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			TO THE READER
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			The Wall Street Journal for May 12, 1992, carried an article by staff reporter R. Gustav Niebuhr about people who have been helped by guardian angels and the effect that the experience has had on their lives. “After a hiatus of maybe 300 years and much skepticism,” Niebuhr wrote, “angels are making a comeback.”

			Comeback, indeed! Angels have never been away. But in a time of increased interest in these heavenly beings, more people are coming forth to tell of their encounters with them. In the Bible there are angels to be read about from Genesis in the Old Testament to the last chapter of Revelation in the New. Now, in these pages, you can read about the angels who visit us today. They are all ministering spirits who by their presence provide not just succor but reassuring evidence of a loving God who is forever watching over us.

			When you have finished reading this book, it’s likely you will have a new appreciation of a phenomenon that heretofore you may have only sensed. You’ll start looking back over your own life, recalling certain inexplicable happenings that left you puzzled and in awe. It is then that you will begin to understand some of the mystery and beauty of the events related in these stories. It is then that you will begin to alert your ears to what the poet Betty Banner has heard as “the swish of passing wings.”
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		In No Strange Land
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			O world invisible, we view thee,
O world intangible, we touch thee,
O world unknowable, we know thee,
Inapprehensible, we clutch thee!

		

		
			Does the fish soar to find the ocean,
The eagle plunge to find the air—
That we ask of the stars in motion
If they have rumor of thee there?

		

		
			Not where the wheeling systems darken,
And our benumbed conceiving soars!—
The drift of pinions, would we hearken,
Beats at our own clay-shuttered doors.

		

		
			The angels keep their ancient places;—
Turn but a stone, and start a wing! ‘
Tis ye, ‘tis your estrangèd faces,
That miss the many-splendored thing.

		

		
			But (when so sad thou canst not sadder)
Cry;—and upon thy so sore loss
Shall shine the traffic of Jacobs ladder
Pitched betwixt Heaven and Charing Cross.

		

		
			Yea, in the night, my Soul, my daughter,
Cry,—clinging Heaven by the hems;
And lo, Christ walking on the water
Not of Genesareth, but Thames!

		

		—Francis Thompson

	
		ANGELS UNAWARE
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		Sometimes they come in disguise, just like in a good mystery story. You have no way of suspecting their true identity as angels of God until, their deed done, they leave and you are left scratching your head in puzzlement.

		Here in “Angels Unaware” you‘ll find a number of unorthodox characters for your head-scratching. And your astonishment. Some of them come giving validity to the Latin (angelus) and the Greek (angelos) meanings for our word “angel”—messenger. They come as a tall blond man pointing at a hole in the ice through which a boy has disappeared; they come as a neatly dressed Chinese gentleman who holds four soldiers at bay; they come even in the form of a large white dog who leads the way to a discovery. They come; they disappear, never to be seen again.

		It‘s not hard to see why everyone loves a good mystery. And why not? Life itself is mysterious, a matter of awe. Faith in God is a mystery, a matter of wonder and reverence and of trust in things unseen.

		And who can say that these mysterious strangers are not the chosen messengers of God?

	
		THE TALL BLOND STRANGER
   Nelson Sousa

		On December 19, 1979, my partner Ray and I were working as construction divers at a bridge site near Somers Point, New Jersey. Snow had begun to fall early, and by noon it had gotten so heavy we had to knock off work.
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		As we waded through parking-lot drifts, I noticed that my boss‘s car didn‘t have snow tires.

		“Hey John,” I said to him, “why don‘t you let me drive you home? I don‘t think you‘ll make it with those tires.”

		John considered for a moment, then nodded. “Okay, Nelson, you might be right.” But as he started toward my pickup, he stopped and turned back to his car. “Oh, I almost forgot,” he said, reaching into his trunk. “Here‘s your spare dry suit I borrowed last month. I finally remembered to bring it back.”

		I was about to take the suit to our on-site trailer office where we store gear. But since it had some holes in it, I decided to take it home to repair. I threw it into the back of my pickup. It was the first time in my ten years of diving that I had traveled anywhere with one of these protective rubber suits. They were always stored at work.

		The drive north through the snow was rough; stop-and-go all the way. What should have taken us one hour took over three. But we spent the time talking about Christmas and the toys we were buying our kids.

		I didn‘t really mind going out of the way for John, but by the time we got to his turnoff it was past three o‘clock. We turned into his street. A fire engine roared by and stopped at the end of the block. There was a big commotion down there.

		“O dear God, no …” John said. Ahead was an alarming tableau: a frozen pond, an ominous black hole in its center. Fire trucks with lights flashing and people crowding the bank. A woman squalling and weeping.

		“Somebody must have fallen through the ice,” Ray said.

		I pulled the pickup over to the side, jumped out, grabbed my dry suit from the back, pulled it on and ran to the pond. Ray stumbled along behind me zipping me up.

		A grim-faced firefighter told us that a six-year-old boy had walked out on the ice and fallen in. “But it‘s hopeless,” he groaned, “the ice is too thin for us to get out there.” Two men had already tried. Even a ladder laid on the ice didn‘t work. And the water was so cold that anyone falling into it would be shocked into unconsciousness in minutes.

		“I‘ll try,” I said. Someone tied a rope around my waist and I headed out, splintering the ice into shards as I beat my way through it. By the time I reached the hole where the boy had disappeared, my hands were bleeding from the exertion.

		Icy water surged through the holes in the suit I was going to repair. I knew I had only a minute or two for a dive. Then I discovered I had left my heavy divers belt back at the job. Without it to weight me down, it would be hard to swim underwater in my buoyant rubber suit. But I had to get down to the bottom.

		All I could do was force my body down. The water looked black. About six feet down I touched bottom, then bobbed up like a cork. Up and down, up and down I plunged, working partway around the opening in the ice frantically feeling for a body. But there was nothing, only frigid water and a slick muddy bottom. Where was he?

		Gasping, coughing from exhaustion, I cried out in desperation: “He‘s not here! I can‘t find him. Where is he?”

		Looking up across the pond, I saw a tall blond man in a light jacket standing by himself in the snow. He raised his arm and pointed to a spot on the side of the hole opposite me.

		I pushed to the spot and thrust myself down. The ice-cold water closed over my head, and then my foot touched something. The boy‘s body! I surged up again. Now, with violent arm movements, I forced myself down and wrapped my feet around the body and drew it up. Floating on my back, I pulled the limp, sodden form across my chest and held him tight.
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		The little boy‘s soaked blue jacket seemed glued to him. I pulled back the hood covering his head and screamed. The pinched face was as blue as the jacket. He was not breathing. I could not look at him anymore.

		“Pull me back!” I yelled, and the rope tightened around me as firefighters heaved on it, hauling me to the bank. John jumped into the water, took the form and passed it to waiting medics. I staggered upright, untied the rope and headed toward them when two policemen grabbed me. “C‘mon,” one urged, “get into our squad car and warm up.”

		“But the boy! …” I yelled. By now the ambulances doors had slammed shut and it sped away, siren wailing. I stood shaking my head, feeling helpless, wishing I could have saved him.

		John, my boss, took me to his house where I warmed up some more and then Ray and I drove home. When I walked in, my wife, Patricia, was preparing dinner. I didn‘t even kiss her, just stumbled over to the sofa and slumped down sobbing. It had all been so useless.

		Pat looked at Ray. “Nelson pulled a little boy out of the pond,” Ray explained.

		Patricia had cooked my favorite dish, beef stroganoff, but I couldn‘t touch it. I could only sit on the living-room sofa thinking about the poor little fellow and how his parents were feeling.

		Patricia called the hospital where the boy had been taken. They told her that little Michael Polukard had been under water for around ten minutes. He was unconscious, in serious condition; a priest had given him last rites; but he was alive.

		What a Christmas! I thought, staring into the glowing lights on our tree. Under it was our Nativity scene; the manger bed was empty—our custom is to place the Baby Jesus in it on Christmas Eve. I felt even worse thinking about a real little bed that was empty that night.

		I looked gloomily around the room. On the TV set stood two white angels Patricia had made for the house that year. One held a string of stars, the other played a harp. How frivolous it all seemed now. Angels! I remembered how my Portuguese grandmother used to tell us kids about the angels who sang of Jesus’ birth to the shepherds that long-ago night. But that night angels and Jesus didn‘t seem very real to me. And yet, my heart grieved so for the little boy that I did the only thing left for me to do. I leaned my head down and prayed for him. I asked God to help him live.

		Hours passed as I sat, moodily staring at the wall. Patricia put our two little girls to bed and Ray tried to encourage me. “He‘s still alive, you know,” Ray said. “There‘s hope. You should just be grateful that you knew where to find him in that pond.”

		I looked up. “I didn‘t know where he was, Ray,” I said. “It was that big blond guy who pointed me to the right spot. If it hadn‘t been for him, I never would have found the boy.”

		Ray looked puzzled. “That‘s the strangest thing, Nelson. You keep talking about some guy on the other side of the pond but” … he scratched his head … “there wasn‘t anybody over there.”

		About nine o‘clock the phone rang. Patricia took it, then handed it to me. “It‘s Michael‘s father, he wants to thank you.”

		With shaking hand, I took the phone. “Don‘t worry about me,” I blurted, “all I want to know is how your little boy is.”

		Stan Polukard said Michael was still in serious condition, but it looked as though he was going to make it. The very coldness of the water had slowed Michael‘s body functions, he explained, reducing his need for oxygen. I gave a big sigh of relief and, in my heart, thanked God for saving the little boy. Then I was able to fall into bed and sleep.

		We kept in close touch with the hospital the following days, but the news wasn‘t good. The Polukards had been warned that Michael might have extensive brain damage. The doctors worried about all the time that had passed before his heart and lungs had resumed functioning. A test of his brain by an electroencephalogram had shown “inconclusive” results. Doctors said that only after he regained consciousness would they know how much he‘d been damaged.

		We learned that his mother and father moved into the hospital to stay with the boy. The news reported that they were praying for him around the clock. People everywhere sent encouraging messages, saying they were praying with them. I didn‘t know that there were that many strong believers.

		The papers kept up a running account of Michael‘s plight. Eileen and Stan Polukard continued to talk to their little boy, who lay unconscious, connected to a respirator, a heart monitor and intravenous lines. The doctors tried to protect them from false hope.

		“Remember,” one doctor warned Eileen, “the child you knew may no longer exist.”

		On the third day, Friday, the medical staff took Michael off the respirator. Stan and Eileen continued their patient, prayerful vigil at their son‘s bedside. Then, opening his eyes, he slowly turned toward them. “Hi Mom, hi Dad,” he whispered.

		On Monday afternoon, Christmas Eve, we got a phone call.

		“Michael‘s home!” my wife shouted. The Polukards had called saying that tests showed Michael completely well and normal and that they could take him home. They invited us to their house to celebrate with them.

		Patricia and I bundled our two little girls into the car and hurried over.

		Michael was dressed in pajamas and sitting on the living-room sofa when we came in. “Do you know who I am?” I asked. For the rest of the evening he wouldn‘t leave my side. And as we talked he happened to mention that one of the first things he saw when he opened his eyes in the hospital was an angel.

		“An angel?” I said, surprised.

		There had been an angel there, all right. A big paper angel had hung over Michael‘s bed as part of the hospital‘s Christmas decorations.

		Angels again. Once more I thought of that mysterious time my grandmother used to tell us about, when the angels spoke to the shepherds in the fields and told them about the little Baby lying in a manger.

		I pictured our own little crèche in our living room at home. When we‘d get back, our two little girls would place the Baby Jesus in His manger bed.
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		I glanced up and saw Michael in his fathers arms and I gave thanks to the One Who had sent us His Son … and Who, I now knew for certain, sent His help, somehow, someway, so that another little bed would be warm tonight.

		But there was another picture in my mind, a tall blond man standing alone in the snow, beside the pond, pointing. Who was he? In all the weeks and months to come, I would find no one who had seen him there. On this happy Christmas Eve, in a room filled-with quiet celebration, I couldn‘t help but wonder.

	
		THE LIGHT IN THE COURTROOM
   Richard S. Whaley

		When I was a young man and had practiced law in the State of South Carolina only a short time, I was surprised one morning by a visit from an uncle of mine. He was one of the few remaining Southerners of the old school; courtesy and punctiliousness were the keynotes of his every act.

		“Dick,” he drawled, “many years ago, your grandfather on your mothers side had a family of slaves, by the name of Holmes. Some of the Holmes boys now seem to be tied up with a bunch of bad characters. There‘s been a murder down in the County, and the prosecutor is pressing a case against the Holmeses. It will be coming up for a trial in the next session. That Holmes family was mighty good to us Whaleys in the days of our troubles. I been kind of hoping that there is some mistake somewhere. But I know nothing about it. Somehow, I can‘t just stand by, and I kind of reckoned that you, knowing the law, might take over.”

		I confess that in those days I was looking for better retainers. In similar cases, about all I received as a fee would be perhaps a dozen chickens or so. I was just about to find some good excuse when Uncle Ben, whose piercing eyes seemed to read my thoughts, spoke aloud to himself as if I was not present at all.

		“Yes, when those Yanks cleaned us out,” Uncle murmured, “the food situation become desperate. The Holmes family, down to the smallest curly head, foraged all day long, and late into the evening.
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		“We were about to give up after days without nourishment, with grandma and grandpa very feeble. The Holmeses returned, built up the kitchen fire, and soon prepared the best-tasting soup and meals we had for a long, long time. I have often heard it said that the lives of the old folks were saved by that soup. Those former slaves kept us alive—and well. They provided for us a long time, till things got better.”

		I felt ashamed of any selfishness. All I could do was to stammer, boylike, “Then, if it hadn‘t been for the Holmeses, I might not be here, much less be a lawyer.”

		As if satisfied with my reaction, my Uncle Ben stood up and with a most courteous bow, shook my hand without further word and left me to come to my own decision.

		I was soon doing nothing else but investigating all the facts of the murder case and the incidents in the lives of the Holmes boys. I also got to know almost every twig in the neighborhood of the crime. I watched the mannerisms of the suspected boys, but while I felt convinced of their innocence, I could find no way to prove it. There were simply too many circumstances that, unexplained, pointed to their guilt. The very simple-mindedness of the boys, which convinced me of their honesty, was
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