
  INTRODUCTION


  Synchronicities, odd happenings, coincidences, magical moments, insights, warnings and wake-up calls. These are true stories of real people who have experienced angels giving them a helping hand. Angels are God’s messengers, working closely with him on our behalf. Whether by supernatural intervention, intuition, or enabling an Earth Angel.


  Angels are here and everywhere, all around us. Watching, waiting. Their help can show up exactly at the time most urgent. They save lives, change negative thoughts, push us with extra courage, guide us with an intuitive urge, create impossible meetups, and even help us win lottery draws. After their help our lives are changed forever.


  Leaving us to ask, “How did that happen?” “Where did he or she come from?” “Why did I change my mind at the last minute?” There may have been a time in your life when something out of the ordinary happened, you couldn’t explain, just overlooked. That may have been a time an angel gave you your wish.


  If you believe in angels these stories will strengthen your belief.


  If you’re skeptical of angels, these stories will hopefully move you closer to a believer.


  ENJOY THE WONDER!!


  CLOSE CALL


  The last sweaty, sticky, sweltering days of summer were coming to an end, Labor Day was a week away. The forecast was calling for one more week of blistering heat before a break comes mid-September.


  I was already missing my younger brother, who was in his first year of college, 300 miles away. So, I wasn’t surprised when he called and asked me to come down for the holiday weekend. He was missing me too! It’s his first time away from home. He and his friends were throwing the last bash of the summer. Was probably going to be my last time seeing him before the end of the year holidays. A nice drive out of town for the threeday weekend sounds pretty good. I was in!


  So, my husband gassed up the car, and I packed and stuffed the trunk with coolers filled with crunchy salted chips, spicy mustard egg potato salad, ice cold soda, juicy jumbo hot dogs, and lean pork ribs for barbecue. Enough to feed 20 of his friends.


  It will be a day trip. Leave early, about 6 am. If we don’t make a stop along the way, we should arrive by 11am. Enough time to take a walk around the campus, see a little of the town the college is in. Get some lunch and relax until the party gets started.


  Even though my brother had only been on campus a few weeks, he’d made some good friends. Each of his friends told 5 of their friends. By 5pm the party in the park, across from the dorm, was full of 19-year-olds, boys and girls. Loud laughs and booming music, along with the sweet tangy aroma of charcoal barbecue filled the air. After seeing all his friends, I knew I didn’t bring enough. Lucky for me everyone chipped in.


  Can’t believe how fast the afternoon and evening flew by. As late evening crept in the crowd slowly drifted away. It was, after all, Saturday night in a college town. Youngsters have other things to do. It was down to my brother, a few friends, and my husband and me.


  The music had stopped, it was now just the wind in the leaves whispering, along with any small talk. The smoke and sweet smell from the barbecue was barely in the air. Half-filled cups of soda and beer remained standing like tiny solders on every table, and some seats. Crumpled paper plates and napkins scattered everywhere.


  As the clean-up started, the remaining guests jumped in. Within a half-hour 10 large green plastic bags stuffed with the remains of the party were placed in a row, at the curb, like passengers waiting for the next bus to arrive.


  The sun was getting lower in the sky setting off shadows everywhere. It was time to go.


  My husband put the last of the coolers in the trunk. By the sound of the way it slammed shut, he was also ready to head back home. We’ve been up before dawn, thinking of the long 3-hour drive home, was now not very appealing. We were feeling the hours of the day. Unfortunately, he’ll have to drive all the way home. I’m not the best at night driving.


  Walking to the car, I gave my brother a big deep squeeze and kiss on the cheek. With almost a tear filling my eye, we each said, “See you at Christmas.” Which had us both laughing.


  Pulling away from my little brother was hard. Trying to make it home by midnight would be even harder. Hoping my husband can stay awake for three hours would be a miracle.


  Especially with long stretches of highway surrounded by equally dark stretches of night sky. With only the hypnotic white line down the middle, doing its best to put you to sleep. It’s always given me the creeps. Thank God my husband doesn’t feel the same. He’s quite a fearless driver anytime of night or day.


  The soft glow of city lights behind us, were quickly being swallowed by the dark night sky, as we headed home.


  On the road for an hour, I got the munchies and thirst for a Pepsi. A quick stop at the next service station wouldn’t take long, we’d still be able to pull in right about midnight. Fifteen minutes later we drove into the brightly lit, two pump, Cozzie Corner gas station/rest stop. The station is empty except for us and an older looking model car. I noticed it right away because it was old, and really big, colored an odd muddy brown.


  It had tail fins, yeah! Tail fins. On the tail fins were ginormous red taillights. Lights as big as a double fist. Who drives a car like that? Me being nosey, I had to see what the driver looked like.


  Picking up my Pepsi and chips, looking around, the clerk was the only other person in the store besides me. Walked to the front of the car, nope, no one was in the car. I did a three sixty, still no one. Maybe the person is in the restroom? Anyway, it was time for us to go. Whoever owns that car must be at least 90 years old, driving a car like that.


  We gassed up and slowly headed for the light at the entrance to the station. The smell of warm moist summer air, along with the steady hum of country crickets, gave the empty highway a surreal feel.


  “Let’s get going, “I told my husband.


  The light was red as we approached, another ten feet. Out of nowhere, that old car with giant taillights almost rammed us, jumping in front, cutting us off. Honking the horn made no difference, the person just ignored us.


  Waiting for the light to change, our headlights illuminated the figure in the car. All I could make out was a black silhouetted figure of a man, well it looked like a man. The driver was big, just like his taillights, filling that wide front seat. And tall, the head almost to the ceiling of the car. The head was smooth, like he was bald. I also noticed huge shoulders, never seen shoulders like that except on the most muscular body builder. And even then, I think the driver’s shoulders were larger.


  Thinking back on it now, something tells me that driver may not have been human.


  When the light turned green, for a brief milli of a second, the old car inched forward.


  In the next second, those old taillights flipped high into the air as the driver of that old car hit the brakes hard. Just as he did, an eighteen-wheeler semi-tractor trailer went flying through the red light, doing at least 80 miles an hour. Without warning, without stopping.


  I gasped a long, slow, deep breath as I knew, had our car been first at the light that night, my husband would have just hit the gas, without looking in either direction, conditioned just to go with the green. My brain freezes at what WOULD have happened, had that old car not jumped in front of us.


  Once the dread of what happened eased. And my adrenaline stopped pumping, we slowly pulled out of the station. And guess what, the old car with the ginormous taillights was nowhere to be seen on the pitch-black highway, in any direction. Trust me, you couldn’t miss those taillights. And it was only about a minute since the light changed.


  I’ve never spoken about that night with anyone. Thinking, “Who would believe me?” An old car saving us from certain death. But I know it’s true, because I’m here to tell it.


  I believe the car was there that night waiting for us. It was no coincidence. God always knows what’s going to happen. God put that angel there to protect us and keep us safe. I don’t know exactly what my purpose is, that I’m alive today. I know, without a doubt, that angels exist. And things can’t always be explained away.


  I just know that God put an Angel in front of us that night, and I am so very grateful.


  BULLY


  Once a month a small group of us, from our 4th grade class gets together. We’re all in our late twenties now, some single, some married. We’ve remained friends all these years. Even attended the same college. Then returned and moved to the same neighborhood. Guess we were destined to stay good friends after that weird day so long ago. But it’s fun to reminisce about that crazy day, the occurrence we still can’t explain, years later.


  It all began on a warm summer day. It was a normal, everyday, Saturday afternoon. A few of us would meet on the corner, and head over to the playground, a block away. There were four of us, all girls.


  In the playground was a green monster slide we couldn’t wait to play on. We all ran as fast as we could hoping to be the first one there.


  It was a large playground with swings, merry-go-round, see-saws and that green monster slide. As we ran toward the slide the gritty crushed gravel flew from under our feet, flying in all directions.


  A few parents were there with little babies giggling as they were pushed back and forth on the “baby swings.” My friends and I were past those swings, we wanted the green monster. Painted a dirty dull green, made from wooden planks, about 15 feet high, with steps on one side and a running slide incline on the other. Wasn’t too tall to scare us.


  It was scraped up and missing paint from all the kids running up and down the slide. That was the fun part, the faster you ran down the slide, the faster you came to the bottom. And we could run pretty fast. Then do it all over again. We didn’t care, we just wanted to run up and down for hours.


  After about a half-hour I could see the playground was empty except for us. Guess it was nap time for the little kids. It was kind of funny that on a Saturday we were the only ones playing.


  We were having so much fun we didn’t notice the older boy, about 14, coming onto the slide. My smile turned down as I saw the look on nis face.


  I knew he was about to start something. His lips were all curled up and twisted, and his eyes were dark, like a rain cloud.


  The minute he got to the top of the slide he began yelling at us. “Get off the slide!” He screamed. And it looked like he had something in his right hand. Something small, shiny and sharp.


  The four of us, at that time on the slide, all froze in place. The entire playground seemed to stop with us. The wind, even the sun appeared to be standing still. He screamed at us again and then began pushing the last one in line. Which pushed the rest of us to start going down the slide.


  Reaching the bottom, he collected us close together. Started pointing to a white building at the other end of the playground. He ordered us to start walking. Herding us behind the building used for bathrooms.


  Since the playground was empty except for the 5 of us, no one would know we were back there. And no one could see us from the playground, or the street. This seems to have been planned. Behind the building we stood in a semi-circle, all looking directly at him. I guess we were too afraid to run. I was thinking maybe we could take him; we did outnumber him. Before we could try anything, he said, “Take off your clothes.”


  None of us moved. He said it again, “Take off your clothes!” Now, I don’t know what would happen next if we didn’t do it. We waited for the worst.


  A burst of lightning appeared out of nowhere, a teenager, about 17 came flying around the corner of the building on his bike. Screeching to a stop, gravel flying from the wheels. Like a knight in shining armor, riding in on his horse.


  Without hesitating he yelled, “Leave them alone!” and “Get outta’ here.”


  The mean boy ran like his mother was calling him. I turned to my friends then looked toward our white knight. He was gone. Just like that. He didn’t wait for us to thank him. And he never said anything to us.


  He showed up when we desperately needed him
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