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t was a typical last weekend Of sunllndl

mania at the beach,and of coursc l wanteα

to be part of the madness.Ⅳ ly husbandl

thought that a quiet barbeque at homl

would sufflce.But given his gentle and accommё l

dating ways,there we were lying supine on ouF

rainbow― striped towels like sardines in a tin.Ifwl

inched forward,backward,le■ or right,we would
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1)に quite intimate with our beach ncighbors.

I was thrilled to hear the ocean roar,feel the

mist on lny face,taste the saltiness in the aiF.lИ y

husband said he could have casily duphcated this

experience baCk hOlrle by playlng one ofthose new

wave CDsin the backgrOund(the ones that sound

llke a combinatiOn Ofan eerie宙 olin and waterfalls)

while he sprayedme witha mister and fed lrle potato

chips.

I Puthimunderthe umbrella and headed for one

ofmy farnOus beach adventures.Scashell collecting

ib1lowed by a hunt for sea glass,a walk along the

jetty and the ultimate reward_― wading,dipping,

diving and eventually riding back in on my owrl

PrlVate wave.

We headed home,,un‐drenched and parched

風nd in dire need of showers.And thatb when I

noticed that rny owi necklace,a thirtieth birthday

Sift g市en tO me by my dadjust one weck lefore

hc passed away9 was not where it shOuld have been

量nd always wa。 :hanging right below the I Love
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You necklace given to me by lny husband on our

wedding night.

Mytwё mostfav6五te men on the planetand my

two mosttreasured gi■ s,and now one was missingi

l was frantic as l searched every room in the house.I

asked myhusband ifhe recalled secing the necklace

on lne while we were atthe beach.He couldn't be

sure and neithё r could I.

Alll couldbecertalnofwasdutlwasheartbroken.

l grabbed the car keys and headed back to the

beach.My husband thoughtl was crazy and五 ghtly

so.Nine nliles ofbeach,thirty thousand beachgoers

later――did l really think l could locate one teeny

necklace?

I knew l had tO try.Atleastthere was a Lost and

Found,Maybe,justmaybe,someone came across my

necklace and turned itin.Thencynicallyl thOughti

maybe,just maybe with the price ofgold someo暉

did not.

What ifit calne offin the occan?

I was urlwilhng to even consider that as
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possibility.‐            ‐

lrushed onto the beach and didil knowwhere

to begin.The hたguards werelong gone buta woFker

sweeping the boardwalk had access to the Lost and

Foulld.One deck ofplaying cards,threebeachchaiFS,

and lnore than s破 coolers were stacked along the

wall but no necklace anywhere.

I noticed an elderly man slowly walking the

sand with a lnetal detector in his hand.I raced up

to him and,nearly breathless,asked ifhe had come

across a necklace.

Hc opened his ye1lowed weather― beaten hand

and showed lnё his bounty thus far__nickels and

quarters but mostly pennies.

The old lrlan said l could write down my narrle

and address and if he happened to come upon my

necklacc he would gladlソ return itto me.I wanted

to hug hirlll sё l did.               :

l also wanted hiln to have sufflcient postage to

mailit back to me so l gave him a crumpled up s5

bill that he re― crulnpled and putin his veSt pocket.
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lraced back to my carto flnd something to wrltc

wlth(and On)and found a dull― tipped eyebrow

pencil and a napkin.

I scribbled llny nal■ c and address and ran back

as fast as l could.

The old lrlan was gOne.

I searched for a while and then went home.

My generOus husband offered to replace the

little blue owl with a new one.             t

ltumed dowrl hisloving gesture,as there could

berlo replacement.町 dad,despiヒ beinghospitalized

for the better part ofseven rnonths,had found a way

to buy lne that necklace and not nliss my thirtieth

birthday.I had leamed about it at his funeral.

Therc had been a fundraising eventin the lobby

ofthe hospital a few days carlier where merchants

were selling theirwares.Ha宙 nggotlen wind Ofthi銑

my dad had asked one ofthe orderlies if he could

wheel hiln dowrlstairs.

On display in a small white box on a cornerl

table he spotted the owi necklace and knew he
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負)und the very best gil of all.My dad always told

illc how wise l was,cVen as a httle glrl,wlse beyond

iny years he would say.Wisc hke a wisc old owl.

Without lnoney to pay for the owl,my dad

had to barter wlth the vendor.Hc offered to build

ま)rnething in his occupational therapy class hke a

inagazine rack or a wooden boat in exchange for

nly birthday gift.

The vendor gave my dad the owl with an IOU

員nd Dadb favorite nurse broughtit hollrle to gift― wap
風s though it had come from Tiffany.

I would later learn that this kind vendor had

justlost his father to cancer and was so moved by

nly dadb gumption and dignity that he never had

風ny intention of accepting any lnoney.

Three days after combing the beach for the

おurth and flnal tilne a package appeared inside

our screen door.

I don't knOw whO dehvered it Or who sentit,

晨s there was no return address nor any postage of

曇ny kind.



Inside was a crumpled up S5 bill and my

necklace.                          
‐

First l c五 ed.                   :

Then l kissed that beautiful owl.   .

Then l put my necklace back on where

be16nged.

And only then did lrealize how silly l had

I never needed to worry about writing d

where l lived.Angels donit need your address.

～Lisa Leshaw
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s l drovc home frOm w6rk One after―

noon,the cars ahead ofme were swew～

ing to lrliss something not often seen

in the middle of a six_lanC highwar a

big pelican.After an eightecn― whceler ncarly

him over,it was clear the pelican wasn't plan「

to lnove any tilne soon.And if he`didnt,the

inder of his life could be c10cked with an egg

l parked my car and slowly approached him.

bird wasnt the least bit afraid of lrle,and the



drivers who honked their horns and yelled at us

they sped by didn't impress hirrl either.

Stompingrny fect,I waved lny antts and shou

to get hilrl into the lake next to the road,all t

while trying to direct trafflc.

``C'mon beatit,Big Guy before you get hurtl''

After a brief pause,he cooperatively wadd

to the curb and shd dom to the waterb edge.

Problem solved.Or so lthought.

The n■inute l walked away he was back on t

road,resulting in another round ofhonking,squeal

ing tires and smoking brakes.

So l tried again.

``Shoo,for c●鳳ng outloudl"

The bird blinked,flrst one eye then the othel

and with a little sigh placated me by returning

the lake.

OfcOurse when lstarted for my caritwas

replay.

After twO rnore urlsuccessful attempts,I was at

wits'end.Cell phOnes were practically non― exi
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l)ホ k thcn,and the nearest pay phone was about a

lllllF ltway.I wasn't about to abandon the hapless

i:「・llittrc and run fOr help.He probably wouldn't be

貞!lvto when l returned.

50 there we stood,on the curb,hke a couple of

itilks waiting at a bus stop.While he nOnchalantly

I)it'(ined his feathers,I prayed for a nliracle.

Suddenly a shiny red Pickup tmck pulled up,

■:t(la man hopped out.

“Would you like a hand?"

I'Irl seldon■ at a loss for words,but one look at

ill(i very tall newcomer rendered l■ e tonguc― tied

a:l(l unable to do anything but nOd.

He was the most striking man l'd ever

聾『ζ
i n―一smoky black hait muscular with tanned

雪lく in,and a tender snlile nanked by dilnples deep

l:l()ugh tO drill for oil.His eyes were hypnotic,

citystal clear and Caribbean bluc.He was allnost

iぃ ()beautiful to be real.

The embroldered name on his derlllrl work shin

墓ミ1(l“Daniel."



“I'rn on iny way out to the Scabird Sanct

and l'd be glad to take him with mё .I have a

cage in the back of my truck,"the rnan offeredi

Oh lny goodness.

“I)O you volunteer atthe Sanctuary?"Ic

struggling to regain my powers ofspeech

``Yes,cvery now and then."

In rnywlldest drealrls,I couldit have ilna

a lrlore perfect solution to my dilerrllrla.The

was going to be saved by a knowledgeable

with rrlovie star 16oks,who happened to ha罷

pelican～ sized cage wlth him and was on his way

the Seabird Sanctuary.

As l watched Daniel prepare for his passen

I couldn't shake the fechng that l knew hiln f

somewhere.

“Have we ever inet before?"I asked.

“No l don't think so,"was his reptt smi
again with warmth that would melt glaciers.

I held iny breath as the lnan crept toward

pehcan.Their eyes met,and the bird meё kly a

減 I Saヽred b7an Angel

Danielb tme identiリ
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い風1liclto drape atowel orFhiO face andplacchim

織亀thc cage.There was no struggle,no■appmgwlllgs

曇鼻d not one peep of protes,一―juSt Callrl.

“Yes!''I sh五 eked with excitement when the door

waslatchedo What had seemed a no″ wln situation

wns no longer hopeless.The pchcanwao flnallysafe.

Before they dr9ve aWay l thanked my fe1low

糞scucr for his help.

“It was my pleasure,Nlichelle.''

And he was gone.

ηりit a minute.How did he knOw mynalrle?we

didn't introduce ourselves.I only knew his name

挨cause Of his shirt.

Later when l called the Sanctuary to check on

曇c pelican,I asked ifl might speak with Daniel.

No onc had ever heard of hiln.

l was beginning to think my mind waS playing

笹ickS On lrle.

As we discussed my bafling expe五 ence‐over

ner,our httle girlJuliC Was con宙 nced that she



``14ommy2 1111 bet het your angel.Thatb

yOu lknow hiln,'she insisted.

``But Daniel didn't have wlngs,honey."I snli

passing the green beans to lny husband.

``A lot of angels don't have wlngs,Mommy.li

``How do you know this?''

“Isee them sOmetimes.They'rejust people L

you,me and Daddy"

Iput downmyforkand gavehermyhllatt

りulie,Why do you think the people y9u sce

angels?''I asked.

``Becausc God is in their faces.'I

After dishes were washed and bedtiΠ le pra

were said,it was time to sortthrough the con

whirhng through lny head.

Iread somewhere that,oung children are able

see what adults can't because theirinnocence

yet beerL tai]nted by the skepticisコ n ofa groⅢ

wOrld.It mustbetme.My baby daughter see

have the inside track on solrlething herincredu

mother cOuld barely comprehend.

減 I SaVed by an Ange]
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Moreover what she.sald inade sense.

l prayed for a nliracle and‐ Daniel suddenly

晨PPCaК d・ 早 e nOtOnlyknewhOwtO capture a pehcan,

btll had a big cagein histmck and was On his way

t● :t place whcre the bird would be safe.

And the g10w radiating from Danielb beautiful

cycs was pure and 10ving,hke the adoration of a

脂lher for his child.AsJulie Said,God wasin his face.

If Daniel was lny angel it would explain his

LnliliarityMyspiritmightknOwhimevenifldidnt

確cognizc hirrlin the lesh.And he'd know my narrle

without being told.

Then l reこ alled strugghng to hold back trafic

wllile trying to get the pelican offthe rOad.Perhaps

the bird wasn'tthe Only one in imminent danger.I

was so preoccupied that it didn't occur to lne that

i wasin danger Of10sing my o、 ～
狙life while trying

餡save his.

It was a precious and humbling revelation― ―to

so chenshed by God that Hc wOuld send One

the Hcavenly hOsts tO protect me.1'd heard that



angels watch over us,but l was handed tangi

e宙dこncё of theit existence.

‐What an amaζ ing gi■ .´

～Michellё Closeヽ4ills
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y nlind started wande五 ng.I had

becn d五vinglon I″ 79 North in

Our newly acquired used Jeep

Cherokee with my pregnant wife

gh the mountains OfWest virginia fOr nearly

hours.No radio.No cell phone scrvice.No

lights.No rest area。 .No vehicles on the road

than ёurs.The only noise wc heard was the

drone ofthe wiper blades m。宙ng back and

,rerrlinding me of the lrletronome my flfth

piano instructOr used to keep lnё  On tempo.



The slushy lrlix Of snotlFain,and sleet sta

picking up,making it harder and harder tO fOc

on the seemingly endless road before us.

■was ttenightbebК Christmas Eve ttdw

making the long trek home tO rural Pennsylvani

I was attending graduate,scho01in Kentucky a

our wlnter break had inally arrived.NIy wife a

I had tO wOrk earlier in the day sO we got offtO

later start than we wOuld have liked__fOrcing

to drive in utter darkness the entire trip home.

didnt really mind the d五 ve thOugh,● OWing thati

ёight hOurs we would be c可 Oying eggnog in f

Ofa warm areplace with Our famiり

BOOM!!!

``E)id you hear that?"I asked lny wlfe.

`■℃s.What happened?"

“I must have hit sOmething,"I said.

l pulled the vehicle offtO the side ofthe

to check Out the damage.I grabbed the flashli

frOIn under my Seat.

``We got a flat!"I yelled.``I'In gbing to put
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[he doughnut.'

One by one l grabbed.Our Christrrlas prescnts,

PhCing them on the sloppyground.I inally made

itthe bottom ofthe pile,grabbingthejack,our only

source of hope on this wintry night.

“Great,juot ourluck,itb broken!The car dealer

sold us a vehicle with a bЮ kenjackl Now what?"

One by One l placed the saturated Christmas

JiS baCk into the vehicle,replaying in my hcad

how l could have made such a mistake.I returned

to my seat and startcd wondering what our next

rnove might be.We took a moment to assess the

Dituation‐ and offer up a quick prayer.

We lald Out Our options:

Option l――It looked like there was a house

way Offin the distance.I could● ng their doorbell.

Option 2-TThe next exit was flfteen lrlilesI I

could walk to the exit and lny wlfe could stay in

the car until l retumed.

Option 3-― We could waitit outin the warlrlth

Saved by an AI〕gel l=



ofour car untilthe gas ran out― hopingthat

SamHtan deed on ourbehalf(even thOughwe hadn

seen another car on the rOad fOr ncarly two h6urs

“

hiClewollldstop andperfOrmamodenl_day

one or t

deこided

Neither one of us liked options

cOnside五ng the fact that we were in

Of n6where in West Virginia一 ―so we

option three.

I reclined inmyseat,not expectmg to see

vehicle for several hours,ifat all.I shut offthe wi

blades so l could have a nollllal COnversation MЛ

my wife.But before l uttered the nrst sentencei

heard what sOunded like sirens.1 loOked in

rearview mirror and shouted as if l had just

the lotlery:“ A police carl"

The pohcёman pulled a10ngside Our vё hic

asking us how he could be ofservlce,telling us

his name was C)fflcer Anderson.I told hiln a

the■attire and that we didit have a workingj

or cell phone servlce.Without hesitation,○

郎i SⅣed,an Angel

cyes aid said:
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the lnidd

Anderson hopped Out of his Vehicle,grabbed the

1晨
Ck frOrrl his cat ploppcd down on the soggy grass,

日nd started 9hanging the,ire・ HC then told us tO

]tay inside whcre it was warin While he found us a

mechanic.Hc eventually found us one,butit was

forty-lve milcs away.Hc told‐ us thathe would fOl―

bw behind us until we lrlade it to our destination.

5o for the next hour and half,○ 饂cer Anderson

わllowed behind Our vehicle,ё ven thOugh it was

way out ofhisjurisdiction.

When we inally arrived at our exit,ottCcr

ユnderson tOld us to follow him to the mechanic

曇nd that he would g市e us a ride to a hotel.Before

le■ ,I felt compelled to ask him for his police

ion address so l could send hiln a properthank

u,and to aSk hirrl a question that l had been

ulling over since the‐ moment he stopped to help

several,hours before:

“So why did you s,op?″

After a long pause,he looked lme directly in



“Istopped to help yOu and your familybeca

someone stopped and helped me and my farrli

when we were in need rnany years ago."

Ofacёr Andersonb words have bё en reverbe

ing in my heart and mind eversince that night.H

w6rds(and actionS)have prOvided me with m

hope in my life when wc have been in dific

situations and needed help― 一and there have

many His words have also beё n the dr市ing fol

bchind lny lnission in this life― ―to reach out a

help those who are in need,to those who are hu

ing,to those who need compassion,to thosc

need someone to helP Carry their burdens.

The tnith of the rnatter is that we all need

○五cerAnderson frOmtlme to tlme.Life gets

ingニーa lat tire,a broken relationship;an uni

illness,a sudden job loss,or an unexpected

to pay.But like Oficer Anderson lrlentioned,

stopped and helped us because someone st

to help hiln flrst.

雲 I Saved by an Anダ 1
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The day after Chi,tmas l decided to contactthe

police station to prolerly tha■k Omcer Anderson

ibr his servlce.The pohce chief answered and I

唇tarted recounting the amazing act of kindness we

had rece市 ed from one of his omcers.The police

嘔hief responded,“ 1'm very glad you rece市ed the

help you needed the other night but there isn't an

Oficer Anderson at our station."

To this day I'm not sure if there really is an

OncerAndersonwho roarrlsthe mountains ofWest

Virginia on l-79 north or if he is simply an angel,

Lutl do knOw thatthis amazingact ofkindness has

drastically changed the course of my hfe.

～Tom Kaden
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The Angels'Lttle lnstruction Book

le rnany people beheve that

are surrounded by angels

tell sto五 es about angels

helped them out of tight

l always fe1l on the more s

heard about an angel enc

Coincidence, I usually thought,when SO

told lne about how``their"angellentthem a

Good tinling.Nothing more than being in

must ad■1lt that

side whenever I

訳 i SⅣed byan An"l

already taken.
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Fight place at thё 五ght ime.Until,that is,I mё tan

底ngel of mソ oWn.

It was 1990 and l was 166king for ajob.Not

JuSt hOpingto lnd onё ,but pretty despeFate tO gёt

目ornething that would help pay the lrlortgage of

the new houζe my husband and l hadjist bOught.

After answering att ad in the paper and landing an

楓tervieL I set o∬ one bight wintermoming,more

曇an a little nervous,but dressed in my interviewing

酔stto wow my potential boss.

Myinterviewwas h the downtoⅥ咀section ofthe

city we hadjust血 oved to,and l was fairly certain

曇atl kne青 how to getthere.But to be safe,I gave

lf an extra half hour.

On was havlng no place to

middle ofthe morning on

Finding the building was a piece of cake,but

I hadn't counted

doMttltowrl ln the

ちusy Mond′りThe building was in the middle of

block llled with offlce buildings,restaurants and

few older hOuses,and evely parking place l saw



I circled the block several tilnes,a fechng

panic rising in lny chest every time l turned a co

ner.Although l'd anowcd‐ ample time to getto t

intervieL I hadn't factored in fruitlessly drivi

arOund dOMπltowllin Search of parking.

As l s10wly ttade my way dowrlthe street

what secmed like the hundredth tilne,I noti

woman with flaming red hair standing at the

Of a driveway9 onc hand on her hip and the

holding a broom she was using to sweep snow

her sidewalk.She waved atlrle and l slowed

“Are you lost?''she asked when l rolled

my wlndoⅥl``1've seen you go by halfa dOzen ti

at least."

“No,I'm not lost.1'm trylng to flnd a

park.I have ajob in,crview in flve minutes in

building acroSS the street."

The wolrlan smiled sympatheicalし “Park,

d二vewaヌ"she offered.``1'■l not going a

“Are you surc?I I asked・

``Ofcourse l'm surel And hurry!You dont

雷 i SaVed by all Anrl

it)be late,d6you?"The woman gestured toward a

SPC)t She'djust sWeptこ lёar ofsiow and l gratefully

I〕
tl‖ ed my car int6 her driveway.After thanking

hcr again,I ran across the street and made it to

nly interview with a rxlinute to spare.Afterwards I

FCtttrned to get rny car.

The red―haired woman waζ sti1l outsidё  oweep―

11lg。 “1low'd it go?''shё  asked.

“I think it went all right,"I told her.``Thank

you again fOr your help.''

She snliled at lrle.“ Isn't that■vhat folks are sup″

poscd to do,be kind to cach other?I hOpe you get

job."

That nlghtltold my husband aboutthe worrlan

'd offered me a parkingspOtin the nick oftime.

'd hke to bring her something tO thank her,"I

皿.“Maybe a plant or some cookies.I'll takc her

hing tomё rro、4"

The next moming,Tuesdな I drOve back dowrl―

,with a small African宙 olet plant on the Car

next to lne.For some reason there were plenty

Sa、電d byan An『11場



。f parking spOts tha,day and l w4s able to par

directly inぃ nt ofthc generOus strangert house.

as l rang the lont d00rbell,there was no answer

``No one hves therel''someone called outto

after‐a few nlinutes.A neighbor appeared on

steps ofthe hOuse next door.

``Yesterday a wolrlan who lived here letrne pa

in her driveway"I replied.

The neighbor shook her head.

Helen went into a nursing home

she passed away on Sunday"

“Did Helen have red hair and blue eyes?|

“No.Helen had bluc eyes but her hairwas w

She was quite elderly.It rnust have been so

elscl''The neighbor staFted back intO her

before stopping.“ Thatb funny thOugh.Ithink

did have red hair,a long tirrle ηgo.She always

her hair used to be the same color as Lucille Bal

The neighbor eyed the plant l was holding.``

宙olet,"she said.

A shiver ran do、 m my spine aslremem

おI Saved by an An"l

“I dont think

last mOnth

whatHelenhadsaidaboltbeingkindtocachothe■

Walkingoverto the icighbOrlh9use,l handed her

the宙olet.“E可 oy9"I t01d her.“ I'd like you t6 haVe

this.''

Her eyc,widened.“ What for?"

Shrugging,I repliёd,`■s athank y6u to Helen."

Later that Weck l was offered the job,and for

醇veralyears l drove past Helent hOusc twice a day

真nd every time l did,I thought aboutthe angelI'd

翼let and her kindness to lne,kindness l still try to

pass on t0 0thers whenever l can.

WenCOunterwithHelenshowed呼 山庄Irlecting

angelisnt abOut coinこidenceζ or good tilning or

ng in the五ght place at the● ght timё .Itt about

ng kind to each other whenever we poSsibly c狙 .

～Nell Mus01f   ,

Saved by an Anrl l全



Roadζidё Assistance
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not much else.we drove secluded dirtrOads―

a home in view for nliles.As we rounded

bend we passed,for the secOnd tilne,the

roadside eatery we had passed twenty n■ i

earlier一_the one wlth the``Closed"sign

in the d00r.

おi Saでd by an Angel

With otr gas tank needle pointing towards

“Fmpty"we resistё d the tё血ptation to pick up a

曇crious-loOkinghitchhiker fOfthe express puFpose

ofha宙ng hi血 assおt usin flnding Our way.His cOu■

tenance disttrbё d us,butjuζ t what it was about

hirn that tr6ubled us neither Ofus cOuld pinpOinti

When we pulled into a gas station in the rural

countryside ofLancaster County Pennsylvania,we

員nally admitted t6 cach otherthat we were,indeed,

lost.

Before the age oftechnology一 _before GPS navi=

intiOn and cell phOnesニ ーthere wё re rOad maps.

Fortunatel,we had a Pennsylvania rrlap.い たhad

pullёd it out 6fthe g16ve c6mpartlnent when a

ite car pullё d into the gas station on the opp6Site

de ofthe pumps.

Hcaded home aftet a flve― day caΠLping trip at

(lhristian musiこ festivaL hny friend and l were

xlous to get back to civllizatiOn thatincluded hOt

rsand warmbeds.My friend dutifully studied

map while l slid Out of the driverb seat and

Saでd by an Angcl l由



made my way towardsthe ottce Ofthe gas

I smiled and nodded at the people in the

next to ours――an elderly cOuple.The man dri

the car had white hair and wore a white shirt.

wife alsO had whitc hair and had a white card

thゃwrl across her shoulders.Sheぃ eld a happy

lucky white P00dle in her lap.The woman s

back at me and nodded.

The elderly gentleman r011cd dovm his

and called out,`ヽou wontflnd anyonein there――

stationt closed on Sunday.l'

“Oh,oq、 thanks,"I rephed,disappointed.

foolish of lne to think that l wOuld flnd an

gas station in the middle of Amish cOuntry

Sunday afternoon.

``I see you've gotJersey plates.Hcaded

Du miSSed yOur turn aboutthrec miles back.

should have turned rightjust after the stonc ln

“Oh一―therewererlosly.And.¨ well.… as a

of fact,yes,we're headed back to NewJerSり

been driving in drcles fOr an hour."
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“Well,good thingyOu didntpick up thη t hitch_

hiker back there.Het a troubled man,"the elderly

8entleman replled・

1looked over at my friend,whOse mouth hung

open in disbehef.with the rrlap opened fully on

her lap,she said in a low vOice,“ How did he know?

There wasnO one folomngus On those rOads andhe

pulledintO this stadon from t¨ OppoSite direction."

His next conllnent interrupted our discussion.

・lfyou wantto fo1low us,w9'1l get yOu back to thc

interstate and then about two miles cast thereb a

3aS StatiOn where yOu can get some fuel."

l leaned into the driverb side window of the

mr.“How did yOu know we needed gas?And how

d you knOw we werelost?"

“Well,letb just call it di宙 ne inten″cntion,"he
pped as hc snliled.His wife chuckled and the

le stood at attention wlth hio httle tail straight

in the air.``I'll pull out Of the statiOn and yOu

fol10w is tO the lnterstate."

“We can'tthank you enough.You are so kind.



Can l g市 e you sOme money for the extra gas

fOr yOur trOublё ?''I asked.

“Oh no― that wont be necessa,Wete
few miles away and we're heading ln that direct

“Well thankソ6u again."I smiled at them

slipped back into the car.

As we meandered through the countryside

friёnd and l speculated――could it be thatthesと

angels sentto help us ind Our way and prOtect

Coulditallbejusta coincidence一 an elderly

frOm the area,Outfor a Sunday a■ emOon dri■7e,

carrle acrosζ  two lost」ersey girls? Irrespective

whOands、 we Were thattkful fOr their assista
As welnade ou士 way closer tO the lnterstate

saw the gentleman pullt6 the side ofthe road,

downhiswindot ttd,Oint atthe exit we

takejuttahead.We wavedgoodbye aswe passed

and l used lny turn signalto indicate l inde

his directive.As wё ascended the entry ralnp t6

highway my■iend looked back to wave agaiil

ま I Saでd by an Angd
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昌aSped――the car was gone.“ Look in your rnirror,"

she instructed.Amazed and spcechless,wc headed

homc.

Later that night,lyingin my cozybed a■ er a hot

meal and a coolshower,I Picked up my Bible and

randonlly opeゴed to the book ofHcbrews,Chapter

]3.I began reading.

“Lct brotherly love condme.Be not forgetful to

entenain strangesi brtheFebysOme have entertained

angels unaware。 ."

At that rnoment the events ofthe day became

clear.Our escorts frolrl earlier in the day were not

strangers li宙 ngln a loncly toⅥ強in Lancaster Counリ

Penllsylvania.I quickly c」 bd my friend to shaК with

herthe cOninnation ofourearliersuspicion一―angels.

Tott inhosemomentswhenlbecorrlempatlent

with others,I relrlember that verse frQ]m Hebrews

農nd recollect our experience,Would anyone ever

bclieve us?Probably nOt,we surglised back then.

Wc had encOuntered angels unaware who treated



us with kindiess and co血 passi6n:

ever do anything les゛  ‐   ‐

～Elisa Yager

H6w could I

台 i SaVed b17an Anrl
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The JOlly Bus Driver
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was sittteen ycars old and had cnough

money to buy a bus ticket out of toⅥ m.

De,tinatiOn「―rrly sistert houSe in Ke1logg,
a srrlall mountain conllnunity in northem

hington state.

The bus ride would take me nOFth thrOugh

lla Walla,WashingtOn then on to Spokane.A

)wstorm waS underwaソ but I Wasnt worried.I

a few dOllars in my pocket and the open road

ad of me.

The Greyhound lumbered out ofthe tenninal.



I felt safe and warm snuggled up against the wil

do、そA rest from running away l was li宙 ng in

moment with no worry about what came next.

soon drifted offto sleep and didn't wake for

tirrle.When l did、 vake up,the bus、 アas stop

Wiping thё sleep from my eyes 1looked around

see that l was the only7 0ne On the bus.

Shaking offthe stiffness in lny legs,I stood a

walked dowrlthe aisle.Pce五 ng outthe doorl cou

sec the small terlninal.Through the darknessl

could barely read the snow―cmsted sign above

door.Welcome to Walla Walla:Tired and h

I went back to my seat and snuggled do、～
m aga

the cold.The driver came back on the bus.I

his rough voiこe be1low at me.

“Hey・ you dowll therel"

“Oh crap,"I whispered,sh五nking down fu

in the seat.

“You seem to be the only passenger going
younglady You better go in and warm up.I

if we are going any hrther tonight."
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I didnt mOve;Ijust slulnped more in the seat.

``Suit yourself,''he snapped.

I wasin no moodtO makea new plan and found

myself chOking back the lump lhat had f01llled

加 my throat.“ Dont cry・ "I told myseli“ Nobody
is going to see me cry.I It was then he Stepped on

the bus.He was dressed in a bus driver uniform

with a funny Old～ fashiOned cap.He 100ked like

Santa Claus_a big lnan wlth a white beard and

Juspendcrs that wrapped around his rOund belly

“Mightaswellcttsitup front,younghゥ Looks
uke you are the only one going on to spokane,"he

諄d.Slowly l made my way to the front Ofthe bus.
僣
Mtht as well,ake that frOn,rOW Seat,"he laughed.

Cautiously l sat down in the frOnt row seat

from him.The biggest lakes l had ever seen

nketed the wlndOw

Offwe wentinto that blizzard,just mc and t巌

ly bus driver.It was Odd for lne tO take such a

nce.I remember thinking that thisこ Ould turn

bad.As l sat staring into the darkness,we began



to talk and laugh.At one point,I drank cOcoa fro

his thermos and laughed so hard that it shot

my nose and ran doⅥ m my coat.l don'tknow

I fell asleёp;Ijust remember the humming of

wheels rocking lne to sleep.          _

It scemed like l had just shut my eyes w

I wOkё to warm sunlight bё aming through t

windshield.Standing,I stretchと d and yawned

twlSted my 16ng hair up under lny cap.Slin

my backpack over rny shoulder 1 looked aro

for myjolly dr市 er.The bus doors were open

stepped into the coollnorning air.He was

was still cold outsideil crossed my arms and t

tO shake O∬ the chill.Slowly l made my wayl

the bus terminal.I wasin Spokaneo We must

driven all night.I sat dowrland looked through

last bit of change to callrny sister to 9ome pic

up.while l wandered around the tenninal

for a phone,I decided to go to the couiter

about the bus driver.Hc had been so nice t

and l wanted to thank hiln.           
‐
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``Hello,"I said to theこ lerk.

“Yes,destination?"she asked:

“(Dh,''I stuttered.``I'm not going anywhere I

just came in last night iёm Walla Walla."

The wOman gave lne a cOnfused,hard stare.

“Anyway"I continued.“ I was wOndering ifI.

could speak to the d●ven"

The wOman r011ed her eyes from me to her

papewOrk.Lookingup she said,“ No,“ you couldnt

have colrle ln onthatroute,■ musthave been anottКr

bus.Let rne see yOur ticket and l will see."

Puzzled,I began to scarch iny backpack and I

checked all iny pockets.I cOuldn't flnd it.

``Shootl I Inust have lost it,"I said,shaking lny

head.“ Really that bus right over there."I pointed.

I described the d五 ver and OuF ride through

bhzzard frorn Walla Walla.

The wolrlan gave rrle a long hard l。 。k and said,

you weК ■ol on thatbuslast nlght.You couldnt

been because the pass was closed.we didn't

any buses running that rOute last night."she



弩iOo`l`lild t'Olllinlicd,“ Whatare you up to an

Atr yt,111)ll drttgs Or sOrnething?"cOnfused,I sta

bttt'kinH nway fЮ m he■ “Stay nghttheК ,"she
“I・11l goillg to call sOmeone.''

i caught sight Of the d00r,turned and ran.

rtan arld ran until l thOught it was safe,stOppi

outsidc Of a small convenience stOre.Sitting

on the slush″cOvered curb,I rested,with the bus

ride running through lny lnind.I knew it was real.

Otherwise,hOw did l getthere?I cOuldalmOsthear

the driverblaugh as H00ked do、 m atthe cocOa stain.

on lny coat.1laughed and wenttO ind a phone t6

call my sister.

She was happy and wOrried to hear frOm me,

and said she wOuld Pick me up in a cOuple ofhOurs.

As l waited l thOught again abOutthej011y bus

driver.whO was he really?I truly believe tO this

day that an angel drove that bus.

鸞 I Saved l)y all Allgel

～Susan R.Boles
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Considering my poor rrlemory these days,thatb

saying a lot.

My daughter was in school for the day My

husband Buck had just storrrled out ofthe house

after another disagreement,the nature of which I

cannot recall.There were so lrlany arguments those



dtty日 ,Much of Our dissensiOn revolved arOund

dttterloF目[ing health and tn几ng to maintain

種o凛u憩億韓t business while he cOntinued tO w

鐘lltttim健 風s a 91l dispatcher.

聯O JObS Were too physically derrlanding f

hitu,and he wanted to quit wOrking atthe sheri

。face because the rnonument business was lno

lucrative.I prOtested becausc l felt the lnOnu

business,with allthe lifting and hard lnanuallabor

would s00n be more than he cOuld handle.Besi

ifhe weren't employed by the COunty COnlIInission

he'd no 10nger have insurance.we needed the heal

insuranCe coverage desperately.

l   uck had suffered a near heart attack:his chO.
'lester01 and trigly9eride levels were astrol101nicali

and he was diabetic.whatl didnt knOwthenwaζ

thatinyearstOcOllrlehewouldneedtOhaveseverai

amputations,wOuld 10se rnuch Ofhis eyesight,andl

go on dialysis.                          1

0n that warrn spring day all those years agoi

l cringed whcn the d00rbell rang.We ran oui
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monumentbusiness out ofOurhousc and l presurrled

this would be a custolrler.I brushed my hand across

my check to■ pe away a stray tear.

An older man,slightly bent and wea五 ng a red

plaid shin and overalls,stood On the porch.l opened

the door and invited hiln intO the living roon■ :I

Offered hiln a seat but he Femained standing.Hc

spokein a calm deep voice thatseemed to personify

peace,but it was his eyes that totally lneslrlerized

me.They were the bluest,deepest,calinest eyes I

had ever seen.I cOuld notlook away.

Heinquired aboutbuying a monumentand held

up a brochure he had about our business.I offered

to show hirn stones we had in the lot available for

sale,but he declined.I am certain thatthroughout

our conversation he noticed lny red eyes and the

sniffles l tried to hold back.Kindness and wannth

radiated from this man and the cOlrlfo■ was alinost

more than l could bear atthat dark lnomentin my

life.

As he turned to go:his crystal eyes never left

Saved by an Angel l 編



聾y ttce・ Bcおrc he closed the doOr behind him,

璧id]腱 lt will all wOrk out."

i ctted mOre宙 goЮustt Bcing in the

ofsomeone who made me feelcOnsOled started

weeping once again.But this tilne it was diffe

The sObs were cleansing and renewing.I felt

all my wOrries had been washed away.

I never did tell myhusband about my

with this lrlan.Instead,I tried tO reIIlain quiё t

what l thOught he should dO.A day ortwO

he said,``1've been thinking about what yOu said.

believe the best thing l″ Ould be to sell the lnOn

ment business and continue at the Sheriffb o

That health insurance is more important than

extra rnoney we would lnake with the tOmbstOnes:

Afewmonh hQ wesOld ttbusing.

the years,Buck endured many hOSpital stays

spentthe last ycars ofhis life in a nursing hOlrle_

indeed,■℃insurancc hadbeenOfutmOsti

Yet whatl remember rnOst from thattime was

slightly st00ped man dressed in fallllerb attire

露 i Saved by an Angel
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walked into my h宙■glro6血五nd led me beside the
still waters.

An angこ1?He must have been.He soothed my

troubled soul.

二Shirley Nordeck Short

.        鑢:甲甲察瘍



Blue Bug Angel
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aughter that Aunt Bca never i

)od kidnapping and rape had

l.When my lrlother was diagn(

cr shortly a■ er l was born,ノ

Bca cared for her.I wasfourteen when Mama

Various relatives invited lrle into their homes,|

how could l leave Aunt Bca,who had cared‐

me since babyhood?Why would I鸞 ant tol

wlth people l barely knew?Aunt Bea needё di

as rnuch as l needed her.

When lgrew up,IInoved to Los Angeles.

Bca remained in San Antonio running her

3 1 SaVed by an Angel

neighborhood grocery business.I wor●ed nighily

about my elderly aunt,on her owrl,on the wrong

side oftOwn,壺nglng up sales that barely supported

her.

One night,laterthan l would have expected her

to telephone,Aunt BCa called sOunding breathless

and anxious.I Pictured my seVenty一 丘ve「year_old

aunt,1,300 1niles away alone,vulnerable,pushing

broken English to thelimit whenn0 0ne was aЮ urld

who understood her native Spanish.

Hervoice trembled as she said,“Some boys calrle

into the store.They stole sodas and beer from the

cooler and ran Outthe door.I screamed atthem to

stop.I had to chase them."

“Where are you now?"I blurted out,near tears.

I PiCtured the rrleager cash registe■ l erlvlsioned

a cold hospital roon■ ―_bandagesl    .

“I'm in the li宙ng room.The policejustle■ .The

storet locked up.''

``Are you hurt,Aunt Bca?''

`」uSt my knees,'I she rephed with a llloan.``ヽ4y

Saved by an Angel l 盆



legs gave out when l chasё d the boys.I fell to

gЮund and watched thё m disappearin the d

I screamed at then■ and then 100kcd up to the

and prayed."

Thank God there had been nё cOnfrOntati

“Then l saW the girl,"Aunt Bca said.

``There was a girl,too?''I gasped.

``She wasnt、■th the boys,"Aunt Bca exPlai

``At irst,IthOughtit was you.I didn'tsec her i

I ran outside.Sudde■取 she wasli■ ing me up frc

the ground and asking me ifl was all rlght." ‐

Probably a customer,Ithought.she lnust ha

seen the boys running from the store.Thatヽ

bound to look suspiciOus.               1

``She never bought anything,''Aunt Bca

on.“She just hfted lnc up,helped lne inside

telephoned fOr help.When l flnished talking t6.

pohce,she was gone."

lt had prObably been sOmeone who

wanted to get inv01ved,I sullllised.And she

pЮbabサ thoughtthat Aunt Bea wasin no
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to conduct business aftefhel ordeal.Ofcourse,my

aunt was always in coiditiOn to conduct business.

``What did she look llke?''I asked,thinking I

might remember her frOm the neighborhoOd.

``She was tall and shm,"Aunt Bea began.``Her

skinwas very fai■ Shelooked hke anAmericana.She

had 10ng light bro、m hairlike yOurs.Itた ll straight

across her back.I guess the httle bluc bug car that

i saw parked alongsidc the store was hers.There

was no one else around andno other cars stOpped。 ''

Thirteen hundred rrliles away in my California

apartment,Isatin wondennentasl hstened to Aunt

Bca describe the girl who had hclped her.I was

tall and shm.I wore my golden br。 ¬TL hair long.

Despite rny Mcxican roOts,my skin was as fair as

an lrish girlb.Anyone describing that girl might

have descnbed lne.There was more. :

When l had flrst rnoved to Los Angeles,l had

falenin10vewimthe colorfulpЮ LsionOfttkwagen

Bcetles.The little cars rOarrled the LA freeways like

giant insects.Within a few mOnths,I had traded in



my cumbersOmc POntiac for a cute sky blue bug:

San Antoniob hot,hurrlid chmate the radiator―

air―cooled VW Bcetles were as rare as snow

Thirteen hundred miles separated me frOm

beloved Aunt Bca.Yetsomeone who looked like

and who even drOve the same kind Ofcar as I

had appeared at my auntb grocery store,This a

had helped Aunt Bea through the aftermath ofa

nfying cnme and ordcal,The angel had sumrn

help and then disappeared when the p01ice arri

My beloved Aunt Bea passed away thirty yea

ago,but l still share this stOrywith others.Ine宙 ta

listeners snlile and say``That was an angel."I

it my Bluc Bug Angel stOry.

～Susana Nevarez― 4ヽarqucz

‐ ‐‐
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my daughter turned nine―

teen,she announcё dlo us she was

moving from our slrlall mOun_

tain town in central CahfOrnia

lo Pasadena.I wasn't crazy about my youngest

(laughter rnoving to the bigこity butl remembered

The Beach Boys song,“The Little(Э ld Lady from

l)asadena."So if my daughter seemed deternlined

i()relocate to southern CahfOrnia,that city seemed

like a safer chOice than lnost.

After a cOuple of years OfjuniOr college,she



and her roolrlFrlate,Laura,decided to transfer to

un市ersiり That meⅢt m。宙ng away from theli
old ladies in Pasadena.As staMng college st

they had to settle for a place that was lcss t

advantageous――to say the least.

“We're notliving in the ghetto.We'К just h

in the`ghett,'''Ashleyjoked,tη澤ng to reassure

She was Hght.It wasnt comp19teけ frightening,

there werejust enough shady characters and si

sounds to keep a lnother on her knees every ni

asking God to Send angelS tO Watch overthe pe

blonde beauty l市 ing in Los Angeles.

A■er parking her car One night,Ashley

dously bcgan walking to her door when she

a group ofguys who took notice ofthe factshe

alone.she and Laura had inade a habit of ca

cach other as soon as they got out ofthe car

staylng On the phone untilthey were safely i

buttonight Laura wasnt home cither.Pretendi

be on the phone,Ashley heard footsteps foll

her.With her heart in her throat,she brea

象 I Saved by an Angel Saved by● ll Angel l Q

prayer for safety

Within lninutes,she heard a vOice behind her.

“Swectic,you're being f0110wed and l amjust going

to walk with yOu until you getto your door.''

“Normally if sOme guy calls mと wゝeetie,'heb

the Onc l want t6 avoid,"Ashley infOr五 ed.``But

the minute this man Opened his mOuth,l felt safe.

“He didnt actuallywalkwith me,"sheinfOmned

rlle.``He stayed a few tteps behind.I reached lny

apartlnent,put rny key in the d00r,and turned tO

thank hiln,but he was gone.Hc hadnt had tilne

to travel that far,but still he was nOwhere in sight."

nileAshleydidnt getto express hergradtude to

herbeneLctOr that night,I ha、 ″叩t stOpped thttking

God for answering this fretting lrlotherb prayersi

～Linda Newton
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and tWO SOns,and is always on tlF lookoutfor more

angelsinherlit・ E´mail Nell at nellmus@aolico平 .

Suζana Nevarez_Marquez is a lifelong obseⅣ er of

spiritual cヤen"・ The senSe ofWOnderthatthe Bluc

Bug Ⅲcidcnl‐ provokOd sparked an urge to w● te.

Currentし she Writcs ethnic and rOmantic ctЮn,all

with a supcm"ralelettcntinspiredbytrueCVenじ .

E―mail her at NevMarWrite@gmail.co平 .

Linda Newton is a counselor in Cahfonlia,and a



popular speaker at wolrlent even,s.visit her Onlinё ‐

at、ぃ、ぃlLindaNewtonSpeaks.colrl.She is authOr Of

12 Ways to Turn Your Pain lntO Praise,and Bettё r

ThanJewels.

Shirley NOrdeck Short has been published in previl

ous Chicken Soup forthe Soul editiOns,GuidepOstsi

Readerじ I)igest and local publications.She combines

her two greatloves bywriting aboutthe guinea pigζ

she rescucs,and assures y6u ifhё r guinea pigs couldl

talk they'd have 10ts Of angё l storiё s to tell.E～ Inail

her at shirleynshort(Ogmail.com.

ElisaYageris a regularcOntributorto the Chick9■
|

Soup for the Soul series.When sheb■ ot writingi:

Ehsa can be found doing soFrlething involving hisl

tory human resources,music or somethi■ g in herl

church.Elisa would love to hё ar from youl E―maill

her at author_ElisaYager@yahoo.com.

S I Meet Our contributors

Mcet Amy Newmark
Amy Newlnark is the best´

selling author,editOr―in_chief,

and publisher Of the thiε たcれ

SοΨルr thC Sο J b00k series.

Since 2008,she has published

140 new books,mOst Ofthem

national bestsellers in the U.s.

and Carlaぬ,moК ttdoubling

the number of chicken Soup for the Soultitles in

print today.She is also the authOr OfSimply H¢ ′″ ,

a crash course in Chicken Soup forthe SOul advice

and wisdom that iS fllled with easy― to―implement,

practical tips for having a better life.

Amy is credited with revitahzing the chicken

Mcet Amy Newlllark l滅



sOup fOr the Soul bFandi which has been a

lishing industry phe=ёmenOn since the nrst

came outin 1993.By c● mpiling inspirational

aSpira■Onal,me stOttS curated from oFdinaFy

who havc had extFaOrdinary expe五 ences,Amyl

keptthe twenty― fou■yca卜old Chiこken Soup for

Soul brand fresh and relevant.

Amy graduated mttnacum I御 虎 frOm

Universlty where she maJOred in POrЩgucs,

minOred in FКncho She then embarked on a

decade career as aWall street analysti a¨ dge‐

mnagerpandacorporateexecutiveⅢ ‐Ⅲ
neld.she is a CharteК d FinaicialⅢalySI

Her retum t0 1iterary purs■

“

IWas■e宙

a,hCr hOnors thesis in c011ege invOlved

throughout Brazilt impOve●shed northeast

collectingttories fromКgularpeopヒ .She L

to have come fun circlein her writing career一

collecting stOries``from the people''in Brazil

twenty―year―old to,three decades later,co

N I Mcet AFny Newmark Meet Amy Newmaユ i覇

stories``frolrl the people''for Chicken Soup for the

sOul.                     .

When Amy and her husband Bill,the CEO of

Chicken Soup for the Soul,are not working,they

are宙siting tteir fOur growll chldren.

Fo■ow Amy on Twitter@amynewlnark.Listen

to her free daily podcast,The Chicken Soup forthe

Soul Podcast,at瑯 覗 chickensoup.podbean.com,

Or flnd it on iTunes,the Podcasts app on iPhone,

or on your favo●te pOdcast app On Other devlces.
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