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Dedication  



To children throughout this world. 
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Chapter 1 – The Town Beneath the Wide Sky
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In the busy American town of Willogrove in Nebraska, the sky always seemed larger than anywhere else. It stretched wide and open above the houses, the school playground, the river path, and the small hill behind the library where children liked to sit and watch the clouds move.

Thirteen-year-old Daniel Hart loved that hill more than any other place. He went there after school with a notebook and a small pair of binoculars that his grandfather had given him. While other children played football or rode bicycles, Daniel lay on his back and studied the sky.

Some days, he drew the shapes he saw in the clouds. Other days, he wrote questions.

Why do clouds change shape so quickly?
Where do they go at night?
Does anyone live up there?
Since his grandfather had passed away the year before, Daniel had begun looking up more often. His grandfather used to say, “The world is bigger than what we can see. Never forget that.”

Daniel had not forgotten. But he missed him very much.

At home, his mother worked long hours at the town clinic. She was a registered nurse and a born-again Christian.  His father travelled for construction jobs both in and out of the state. The house was quiet most evenings. Daniel did his homework, heated soup, and sat by the window watching the evening sky turn from blue to orangish brown, then to deep blue.

Sometimes he spoke softly to the sky.

“I wish I knew you were okay, Grandpa,” he often said. 

The sky never answered.

But that was about to change.
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Chapter 2 – The Night of the Falling Star
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One evening in early autumn, Daniel climbed the hill later than usual. The air was cool, and the stars appeared earlier than they had in summer.

He lay down on the grass and lifted his binoculars.

That was when he saw it.

A streak of light moved across the sky —like a shooting star. It slowed. Then it curved. Then it seemed to fall behind the far side of the hill, near the old oak grove.

Daniel sat up.

“That wasn’t a meteor,” he whispered.

Curiosity pushed aside his hesitation. He grabbed his backpack and hurried down the hill, crossing the field toward the grove. The trees stood close together, their branches dark against the fading light.

As he approached, he saw a faint glow between the trunks.

Daniel stepped closer.

In the centre of a small clearing stood a figure.

It looked like a girl about his age. Her hair shone softly, as if moonlight rested on it. Her clothes were simple, but light seemed to move across them like water.

Daniel froze.

The girl turned.

Her eyes were calm and bright.

“Hello, Daniel,” she said gently.

Daniel swallowed. “How do you know my name?” he asked. 

“I’ve been watching you,” she said. “You look at the sky every day.”

Daniel took a step back. “Who are you?”

She smiled.

“My name is Luma. I’m one of the watchers.”
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Chapter 3 – The Watchers
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Daniel blinked. “Watchers?” he asked curiously. 

Luma nodded and said, “You might call us angels.”

Daniel’s mind raced. He expected wings, shining robes, something dramatic. But Luma looked almost ordinary — except for the quiet light around her.

“You’re an angel?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied. 

“Why are you here?” Daniel asked curiously. 

“Because you’ve been asking questions,” she replied with a smile on her face. 

Daniel hesitated. “I ask lots of questions,” he said. 

“You ask the important ones,” Luma replied. “You wonder about what you cannot see. You look up when others look away.”

Daniel glanced at the sky above the trees.

“Are there... more of you?” he asked.

Luma lifted her hand and pointed upward.

“More than you could count,” she replied excitedly. 

Daniel followed her gesture. The sky looked the same as always — dark, scattered with stars.

“I don’t see anything,” he said.

“That’s because you can’t physically see them,” she said gently. “But you will.”

“How old are you?” Daniel asked curiously. 

“Ah, I’m over four billion years old,” Luma replied with a smile. 

“No way,” Daniel said in amazement. 

“Ah, that can’t be true!” he continued. 

“Angels were created before this Earth and solar system were created by God,” Luma said smiling. 
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Chapter 4 – The Unseen World
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Over the next few evenings, Daniel returned to the grove. Luma met him each time.

She did not perform tricks or show dazzling sights. Instead, she talked.

She told him that angels quietly watched over people.

They noticed kindness.
They protected when danger came.
They carried prayers.
They comforted the lonely.
They guided people and gave them hope. 

“Why don’t people see you?” Daniel asked one evening.

“Because some people don’t believe in what they can’t literally see,” Luma said. “The other reason is that we don’t really need people to see us. Our world operates differently from your world.” 

Daniel thought about the quiet house, the empty chair where his grandfather once sat.

“Are angels with people who die?” he asked.

“Yes, angels are with people who die in heaven,” Luma said confidently.

Daniel looked at the sky.

“Then Grandpa isn’t alone?”

“No,” she said. “No one in heaven is alone,” she continued. 

For the first time in many months, Daniel had a sense of comfort, hope, and joy. 
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Chapter 5 – What Is Not Seen
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One night, Luma told him to lie on his bed and relax his eyes instead of focusing.

“Don’t search,” she said. “Notice.”

Daniel saw the stars. He stared at them. At first, nothing changed.

Then he saw it.

A faint movement between the stars. Like threads of light shifting. Then another. Then many.

Shapes moved slowly across the sky — tall and small graceful forms, almost transparent.

Daniel sat up, breathless.

“There are so many.”

Luma nodded.

“A sky full of angel friends,” she said.

“These angels are on different assignments on earth and throughout heaven,” she said cheerfully. 
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Chapter 6 – The Problem At School 
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For several weeks, Daniel felt happier than he had in a long time.

But one afternoon at school, something changed.

His classmate Martha sat alone at lunch. Martha had recently moved to Willogrove. She spoke quietly and avoided eye contact. Some of the other boys had started teasing her.

Daniel noticed.

That evening, he asked Luma, “Do angels help people with problems like that?”

“Yes,” she said confidently.

“How?” he asked. 

“Usually through other people,” she replied with a smile on her face. 

Daniel understood.

The next day, he sat beside Martha at lunch.

“Want to be friends?” he asked.

Martha looked surprised. Then she nodded.
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Chapter 7 – A Small Change
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Helping Martha did not fix everything immediately. Some boys still teased her. But Daniel stayed beside her.

They studied together. They walked home together.

Slowly, Martha began to talk more. She laughed sometimes.

One evening, Daniel told Luma about it.

“You’re becoming part of the work,” she said.

“What work?” Daniel asked surprisingly

“Helping the world become kinder than it was yesterday,” Luma said, smiling. 

Daniel looked up at the moving lights above.

“So angels don’t just watch?” he asked. 

“They guide and help people to accomplish great things,” Luma said. “We will only physically and spiritually intervene when God tells us to do so,” she continued. 
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