially good after a
dream involving him, and he’s even led the way for my romance angel to use my dreams
to communicate with me. Angels are wonderful sources of love, guidance, and advice. |
can’t imagine life without them now.

ot



ANGEL ON THE HIGHWAY
by Perry Koob

It was 1966, and | was 18, living in Los Angeles. | wasn’t in school, as I’d been
kicked out for fighting the year before. | was pumping gas for work and had very few
prospects. When my stepfather asked me to help my mother run a small farm in Missouri,
I said I didn’t have anything else to do, so sure, | would do it.

I gave notice, and two weeks later, | set out on a trip halfway across the country,
driving a Corvair that my stepfather had bought me for the trip. It was equipped with a
one-wheel trailer loaded with some things | was to take back to my mother.

There wasn’t a 55-mile-per-hour limit, and | was taking full advantage of that
fact. I was doing 80 to 90, and when | would brake, the taillights would make the trailer
tarp glow red. | was going down a very steep grade and had to keep my foot on the brake.
I glanced in the rearview mirror, and | saw what seemed to be a woman sitting there on
the trailer, smiling at me. | looked back to the road quickly. I then rolled down the
window, thinking that the cold wind on my face would snap me back to my senses.

| looked back in the mirror, put my foot on the brake again, and there she was. |
could see her clearly in the taillights, although the light was red. She was dressed in a
long flowing gown, and her head was covered with a shawl. She was still smiling at me,
and then she waved. | thought, Perry, you’ve finally gone off the deep end for sure now.

| gathered as much of my courage as | could and pulled off to the side of the road
just before a sharp curve. | put my head on the wheel, gritted my teeth, and got out of the
car. As soon as my feet hit the ground, I fell down. It turned out that the road was all one
big patch of ice! I got up, hanging on to the side of the car, and walked, or rather, slid,
back to the trailer. | lifted the tarp under the trailer, but there was nobody there. This
shook me up, to say the least.

Just then, the moon, which had been behind some clouds, broke through and
shone down on the desert below. The moonlight allowed me to see about ten crosses all
in a neat row, marking the places where people had gone off the road and been killed.

To this day, I look for that beautiful lady. I used to feel her beside me, but I no
longer do, and | miss her being there.

THE ANGEL WHO TUCKED ME IN
by Angie Chiste

In 1986, when | was 18, | got a job as a waitress at an all-night truck stop in a
small Canadian hamlet, far away from my family. Our staff accommodations were
located in an old hotel. We each had our own room, with doors that locked automatically
when you closed them, like most hotel rooms.

One morning, | got off at 6 after working all night. I went to my room to get some
sleep. 1 was so tired that | lay down on my bed, still in my uniform, without taking my



shoes off. Sometime later, | awoke to the feeling of my shoes being slipped off. I lifted
my head and saw a transparent lady engulfed in light. She took off my shoes and gently
covered me with a blanket. I lay back, knowing she would watch over me while I slept. |
wasn’t scared at all.

When | awoke, | was under the covers, my shoes neatly in the corner. | knew no
one had come into my room, as the door had automatically locked when I shut it. It was
an angel taking care of me after a long shift at work.
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THE D AY I S AW THE ANGELS
by Laura Weintraub

It was a usual Tuesday morning, and | was getting the kids ready for school. My
son Aaron was the sleepy bear of the family, and | generally had difficulty dragging him
out of bed. He is always the first to get my attention because he starts school an hour
before my other son, Alexander.

By the time Aaron got downstairs on this particular morning, he barely had ten
minutes for breakfast. Mornings have always been tough for him; it’s as if he’s dragging
a boulder behind him. To top it off, Aaron started in on Alexander, teasing him and
goading him.

I had recently been studying A Course in Miracles, and | was learning a lot about
myself and others. | watched how my children constantly provoked each another, always
trying to best the other. I started to talk to Aaron, asking him why he was teasing
Alexander. It was as if he was taking his frustrations out on him! Aaron started to tell me
about school and how he felt that the other kids didn’t like him. I’ve found that when one
of my sons is feeling upset inside, he has a tendency to take it out on his brother, so |
tried to help Aaron see what might be causing the problem.

Just then, my husband stormed into the kitchen, and he snapped at me to hurry up
and get Aaron to school. | immediately felt like | was being attacked, and | allowed
myself to feel hurt. I went to my room and cried. Then it dawned on me that | was
choosing to feel attacked and to get my feelings hurt. If | chose to perceive my husband’s
actions differently, I could have a different outcome. I realized that I could change my
perceptions anytime | wanted. It took me a couple of hours to forgive my husband and let
go, but I did because I didn’t want to feel this way the rest of the day.

| started to pray and meditate. | asked God to bring peace to me and my family;
and to help me forgive my husband, my kids, and most of all, myself. | had to let go and
allow them to learn their lessons on their own, trusting that God and the angels were with
them, too! | no longer needed to feel that | had to be in control of everything.

As | sat and prayed in my room, | suddenly heard a tap on the window. | thought
it was a bird or something. To my amazement, though, | saw that the sky was filled with
angels! They were everywhere. | started to cry with joy. | truly wanted to see angels, and
I really didn’t know when or where it was going to happen. | realized that | had to be
completely free and clear from all “attack’ thoughts in order to experience their presence.
I realized that they are all around us in everything we see, and that we are all one!



That afternoon, Alexander and | stopped at the drive-through to get an after-
school snack. | was singing a song on the radio when my son said, ‘Mom, there’s a face
looking at me!” He pointed his finger to the sky. ‘Is that an angel’” he asked. As | sat in
amazement, Alexander exclaimed, ‘And there’s another, and another, and another!”

“Yes!” | agreed, as tears rolled down my face. It was a miracle. He was seeing
exactly what 1’d seen earlier that day.

Alexander was so excited and said, ‘I can’t wait to tell Aaron. But what if he
doesn’t believe me”’

I told him not to worry, and | said a little prayer, ‘Please, Aaron, don’t tease him
this time!” As soon as we got home, Alexander raced up the stairs to tell his brother. |
heard him say, ‘Aaron, guess what’ | saw an angel looking at me, and then | saw three
more!”

Then Aaron gently patted him on the back, and he simply said, ‘That’s cool,
man!” | smiled, tears running down my face, as they gave each other a big hug.

That was a special day, one | will always remember. It was the day | saw the
angels! From then on, | was constantly aware of their presence; Divine love; and
protection for me, my family, and all of us.

HOW AN ANGEL H ELPED ME FIND MY TRUE NAME
by Uma Bacso

| hadn’t liked my name, Nancy Jane, my entire life’as far back as | remember. |
tried Nan, NJ, Nancy, Nanny. Nothing felt like ‘me.’

One day | decided to meditate on the topic as | stood in front of my bedroom
mirror. After some time meditating with my eyes closed, | decided to do an open-eyed
meditation, and I saw a beautiful woman with long dark hair standing before me in the
mirror. | asked this woman, “What is your name’ What is your name’’

I heard her say, “Your name will have something to do with light.” (At the time |
had light hair.) | stayed seated for a short while after hearing that; then | proceeded to get
dressed. One minute later, my body started moving over to my bookshelf, and | heard the
woman say to me, “Your name will be in one of these books.’

I felt my arm lift up as | was walking over to the bookshelf. It was now fully
extended, and | picked up the book right in front of my hand. It was Autobiography of a
Yogi, by Paramahansa Yogananda. | flipped through the book, and the name Uma seemed
to stand out several times. | thought, What a strange name.

A few hours later, | went to yoga class and asked the teacher, “‘What does Uma
mean in Sanskrit™’

He said that Uma was the ‘goddess of the rising sun.” | was taken aback for a
moment as | remembered that the woman in the mirror had told me that my new name
would be related to light. At that moment, I fell in love with my new name: Uma.



A GREAT HEALING DURING A TIME OF GRIEF
by Jennifer Helvey-Davis

I was very close to my grandmother as | grew up. My mother was a single mom,
so there were many times when | actually lived with my grandma. You could definitely
call her a stabilizing factor in my life, and she was always there for me.

When | was 19, | moved back in with her and my grandfather. One night when |
was 21, | had a horrible dream about a snake in my bed. It was so bad that | woke my
grandmother up and made her come sit on my bed while | fell back asleep. The next
morning, | found her dead on the couch. The event was extremely traumatic, and | was
overwhelmed with grief.

While on my knees visiting my grandma’s grave site, | looked up to the sky and
cursed God. I told Him that | wanted my grandma back. The sky was slightly cloudy, and
my eyes stung painfully from all of the crying | had done.

At that moment, this “thing” appeared in front of the clouds. It was like a starburst
coming out from the center, yet it was gray, almost the same color as the clouds
themselves. | was certain that my eyes were playing tricks on me. As | got to my feet, an
image appeared out of the starburst, and it stole the breath from my chest.

The being had long hair parted in the middle and a distinct heavy robe with a cord
around the waist. Its hands were outstretched from its sides, with the palms facing
upward. I couldn’t see a face, yet majestic wings pointed straight toward the heavens, and
they appeared solid and strong. | felt faint, and | fell to my knees and whispered, “You are
real * you are here.’

It was the most powerful being I have ever seen. Standing in the middle of the
starburst, this figure made me feel as if it had a lot of influence over my life. | was afraid,
yet amazed at the same time.

Although the features of the being were hard to discern, | knew it was an angel.
The wings and the hands made this fact very obvious to me. Now, | whispered, ‘You are
an angel.” As the tears spilled from my eyes, | could hardly believe what I was seeing.
The angel acknowledged my presence and nodded to me.

With miraculous speed, its wings snapped back to its sides. They were fast and
strong and made a loud whoosh! as they did this. The noise frightened me, but I didn’t
move an inch. If this angel had been on the ground, it would have been at least seven feel
tall, and the wings would have been even more enormous than that.

The scene was so overwhelmingly intense that | finally had to tear my eyes away.
When | looked back at the clouds, there was only the starburst shape, but no angel. | tried
to squint harder, but my eyes were so sore from all of my crying. | looked over at the plot
where my grandma was buried, and it seemed as if the grass there formed a shape. It was
darker in some places than in others. When | looked really hard, I could see the shape of
the angel in the grass.

I dropped the silk rose that | had brought for my grandmother onto the image of
the angel, knowing that my grandma was in the mystical place that the angel had come
from. Completely stunned by what had happened, | walked back to the car and scrawled a
picture of the angel on a piece of paper. | left the cemetery with a strange feeling of calm
and peace that | had not experienced since before Grandma’s death. | often doodle



pictures of that angel when | am feeling stressed or need comfort, and it always cheers
me up.

AN ANGELIC VISION OF MOTHERHOOD
by Sharon Blott

At age 27, | was going through a very difficult time in my life. | was depressed, a
six-year relationship that 1’d put all my hopes and dreams into had ended, and I had no
direction. | remember saying to my mother that | felt dead inside, and | doubted whether
that feeling would ever go away. | was also in the middle of graduate school and had
recently been told that | would never be able to have children.

My mother asked me to join her and my sister and brother-in-law on a two-week
vacation in Cabo San Lucas, Baja California’her treat. At first | declined, but she insisted,
and so off | went. The first week was fairly uneventful, but it was a welcome relief to be
away from my normal surroundings.

However, during the second week in Mexico, | had what | can only describe as a
profound spiritual experience. One night while | was on the beach during high tide and a
full moon, the skies simply opened up above me, and | was engulfed in a glorious golden
light that radiated a warmth and love that | have never experienced in this lifetime. | saw
and heard the angels, and there was sweet music playing. The angels were beings of great
radiance, with long white hair, and there seemed to be hundreds around, but only two or
so were really visible to me. The feelings they emanated were of love and peace, and
were intense and fulfilling to the very depths of my soul.

My most profound recollection was of children’s voices saying, ‘Mommy,
Mommy,” and calling to me. It must have only lasted a second or two, but it felt like an
eternity, and | wanted it to continue forever. | felt as if | were finally home.

When | returned from my holiday, a trip to my doctor revealed that the condition
preventing me from having children was gone. All my fears had disappeared, too; and
suddenly material possessions had little or no meaning to me, and | had a difficult time
being within my physical body.

I yearned for that feeling of home. Eight months later, | met my husband, and
today we have two wonderful girls, ages six and two. | will never forget that they are my
miracles, and that ten years ago, in Cabo San Lucas, | was reborn and forever changed by
my experience. Two months ago | received a community newsletter that was advertising
property for sale in Baja California. My husband and | bought a parcel of land’my dream
come true.



ANGORA, THE ANGEL OF PEACE
by Dianne SanClement

Most of my adult life, I’ve prayed that my angel would appear to me. When | was
45, 1 realized that | couldn’t spend another day working at a job that left me feeling
empty. | fantasized about leaving, and wondered how I could do so. | was married, we
had a mortgage, and all of the reasons why I should stay played on and on in my mind.

At this same time, | found myself waking in the night to the sound of chimes
ringing in my ears, and | would hear an angelic voice whispering, ‘Dianne, you did not
come to Earth to work at and retire from the Boeing Company.’ | would lie there frozen,
knowing in my heart of hearts that there was something much more important for me to
accomplish. I knew that | had come here with a Divine plan, but | was scared because |
didn’t remember what that plan was.

The voices became louder, and | found myself reading books about angels. |
decided to start journaling my thoughts and all of the messages | was receiving. It wasn’t
long before I knew that a power much greater than | was guiding me, and that | no longer
had a choice. In order for my spirit to live, in order for my light to shine, I had no
choice’l had to leave Boeing. The environment was suffocating my spirit.

On March 31, 1995, | walked away from my job, which no longer served me,
without a clue as to what | was going to do. | prayed for guidance, and also prayed that |
would learn to trust.

I began getting up each morning, journaling my thoughts, my fears, my joys, and
whatever was on my mind. I could now sit quietly for as long as | wanted, and write. It
was wonderful. It wasn’t long before I found that information was coming to me via the
paper | wrote on. I would go back and reread all that was written and be amazed. At first
it startled me, just as the whispers in my ears had. And with time, | discovered that it was
a joy, and that a relationship was forming with my angels. When the angels were done
passing information on to me, they always ended with ‘Love and Light, Your Angels.’ |
was never frightened by this experience, but I never told a soul.

A few years passed, and we moved to Camano Island, near Seattle. For the first
time in my life, | was surrounded by trees, woods, and gardens. | had been in the city,
surrounded by cement and tall buildings, for 48 years. | had always prayed that | would
live in the country one day. | spent the first summer working in the yard with my hands in
the dirt, and I loved it. | realized, as winter arrived, that | had spent five months in nature;
and for the first time in my life, | had made a connection with Mother Earth. My husband
and | even built an area where | could meditate and be close to all of the creatures, trees,
and the wonderful earth.

OnJuly 1, 1998, as | sat in my peaceful garden reading, | noticed something in
my line of sight. There, standing 50 feet away, was a woman dressed in white, with long
golden hair that sparkled. She even seemed to glow, and the field around her body
vibrated. As | sat looking at her, she said, ‘Hello, my name is Angora. | am the Angel of
Peace. | have much information to share with you.’

With that, | jJumped up, ran into the house, grabbed paper and pen, came back to
the garden, and wrote down everything she told me. Hours passed by the time she said
she would have to leave me, but not to worry, for she would be sure to wake me at 4:44. |



was to have paper and pen ready and write down all that she said. I kept our date, and we
have been in contact ever since.

Now, there are times when weeks pass before | remember to write. But Angora,
bless her heart, is always there for me. | find that | spend a good deal of time in
conversation with her. | can ask for assistance, and she guides me each step of the way.
Angora has taught me a lot about the universe, and she has given me the gift of
understanding. She has given me the strength to do and try things that I might not have
tried in the past.

I have only seen her in form that one time. | am aware of her presence, | hear her
in my head * and most important, I listen. | encourage you to open your heart and listen
for that voice. The angels wait for your invitation. They love you. | urge you to trust and
to open your arms, and you will receive their love and guidance.



Chapter 3

HELP FROM M YSTERIOUS S TRANGERS
REST-AREA ANGELS
by Kathleen Smith

I was traveling on a rural highway very late at night. 1’d needed to go to the
bathroom for a long time but hadn’t passed any businesses. When | came to a rest area, |
really had no choice but to stop, and said a hurried prayer for protection. | entered the
women’s bathroom, and inside there was a large man in yellow rain gear: hood, pants,
gloves, and boots. He said, ‘Oh, am I in the wrong bathroom’” and started walking
toward me.

Then | smelled the strong scent of flowers and felt myself literally lifted up by
what had to be an angel and “glided’ out the door and to the curb. I was a bit astonished,
but not afraid or upset.

At that moment a car drove up, and three couples got out. | was so relieved. |
remember thinking that they must be incarnated angels “ they were superthin, dark
complected, and very well dressed; and they seemed to sparkle. They spoke a foreign
language among themselves, and their voices were kind of high-pitched and melodious.
I’d never heard anything like the language they were speaking. And their car was
futuristic looking, not like any vehicle 1’d ever seen. I think the angels wanted me to
realize that this was a Divine intervention.

I saw the man in the rain gear on the far sidewalk, he must have left the women’s
restroom through the door on the opposite side. | felt completely calm and safe and went
in the bathroom with the women. When we came out, the man in the rain gear was
talking to one of the men, who nodded to me as I passed them on the way to my car.

I know that the man in the rain gear had intended to hurt me, but I have only
positive feelings associated with this incident. I’d been through some difficult times
during the holidays, and this experience gave me so much peace and hope about my
future. 1 now know without a doubt that angels truly exist and that they do protect us.
They can and do perform miracles, and they’re able to save our lives. | feel so blessed
and am now a lightworker, committed to helping others and the planet.



ALEC’S GUARDIAN ANGEL
by Diane Bridges

When my son, Alec, was two years old, we were having some work done at our
house. The workers asked if | would go down the hill to Duke’s (an old-fashioned
hamburger stand) to get them burgers. | took my husband’s new car, which I was not
used to driving. It had a gearshift between the seats. Alec came with me. When we got to
Duke’s, I left him in his car seat, locked the door, and went about ten feet up to the
window to order the hamburgers.

All of a sudden, I saw Alec reach over and move the gearshift out of PARK. The
car started rolling backward since Duke’s was on an incline. | ran to the car, struggling to
unlock it, but I couldn’t stop it from rolling. All those stories you hear about mothers
picking up boulders and trees resulting from a rush of adrenaline just didn’t happen to
me. | absolutely could not stop the car, and now it was out on Pacific Coast Highway.

I was hysterical, but still running alongside the car, trying to unlock it. All of a
sudden, the car stopped with a jolt. I looked up, and there was a man holding the vehicle
from behind. He told me to unlock the car, get in, and start the engine. I did what he said,
pulled back into the parking lot, and immediately stopped to get out and thank him * but
he was gone. | never saw where he came from or where he went!

STRANGER ON AN ICY HIGHWAY
by Susan Daly

While retrieving a chain that had fallen off of his car, my husband, Clark, had
slipped and fallen on an icy patch. After he managed to climb the hill to our house, he
collapsed on our floor, writhing in agony. He had hurt his back during the fall.

| immediately called our HMO and asked for an ambulance to take him to the
hospital. They said that they would be glad to send one, but if Clark had no significant
injury, we would have to pay $500. Since | couldn’t tell whether my husband’s injury
was ‘significant’ and | didn’t have that much money to spare, | decided to drive him
myself; and my son, Scott, came along.

As we drove down a very busy stretch of freeway, Clark became nauseated, and |
had to pull off onto the shoulder of the road. Afterward, | began the daunting task of
merging back into traffic, which was moving at a fast clip. It was a very dark night, and
as a space in the long line of headlights appeared, | began to maneuver into the lane only
to find that | couldn’t get traction in the snow! Scott opened the sliding door on the side
of the van and tried to push us, but we sat with tires spinning, making no progress
forward.

The empty spot in traffic had given way to another continuous string of
headlights. | tried to get to an area where there might be more traction, but the van still
didn’t move! | put my head in my hands on the steering wheel and said, ‘God, | need help
now!’



A moment later, a car stopped in the right lane of the freeway about ten feet
behind my van. Its headlights were on, but not the emergency flasher lights that would
warn other drivers that it was stopped. A long line of cars had come to a halt behind it. It
was almost like a time warp, if you will, except that traffic continued to move in the other
lanes. The road was slick, so for all those cars to just stop without accidents occurring
was phenomenal. It would have even been miraculous if the pavement had been dry!

I saw a person get out of the stopped car. He appeared to be of average height,
dressed in pants (probably jeans), a short jacket, gloves, and a stocking cap. | couldn’t see
any facial features, since the lights from the cars behind him only allowed me to see a
shadow. Somehow | knew that he was there to help my son push, so | gave the engine gas
and focused on getting the van moving to a point where we’d have enough traction to
drive on our own.

As | felt the van’s speed increase, | told my son to jump in, fearing that I would
get stuck again if | stopped to pick him up. My concern about my son getting into a
moving vehicle distracted my attention from the person helping him. Tasked with shifting
gears and avoiding a guardrail, I had my hands full and couldn’t open the window to
thank our rescuer.

Later on, when | asked Scott if he had been able to thank the person who had
helped him push, he said, “‘What are you talking about, Mom” There wasn’t anyone
helping me push the van. I did it all by myself!” At age 15, Scott was convinced that he
was strong enough to have pushed the van on his own.

So many times I’ve wished that I could thank the person who helped get us back
on the road, but I actually doubt that he was a person; I think he was an angel sent in
response to my prayer for help. After all, it wasn’t possible for someone to have seen our
plight, stopped his car, gotten to the back of my van and pushed, and then returned to his
own car in the time frame in which this incident occurred. How could all that have
happened on a crowded, fast-moving freeway in icy weather, without there being an
accident” The only possible answer is Divine intervention, an immediate response to my
short, demanding prayer.

It turned out that Clark had suffered a compound spinal fracture. It was painful for
a few weeks, and he had to wear a back brace, but he’s fine today. And for that, we once
again thank God.

THE HEAVENLY NANNY
by Catherine Lee

I saw and spoke to my oldest son’s guardian angel. We were living in Lubbock,
Texas, at the time. My son, Brandon, was two years old and was very adept at opening
doors, latches, and locks.

It was a Sunday, and we were at church. We had taken Brandon to the nursery for
his class. | was sitting on the couch in the foyer because | was in my eighth month of
pregnancy, and the Sunday School chairs were uncomfortable. The foyer had large
windows on either side of a double door. The entire wall was plate glass, covered with



filmy curtains to let in filtered light. My husband was sitting with me on the couch when
we noticed an older woman approaching, holding the hand of a small boy. As she opened
the door, we realized that the small boy was Brandon.

The woman had white hair and a very pale complexion. Her suit was white with
tiny black piping. She carried a white purse and had on matching shoes. She asked if this
little boy belonged here at this church. For a moment, | was just too stunned to speak. She
went on to say that she had seen him wandering down by the lake at the park behind the
church and thought he might be in danger. Brandon would have had to escape through
several doors and a latched gate to get off the church grounds.

I said that he was mine, and she handed him over and went out the door. | realized
that I had not said ‘Thank you’ and went out after her. She was gone. The sweet elderly
woman had disappeared without a trace, just as mysteriously as she’d first appeared.
Brandon is now 20 and a firefighter. | hope his sweet angel is still looking out for him.

THE ANGEL DOCTOR
by James R. Myshrall

On December 22, 1995, at 11 A.M., Hazel (my mother), Beverley (my wife), and
I were involved in a car crash. In this accident there were two deaths, but there should
have been four. My mother and the gentleman who caused the crash passed on. My wife
smashed her kneecap and received a large cut on her forehead. My face was crushed from
the eyes down. | was choking, drowning in my own blood.

Within seconds, a mysterious doctor and his wife appeared. He came through the
windshield of our car, pinned me down (as | was thrashing around due to the head
injury), and cleared the blood away, making it possible for me to breathe.

This unknown doctor prepped me for the ambulance to take me the great distance
to a well-equipped hospital. Through various channels, I’ve tried to track him down, and
I even attempted to do so through the TV series Unsolved Mysteries, but I’ve had no luck.
I am unable to locate this doctor. There is no mention of his name in the police report.
The only conclusion | can come up with is that he was an angel. | am alive and well due
to this angel doctor.

I was told that my mother was killed instantaneously. | believe that she had
requested that I not be taken away from Earth at this time, as it would be too much of a
burden for my family.

AN ANGEL TO THE RESCUE
by Judy Garvey

I was driving to get groceries. | took my usual route to the main street when my
truck suddenly stopped, and | drifted to the side of the road.



I retrieved my purse to walk to the main road, which had several businesses,
where | hoped I could phone a roadside service. As | turned around and reached for the
door, I saw a man dressed in security-guard clothes with a walkie-talkie coming around
the corner, right toward me. He came up to my car window, asking if he could help. I said
I was about to go someplace to call an emergency service. He said he could do that, and |
heard him speaking on the walkie-talkie while I quickly looked in my purse for the
roadside-assistance membership card. When I turned to thank the man for his timely help,
he was gone! | looked up and down the street for him, but he wasn’t there! The tow truck
came almost immediately.

| started thinking about the circumstances of the incident, realizing that there were
no business establishments in the area that would warrant a security guard, and also the
fact that the man had come from around the corner and headed right to me. | knew that
I’d had a wonderful blessing from a very real angel.

THE CAMP ANGEL
by Daniel R. Person

| was at Covenant Pines, a Christian family camp in McGregor, Minnesota, with
my parents, brother, and sister. Every morning we had a mandatory church service. | was
about seven years old and more interested in playing than going to church, so | told my
mother | was sick and couldn’t go. When everyone left, | went down to the lake to go
swimming.

I was a poor swimmer and not allowed in the deep water. | thought that this was
my chance, and | crossed under the H-shaped dock. After a minute, | swallowed some
water and began to thrash. I struggled for a little while and went underwater. Looking up,
I saw the light through the surface. I quit struggling and put my hand up out of the water
as | went still and began to sink.

Just as my hand was about to go under, | shot up onto the dock. I was on my
knees, throwing up at a man’s feet. | looked up, and he asked if | was okay. | said yes,
and he turned and walked away. | crawled off the dock and stayed on the beach for a little
while. Then I walked back to my cabin when | felt better.

| slept the rest of that day and looked for the man at dinner that night. There were
only about 70 people there, and I spent the rest of the weekend looking for him. He
wasn’t anywhere to be found. We were in the middle of nowhere, so he wouldn’t have
been there if not for the camp (or to save my life!).

SOMEONE SAVED MY LIFE TONIGHT
by Justine Lindsay

I was 18 and had just finished school (I live in Australia). Normally, this would be



immensely exciting. However, | was awaiting my exam results, which scared the wits out
of me. Even worse, | caught my boyfriend (and first love) kissing another girl at our
prom, just days before we were due to go away on vacation together for a week.

That week’s holiday was hell. We’d fight and fight and fight and then make up,
only to fight again a few seconds later. It was awful. It came to a breaking point when he
said some really harsh things to me, and | stormed out and headed straight for the beach.
I’ve had a fairly rough childhood, and all of this was getting to me. Although I’m
ashamed to say it now, the thought of killing myself was at the forefront of my mind.

| went to the deserted beach, and | began to walk toward a huge cliff. My way out,
I thought. I was hysterical, crying, sobbing, and wailing. I couldn’t see anyone around,
but then again, | wasn’t in any state to notice anyone else.

At that moment, | felt someone tap me on my shoulder. It was a man of about 25,
well groomed, with translucent skin and beautiful blue eyes. He asked me if | was okay,
but he transmitted these words somehow silently, because looking back, I cannot
remember him ever uttering a word. | began to tell him everything’everything. We
walked farther, me pouring my heart out to him all the while. We sat down and |
continued, telling him everything that had happened to me since the age of 12, when my
parents had divorced. As | kept talking, he gently guided me back toward the beach house
I was staying in with my boyfriend. We reached the trail that would take me there from
the beach.

He stopped and turned me toward him. | realized that 1’d been talking nonstop for
more than two hours. | began to apologize, and | thanked him for listening, all in the
same breath. | told him that | should go because my boyfriend would be getting worried,
and then I hugged him. He still didn’t say anything, and | remember thinking that this
was a little bizarre.

| turned to leave, ran up the beach a bit, and then turned around to wave good-
bye. But when | looked back, the beach was empty. | walked back down to where | had
just stood with him and looked around. Nothing. I closed my eyes, thinking I was going
mad, and shook my head. When | opened my eyes, | saw that there was only one set of
footprints trailing up the beach along the path this man and I had walked. I felt really
weird at this point and ran back to the house. I never spoke a word of what happened that
day on the beach to anyone.

| have become more of a spiritual person because of this occurrence, and |
continue to search for more meaning in my life. | speak to my angel all the time, and
although he hasn’t “‘appeared’ again, | have never been as desperate as | was on that day
at the beach. I get little signs every now and again, but usually only when I ask for them.



OVERFLOWING WITH JOY
by Nancy Kimes

The year was 1980. It was an unusually hot day in the middle of the summer, a
day I will never forget! | was very depressed. Nothing seemed to be going right in my
life, including a relationship I was desperately hanging on to. My life had no plan, no
direction. I was looking for a way out, so | asked God for help. | needed to know that |
was here for a reason. | wanted to be able to help myself and others. At the time, that
wish didn’t look very promising. | cried as | spoke to God, as if He were standing beside
me.

Then there was a knock at my door. Oh, who is that’ I thought. Should I answer’
The knocks continued. | finally opened the door, with tearstains on my face. Before me
stood a man around 30, handsome, with a bright smile and a clipboard under his arm. He
was wearing a long-sleeved shirt and dark trousers. His sleeves were rolled up a few
folds. He said he was sorry to bother me but wondered if he could have a glass of water. |
couldn’t refuse him, as it was hot as blazes out there. I asked him if he would like some
ice, also, and he said, “Yes, that would be fine.’

As | turned on the faucet, the heaviness | had felt seemed to be lightening. He
finished his glass of water, and | asked him if he would like some more. He said yes, with
much appreciation in his voice. So | poured him a second drink, again with ice. This time
| started to feel like something was filling up inside of me. I noticed that my mood, my
depression, was lifting. | was feeling better! The man finished his second drink, and 1
asked him if he would like another. He was still thirsty!

So, as before, | started to pour a third glass of water. | experienced an overflowing
of joy, and spontaneously thought of a beautiful biblical scripture: *Those who thirst after
righteousness * shall be filled.’

Who is this man, and why is he having this profoundly positive effect on me’ |
suddenly wondered. He finished his water and seemed satisfied.

He thanked me warmly and left. As I shut the door, | felt a peaceful inner
certainty that my answers would soon come, that | had a purpose and | wasn’t finished
here. | dashed to the kitchen window to see which direction the man had gone, but he was
nowhere to be seen. He could not have disappeared from my view that fast! Then within
the deepest part of me, | knew that he was an angel in disguise.

My life changed that day. A whole new world opened up to me’one of love,
forgiveness, listening to others, seeing myself through others’ eyes, and having the ability
to help myself through helping others. Now that I think about it, whenever something
happens and | find myself completely overwhelmed, | feel an unmistakable presence
within or around me that gives me the strength and courage to face the challenge and
move on, knowing that | will be fully protected.



HEAVEN HELPED ME
by Carol Pizzi

On September 14, 1995, while driving to work, | started to experience a
tightening in my chest and pain that was going up in my throat. Having already passed
right by the hospital, | decided to try to make it to the office and have someone take me to
the emergency room. However, after driving a few more blocks, | started to feel very
weak and had to pull the car into a deserted strip-mall parking lot. This was all happening
at around 6:50 A.M., and none of the stores were open.

Just then, a man appeared, and | asked him to call an ambulance, as | was
continuing to have chest pains and trouble breathing. | remember him going into one of
the stores to make the call. The ambulance came and took me to the hospital, where they
performed a cardiac cauterization. After they found a blocked artery, I underwent
angioplasty.

After spending time at home recuperating, | returned to the strip mall, trying to
locate and thank the gentleman who had called the ambulance. Since I had seen him go
into one of the stores before their opening hours, I figured he must work at one of them.
All of the store managers told me that no one would be there at that time of the morning
and that no one of that description worked for them. | could not find my guardian angel,
but I’m sure that’s who he was.

IT PAYS TO PRAY
by Anonymous

It was an ordinary spring day, and my husband asked me to help move our older
Pontiac Firebird out of the carport area, as it was blocked by a hedge and wasn’t
accessible to the truck that would tow it to the shop. As my husband pushed, | was to
steer it out of the spot. Well, as he was pushing and | was steering, | found that he was
unable to handle the job as he’d thought. His back was strained, and | was trying to steer
the car while seated inside. | felt that | created more weight, so | decided to get out of the
car and help push, too. The only problem was that I couldn’t maneuver the vehicle and
brake as well. This was an enormously unwieldy car’a 1976 Firebird has a lot of heavy
metal’and we felt as if this was unbelievably hard to manage. Just as we would get the car
to move, | would jump inside to brake before it hit my husband.

| started to pray in my heart, and | asked my angels to help me. While | was
stating these requests inwardly, my husband was trying to push the car, which was going
nowhere. Just as | was in the middle of my prayer, I looked up and saw the most
interesting manifestation of my entire life. A man was running from what appeared to be
the fence by my house. As | watched him come toward us, | noticed that he turned,
almost as if he were feeling his way toward the car. When his loving eyes met mine, he
nodded as if to say intuitively, ‘I am here!” He approached the car and started to help



push it. My husband was totally shocked to see this man helping, but the two of them
managed to push the car into place.

| hit the brakes and shifted into PARK. I noticed that the man’who had blond hair,
blue eyes, and a beautiful golden-bronze tan all over’was shaking my husband’s hand and
saying something to him that I couldn’t hear. That’s when I got out of the car and walked
over, just in time to see him turn and leave, running in the same direction he’d come from
and disappearing from our sight.

Focusing on my husband, I noticed that his eyes were watering, and | asked if he
was all right. He couldn’t speak, but finally after a few seconds, he murmured that the
love emanating from that man had been so incredible. | asked him what the man had said.
My husband turned to look at me. ‘He said, ‘It pays to pray.”’

We never saw the man again, but we have never forgotten this amazing and
wondrous occurrence.



Chapter 4

HEALING MESSAGES FROM MYSTERIOUS STRANGERS
WILLIAM WHITE
by Dawn Elizabeth Allmandinger

In the 1980s, | was married to a man who physically abused me. We both worked
at the same restaurant, | was a waitress, and he was a busboy. He would say mean things
to me in front of my co-workers, and once | came into work with a black eye covered
with heavy makeup.

One day, a man and woman whom | had never seen before entered the restaurant.
The man started to ask me things about myself, and then he said that | was special. But at
the time | didn’t think that was true because my ex-husband had always told me
otherwise, as had my father.

He asked me what | thought my mission in life was. Without thinking, 1 said,
‘Well, I’'m God’s helper.” The man told me that not many people know that about
themselves. He asked me how I thought I helped others. I told him that | hugged people,
and I could feel what was going on inside of them.

He told me that | was right, and that | should give the woman who was with him
(his sister) a hug and tell them what I felt. I hugged her, and I told her I felt she wasn’t
happy and that she was going through some kind of move that she was uneasy about. The
woman confirmed that she was going through a move, wasn’t sure if it was the right thing
to do, and wasn’t really happy about it. I couldn’t believe that I had gotten it right!

The man told me that he felt | was a healer, which | had been told twice before,
but I hadn’t thought | was special enough. Now, these two people didn’t know me from
Adam, and the man seemed to know things about me and my life that no one did. He told
me that | wouldn’t be with my husband much longer, which at that time | didn’t believe. |
really thought of marriage as a ‘till death do us part” commitment.

The man then asked me if | wanted his phone number, and | said yes. What’s
strange about this is that the restaurant was really busy with the lunch rush, yet the only
people seated in my section were the man and his sister. That gave me time to talk with
them.

So, | opened my address book to a blank page, and he wrote: “William White,
758-6055.” Then he said, ‘Look at my name. See, it says ‘Will I Am’!” William asked me
to call him so that | could join a group of helpers and healers.



A few days later, | dialed the number, and all I heard was a recording that said the
number had been changed and that there was no new number.

| did end up divorcing my husband, as William predicted. | am now ready to
forgive my dad for the abuse, as well as my ex-husband.

I have looked for William White ever since then, with no luck. I truly believe that
he was an angel in human form trying to guide me back on the path to peace.

GOD WORKS IN MYSTERIOUS WAYS
by Patrice Karst

I was driving on Interstate 10, heading west toward Pacific Coast Highway, on a
Saturday afternoon. | was listening to music, and my small son, Eli, was asleep in the
backseat. | was lost in thought when the car in front of me slammed on its brakes! | was
going at least 50 miles per hour, and 1 hit the brakes hard in an attempt not to careen into
the car. But it was obvious that there wasn’t enough time to stop. It all seemed surreal as |
found myself heading straight for the car in front of me at a high speed. It was terrifying!
I was thinking, Oh God, is this where I die’ What about Eli’ Oh God, please, no!

I crashed into the car with a great impact. Afterward, | was shaking
uncontrollably and was afraid to move, lest | be confronted with the horror of seeing
blood, bodies, and glass everywhere. But when | summoned the courage to look around,
instead of witnessing a tragedy, | saw a miraculous scene. My son, Eli, was still asleep! |
was completely uninjured, which, considering how hard 1’d hit the other car, seemed
utterly impossible.

As | was considering this unlikely situation, a dark-haired woman with a very
thick unrecognizable accent opened my door, and | stepped out of the car. She threw her
arms around me and said these exact words: ‘We are all going too fast. You are fine. Let
us remember to slow down.” Then she said, ‘May God bless you!” and she got back in her
own vehicle and drove off. | stood there in a state of shock.

My car was completely unscathed, yet | had just had a huge collision. Not only
that, somehow my vehicle was parked safely on the right shoulder, completely out of
harm’s way, even though | hadn’t driven it there! I’d never moved it after the crash. |
should have been in the middle of the freeway, with cars swerving to avoid me.

Miracle’ Angel’ Call it what you want. | just know that the mysterious lady and
that experience made no sense to me. We are all going too fast. Quite a metaphor for this
crazy, intense pace we’ve set for ourselves. | got back in my car and slowly drove home.
God was there that day for Eli and me, I’m certain of it.



AN ANGEL IN NEW YORK CITY
by Anonymous

| decided to follow my fianc’ (who soon became my husband) to the New York
area in 1995. We settled in an apartment that we could afford in New Jersey. This proved
disastrous. There were signs early on that this was not necessarily a good decision: | was
involved in a head-on collision before our move; and other disasters included getting my
car stolen the day I started my new job, and having men expose themselves to me on the
various subway trains | would use to commute to Manhattan each day. All in all, my
husband and I had our cars stolen four times within a one-year period.

Finally, my husband lost his job and couldn’t find another one with comparable
pay. He decided to move back to the Washington, D.C., area, which had a thriving job
market. | remained in New York City until a job transfer came through for me. During
this time, | lived with a friend in Manhattan.

One day a man approached me after | had parked on the street, and loudly
exclaimed that | was in his parking space. My friend who was with me told the man that
it was a public spot. The man became quite angry. Against my better judgment, | left my
car there. My inner voice told me to drive away, but my friend convinced me that |
needed to stand up for what was right and not let the guy bully me.

Later in the day, I returned alone to find that my car had a flat tire. Someone had
taken a knife and slashed it repeatedly. I cracked. I knew that this was the result of the
parking incident, since the man had threatened violence when 1’d left the car earlier that
day. I drove my car, crying all the way, and called a roadside service to assist me in
replacing the tire. | was totally hysterical at this point. The city had finally defeated me,
and | felt hopeless.

After calling for assistance, | carefully scanned the area in all directions for the
service truck that was on its way. | had parked in a somewhat secluded location that |
considered safe because it had open areas where | could see people coming. I believed
that the guy who had slashed my tire might have followed me.

Suddenly, | heard a woman’s voice behind me asking about my car. I did not see
this person approach and was quite startled because | had been vigilantly looking all
around. Crying, | told her the story. She was very comforting the entire time, while
listening intently. She said that God would not have put us all here if there wasn’t room
enough for everyone, and that He would always provide for me, be it a parking spot or
anything else. She also told me that I would soon receive a great blessing that would heal
the entire situation with my tire.

At that moment, | saw the service truck approach. A second later, | turned to
thank the woman for being so kind, but she had completely disappeared! There wasn’t
anywhere she could have hidden and no building nearby she could have gone into. A
great wave of happiness and comfort came over me at that time. | truly believe that the
woman was an angel. There is no other explanation.

The blessing she told me about also came true. The very next day, | received an
award for $50 from an employee-recognition program. This was the exact cost of
replacing the tire that had been destroyed. In addition to that, it boosted my self-esteem!
A true miracle had occurred during a time when | thought nothing good could happen.



‘EVERYTHING IS GOING TO BE OKAY”’
by Dorothy Durand

My mother, Marjorie, told me a story about an incident that occurred when | was
an infant.

Tragedy weighed heavily upon her. At age 22, she had lost her brother, her
mother, and my father (who died at 31); and | was gravely ill. The doctors suggested a
new therapy that had never been tried on infants. They gave me a 50-50 chance of
success if she consented to the treatment. If she declined, | would surely die.

So my mother signed the consent form, walked out of the hospital, and went
straight to the harbor, where she planned to drown herself. Everyone she had ever loved
had been taken away from her. She believed | would die and that she had nothing to live
for.

As she stood staring into the murky water, a black man who appeared to be a dock
worker came up next to her. At first she was afraid because he was such a big man, and it
was a rough neighborhood that women just didn’t frequent. But then she thought, It
doesn’t matter.

