
“It is spring again. 
The earth is like  

a child that knows 
poems by heart.”
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down to earth

COLLEEN HUGHES, EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

I JUST WATCHED my 22-year-old daughter pull out of  
the driveway headed back to her boat-building intern-
ship in Maine. She stuck her arm through the open  
window in a wave as big as her smile, and I caught a 
glimpse of her new tattoo, still a bit red around the  
edges. Shouldn’t that be covered until it totally heals?  
I wondered as her car disappeared up the road.

The worry door opened: Had she filled the tires? 
Checked the oil? Did she have cash on her for an emer-
gency? I hightailed it up to her room to see if she’d 
forgotten the scarf she was three-quarters finished 

knitting. Sometimes knitting helped her fall asleep.
The scarf wasn’t on her nightstand. Whew. I sat down on her bed, 

chastising myself for going to work on her last day at home instead  
of making sure all the loose ends were tied up. Of course I would have 
driven her nuts with my checklists and second-guessing, showing 
zero faith in her ability to take care of herself. She’d spent that last 
day running around with a high school friend who’d just returned 
from travels in Asia. They felt lucky to catch up face-to-face, visiting 
their old haunts in town and talking about their next adventures.

My next adventure would be to step up my game in mothering  
this young adult daughter of mine. It was about time. No more  
worrying over imaginary problems or those easily fixed. More faith  
in my strong and capable daughter and the angels who surround  
her. I’d simply be thankful the sun was shining for her six-hour drive 
and the podcasts that kept her company. I knew she’d call me  
as soon as she got there with angels in tow.

Follow Colleen’s blog at guideposts.org/colleenblog.
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“And She Saw  
Two Angels”
Mary Magdalene was devastated 
when she found that Jesus’  
body was missing from the tomb. 
There, two messengers ex-
plained what happened. Watch  
our video on the angels’ role in  
the Easter story at angelsonearth 
.org/easterangels.

Spring Is in the Air
The bees are buzzing, and the 
flowers are in bloom. Go to angels 
onearth.org/springquotes2020  
for inspiring quotes that celebrate 
our favorite season.

Lá Fhéile Pádraig  
Sona Duit!
In other words, Happy Saint 
Patrick’s Day to you! Wear green, 
have some Irish soda bread  
and get to know the real Saint 
Patrick at angelsonearth.org/
stpatrick.
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IBLINKED MYSELF  awake, wonder-
ing what had woken me long before 
the April sun showed first light.  

I felt my husband tossing and turning 
next to me. So that was it.

Jimmy’s work as a stock trader was 
stressful. He hunched over his com-
puter screen all day, watching numbers 
spike and fall at the drop of a hat, so 
much on the line. I worried about him. 
It was no surprise that he wasn’t get-
ting a restful night’s sleep. 

“Honey, wake up.” I nudged him. 
“You must be dreaming.”

Jimmy stirred, slowly opening his 
eyes. “I was dreaming. About that 
big tree in our front yard in Fairfield.” 

He smiled. “Do you remember it?”
How could I forget? That beautiful 

40-foot pine in Fairfield, Connecti-
cut. Back in the good old days, when 
things were easy and safe. When 
Jimmy and I were so young and inno-
cent, without a care in the world.

I had grown up in the same area 
and always admired Jimmy’s courage 
climbing that tree. There was more 
farmland around Fairfield then, and 
trees were everywhere. Red maple. 
Sweet birch. Eastern white pine.

“I remember you telling me about 
the nest you found in that tree,” I said. 
“We were just teenagers, having one 
of our first dates.” In my mind’s eye, 

High in the tree  
branches an  
Easter surprise was waiting

BY PAULA TIMPSON, VENICE, FLORIDA

         HomeVisit            a
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I once again saw seven-year-old 
Jimmy scaling the front yard pine. 
Climbing up, up, up. Each branch  
a new adventure. Hands sticky with 
sap. When he reached the top, he’d 
discovered a bird’s nest. Four deli-

cate blue eggs were tucked inside.
“I wanted to hatch those baby birds 

so badly,” he remembered. But his 
mom had called him inside before he 
touched them. She said the baby  
blue eggs were angels preparing to 
fly. I would never forget what an  
impression that had made on Jimmy. 

Now, his soft outline glowed in  
the dark. It had meant so much when 
he’d shared that story with me all 
those years ago, already trusting me 
with something so personal. “Did  
you see the baby blue eggs in your 
dream tonight?”

Jimmy nodded. “What a perfect 
dream for Easter time,” I said. We 
snuggled back under the covers.

 My concern faded away. Jimmy  
will be all right, I thought. He  
had baby blue angels watching over  
him still.  ■

Paula and her husband, Jimmy, enjoy  
warm winters in Florida with their  
son, 12-year-old Jimmy, and live not  
too far from Paula’s parents. They  

were all together on Christmas and topped off the day with the movie  
Parental Guidance and Paula’s rhubarb pie. Paula confirms that after  
all this time, her husband’s baby blue angels are on the job, guiding him  
and helping him grow. “I can see him becoming more patient,” Paula  
says, “even when his job is stressful.” Meanwhile, their son has also encoun-
tered guardian angels. “He found his own bird’s egg nest,” Paula says,  
“back when we lived on Long Island.”

Afterglow

 Learn how to interpret your dreams at angelsonearth.org/dreams.
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 CHARLES “BOONIE” RUSSELL stood up in his seat and let 
out a whoop as the University of Alabama Crimson Tide scored 
another basket. It was hard to believe that four decades had passed 
since he’d been on the court himself. 

Russell was at the Coleman Coliseum for an impromptu team  
reunion. He felt blessed to be a starter for the Crimson Tide in 
1974 and thrilled when they won the Southeastern Conference 

championship. All the players were presented 
with rings personalized with their names and 

the words Alabama Champions 1974 in-
scribed around a crimson stone. He had 

cherished that ring. Until he lost it. 
A friend was having a tough time  

financially and asked Russell for  
help. He didn’t have much money, but 
he had his SEC ring. Their plan  

was to pawn the ring for some quick 
cash, then buy it back. But Russell  

got an offer to play basketball in South 
Amer ica and the friends lost touch. Rus-

sell spent the next 20 years playing basketball 
internationally. He occasionally thought about  

his ring, but eventually he just gave it up for lost.
The buzzer rang for halftime. Rusell was catching up with his 

teammates when he felt a tap on his shoulder. A woman he’d never 
seen before looked up at him shyly. “I have something that be-
longs to you,” she said. He frowned and patted his pockets for his 
keys, his wallet. She pulled out his ring. Russell’s mouth fell  
open. “I bought it years ago, and I’ve been waiting for the chance 
to return it to you in person.”

Reunited with his teammates and his ring! A caring stranger 
had blessed Charles “Boonie” Russell all over again, like a champ. 

lost & found
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BY JILL MANSOR, PILESGROVE, NEW JERSEY

ORSES HAVE  always been  
my passion, but I never 

thought I’d own a horse farm, 
one where I taught children and 
adults, many with special needs, to 
ride. God had made that possible. 
When I first started out, I felt like he 
and I were partners. He was on the 
farm with me as I fed and watered the 
animals, cleaned their stalls, talked 
with the riders. But over time the dai-
ly struggles of running a business  
made me feel as if I were on my own. 

I felt the weight of my doubts on  
my shoulders the afternoon a 10-year-
old student came to say goodbye at  
the end of her lesson. Before getting 
into her parents’ car, she paused and 
looked around at the stables and pas-
tures. “You know, Miss Jill, you have  

a fence that goes all the way around 
your property.”

“Well, without a fence the horses 
would wander off and might get hurt.”

She shook her head. “Not that 
fence,” she said. “It’s a fence of peace.” 

“A fence of peace?” I said. “What 
does it look like?”

She frowned, as if choosing her 
words carefully. “You know how when 
it’s hot and you can see a shimmer  
in the air over the pavement? It’s like 
that. I can see it as soon as our car 
pulls up.”

I watched her walk away, trying 
to see the shimmer she described. 
Could it be true that God was so pres-
ent here still?

A few days later I worked with a 
little boy who was about eight years 

h

blessed be     
            the horse    Her business:  

equine therapy. Her 
business style:  

All things are possible
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old and had autism. We brought him 
over to one of the horses. Three em-
ployees and I laid our hands on the 
animal and said a prayer. “Lord,  
we ask you to give this horse love, 
patience, kindness and goodness.” 
The horse nickered, as if in answer. I 
helped the boy climb on the horse’s 
back. Another employee took the lead 
rope. I walked on one side, and two 
other employees walked on the other. 
“Here we go. That’s a good boy,” I 
encouraged the horse.

Our little rider looked around. He 
clearly enjoyed the sensation of being 
on the horse, although he couldn’t  
tell us himself. He didn’t easily speak, 
and I had never heard him utter  
a word. I hoped he was enjoying the 

clear, sunny day, the gentle rock-
ing of the horse, the smell of hay and 
leather as much as I was. Slowly  
and steadily we walked into the horse 
pen. In an instant the horse stum-
bled, lurching sharply to the side. He 
steadied himself quickly, but I was 
worried the boy had been frightened. 
“Are you okay, buddy?”

To my surprise, the boy wasn’t 
looking at the horse beneath him or  
at the ground where he had stum-
bled. He was looking up into the sky, 
as if admiring the clouds above. 
“Angels,” he said. 

“What?” I asked.
“Angels,” the boy repeated,  

still gazing up at the sky. 
The employee with the lead rope 

and I exchanged glances. Angels?  
I gazed into the sky. Did angels shim-
mer? Like heat rising from a hot 
pavement? If they were present, I 
couldn’t see them.

Days later I readied another horse. 
It’s up to me to keep the children  
safe, I reminded myself. Especially 
during this lesson. This particular 
student could be hard to control and 
regularly received low marks on  
the behavior chart her parents kept 
at home. I didn’t know how much we 
could help her. She’d told me flat out, 
in fact, that she didn’t like horses.  
But she did like Fuzzy, a particular 
horse I didn’t normally use for les-

Jill and her horse Miracles Are Real
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sons. The student had begged and 
begged me to let her ride him,  
until one day I’d made an impulsive 
promise. “The day you get a hun-
dred on your chart at home is the day 
you’ll ride Fuzzy.”

Well, that was all it took for her to 
get an A-plus. Today was the day.  
“A promise is a promise,” I said when 
she hopped out of the car. Her par-
ents agreed she’d more than earned 
the privilege. 

I enlisted five other employees to 
walk with Fuzzy, just to be safe— 
two on each side, another holding the 
lead. All six of us prayed over Fuzzy 
before we started. God, you know he 
isn’t used to children and needs you 
with him today. 

Fuzzy was good as gold. So was my 
student. Maybe God is watching  
the farm just that closely, I thought 
as we walked around the back pas-
ture. “Let’s go down to the driveway,” 
I said. Children loved the sound  
the horses hooves made as they clip-
clopped on the pavement. 

We walked over the grass and 
were just passing the oak tree in  
the backyard when Fuzzy suddenly 
reared up on his hind legs. “Hold  
on to his mane!” I shouted. “Hold on  
to his mane!” My voice was harsh-
er than I ever used with the children, 
but I didn’t want the rider to panic 
and pull the reins back. That would 

just make the horse rear higher. It 
felt like a full minute before Fuzzy’s 
front hooves finally hit the grass 
again. I glared at him fur iously for 
scaring us like that. Then I took  
a deep breath and turned to my stu-
dent. “Honey, I’m sorry I raised my 
voice,” I said. 

The little girl looked down at me 
with a look of outright disdain. “Miss 
Jill,” she said, as if my behavior  
was not only silly but downright rude. 
“There were angels all around me.  
I was fine.”

The girl was ready to continue her 
ride, and all my doubts were lifted 
from my shoulders. My name might 
be the one on the deed to the farm, 
but God and I were running this busi-
ness together.  ■

Success is measured in smiles.
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  VROOM, VROOM!” My six-year-old son, Nathan, raced the  
bright blue sports car down a road of his playmat’s little pretend 
town. Nathan had been collecting Matchbox cars since he  
was two, and now he had more than 250, many inherited from  
his older brothers. “Where are we going?” I asked him. “To  
the hospital to visit Grandpa,” he said. “Beep, beep!” 

That summer we visited Grandpa  
every day after his series of strokes.  
Nathan always brought some of his  
favorite cars to play with during the  
several hours we spent at the hospi-
tal. Today when we arrived, he took  
out the red Corvette. “Look, Grand-
pa!” he said as he drove it down the 
length of the bed. “It goes a hundred 
miles an hour!” 

“Fastest car I’ve ever seen,”  
Grandpa said, chuckling. “And I like 
that garbage truck too.”

When we got back home, Nathan 
went straight for his playmat town 
again. “Where are we off to now?” I 
asked as he drove a blue truck down  
one of the tiny roads. 

Nathan looked up at me with  
surprise. “We’re going to the church to pray for Grandpa, of 
course! Just like we do every day.” 

At that moment I realized that racing his cars was more than  
just play for Nathan that summer. My son was making sense  
of the big changes in our lives, and he was moving forward on  
the right track. Vroom, vroom, indeed.

DIANE STARK, BRAZIL, INDIANA
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ONE DAY I entered an antiques 
shop and saw the most en-
chanting bedroom on display. 

The white iron bed was heavy with 
pieced and appliquéd quilts. A bow tie 
pattern stitched in a palette of blues. 
Flowers created with vibrant pinks 
and greens. Patchwork quilts and 
quilts with girls in sunbonnets. Next 
to the bed was an open pie safe chest 
overflowing with bolts of fabric. Beau-
tiful calico I could dye or print on. 
Polished cottons. Atop the cozy bed 
sat a wicker basket with spool af-
ter spool of bright threads. Hanging 
above it was a sign with the words 
BLESSED ARE THE PIECEMAKERS. The 
scene pulled me in like a good story;  
I wanted to live there.

My family had had beautiful quilts 
like these—once. I never knew my 
grandmother, but I knew all about 

her quilts. Back in the day, people 
talked about those quilts for miles 
around. Her appliqué and pieced 
works. Her artistic selection of fab-
rics. Her intricate, even stitches.  
She created those quilts in the way 
that she lived her very life, one lov-
ing detail at a time. Few things are 
more personal than handmade ob-
jects, and Grandma’s quilts symbol-
ized home itself—blankets wrap  
a body in warmth, but quilts wrap it  
in love. They would be cherished 
heirlooms…if only my family had 
held onto them. 

The quilts had been gone for years. 
My grandmother had died in the  
Depression, when my mother was four 
and her sister, my aunt Joy, was five. 
Their mama got very sick, and one day 
she went to the hospital and never 
came home. That meant their daddy, 

I had plenty of stories about my family’s roots.  
What I didn’t have was something tangible

BY GLORIA URIAN, HUNTINGTON, WEST VIRGINIA

from an Angel
Heirloom
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an electrician for the 
coal company, had  
two little girls to take 
care of all by himself.

Swallowing his 
pride, Granddaddy ap-
proached a neighbor 
named Mabel. He had 
an offer, or rather, a 
plea. “I’m desperate.  
I need someone who  
will love my daughters 
as a mother would,” he told her. “I don’t 
have money, but I could pay you in my 
late wife’s quilts if you’ll accept them.”

Mabel agreed and was a wonderful 
caretaker for my mother and her sis-
ter. “Aunt” Mabel became part of the 
family. Of course I was glad she had 
come to the rescue of those motherless 
children, but I couldn’t help but wish 
we hadn’t given her those quilts. Look-
ing at the display in the antiques store, 
I felt the loss more keenly than ever. 

The next day, I met my mother and 
Aunt Joy for lunch and told them  
all about it. “If we could just see those 
quilts again, my heart would be hap-
py,” I said. 

“Maybe we could even buy them 
back,” Aunt Joy said. “I’d love noth-
ing more than to have something my 
mother made with her own hands.  
The last I heard, Mabel was working 
as a cook at a hospital. It couldn’t 
hurt to make a few calls.”

We started there 
and followed every 
lead. We called the 
phone numbers  
we had for our old 
neighbors. When  
we couldn’t find them,  
we found their chil-
dren and grandchil-
dren, who gave us  
other numbers to try. 
Finally, after weeks  

of searching, we found a close friend of 
Mabel’s who told us she was living in  
a nursing home, suffering from demen-
tia. And he told us even more. 

“Before Mabel fell ill, she told me 
about your family and those quilts.  
She always intended to give them back 
to you one day. I know right where 
they are. She took good care of them.”

Of course we saw that she had. 
They were in perfect condition. Aunt 
Joy’s husband fixed it so that she 
could hang one of the pieced quilts on 
her living room wall, like the one- 
of-a-kind art it was. My mother and 
sisters and I took home the wonder-
ful appliquéd ones. 

I keep my quilt on my guest room 
bed, and I tell my visitors my fami-
ly’s story. That sign in the antiques 
store made the perfect biblical refer-
ence, BLESSED ARE THE PEACEMAKERS. 
For that’s what Aunt Mabel at long 
last brought to my heart.  ■

 Read how friends used a quilt to stay connected at angelsonearth.org/quiltsisterhood.

A memory Gloria can hold onto
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   23ILLUSTRATION BY MICHAEL WOLOSCHINOW

M
OM PULLED  the big sedan  
onto the mountain road, 
scenic Blue Ridge Parkway. 

From my seat in the back I gazed  
up at the pines that towered over us. 
The cliffs seemed to go straight  
up, higher than I could even make 
out through the window. We had  
been driving for nearly three hours, 
head ing back to Florida from a 
family camp ing trip in Williams-
burg, Virginia.

I looked back at the pop-up trail-
er we were pulling behind us, our 
home for the past two weeks. It had 
been a tight fit for the six of us— 
my mom and dad, my teenage broth-
er Alfred, me and my two young 
daughters, Dawn and Katrina. But 
we’d managed. The cozy confines  
had even brought us closer togeth-
er. We were all experienced camp-
ers and hikers—even my girls—so 

The car brakes  
couldn’t save us. But 
something else did.

BY JUNE SALVATO, LARGO, FLORIDA

 Light of Protectio

n
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sleeping bags and cooking by an  
open fire came with the territory. I 
wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.

I put my arm around four-year- 
old Katrina and held her against me. 
Dawn, six, was next to her, and be-
side her was Alfred. The only disap-
pointment had been that my hus-
band wasn’t able to make the trip. He 
was a firefighter and hadn’t been 
able to take off work.

“What was your favorite thing we 
did?” I asked the kids.

“I liked seeing all the old-fashioned 
clothes,” Dawn said. “And making 
s’mores on the fire.”

“I liked the stockade,” Alfred 
added. “Though I’m glad we weren’t 
really arrested.”

I laughed. My maiden name was 
Williams, and I liked imagining that 
our ancestors might have walked  
those same streets. I felt a kind of spir-
itual connection to the place that I  
could have never imagined. I’d always 
believed in God and angels, though  
they weren’t exactly close by. But in 
Williamsburg there was a feeling I 
couldn’t fully explain, of being a part 
of something way bigger than myself.

Mom took the turnoff to head to our 
campground for the night, near Vesu-
vius, Virginia. “Mommy, I don’t want 
to go down this road,” Dawn said.

“It will be okay,” I said. We were 

old hands at driving in the moun-
tains, even towing the camper. Plus 
Dad was a stickler for getting the  
car checked out before we left. There 
was nothing visibly frightening 
about this two-lane road. Still, what 
was it she was sensing?

WE HEADED  around a curve, 
and the road suddenly  
went sharply downhill. On 

our right was a steep, rocky cliff  
that pointed straight up. Across the 
left lane, a sheer drop-off, with no 
guard rail. And the car was picking 
up speed. Something was wrong. 

“I don’t have any brakes!” Mom 
yelled out, the road twisting and  
turning like a roller coaster. Instinc-
tively I grabbed Katrina. 

“Hold onto Dawn,” I told Alfred. 
Dad sprang into action and pulled 
hard on the parking brake, which not 
only stalled the car but was also no 
help against the weight of the trail-
er pushing us ever faster. We wove 
between lanes as Mom fought to steer 
through the turns. If we went over  
the side, we would be goners. God 
help us, I prayed silently. Send  
your angels.

Immediately the car was flooded 
with a brilliant, sparkling white light.

“Hang on, Mom,” I said, words spo-
ken without thinking. “God is with us.”

There was nothing visibly frightening about the two-lane     
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We whipped around a sharp bend. 
“Look out for the boulder on the right,” 
Dad hollered.

Crash! My body jerked hard 
against the seat belt. There was a sick-
ening, metallic scraping sound, as if  
the car was being torn apart. The next 
thing I knew I was upside down, my 
seat belt suspending me midair, the 
roof of the car against the road.

It took a moment to understand 
what had happened, that I was even 
alive. Where was Katrina? I looked 
everywhere before I spied her below 
me, sitting dazed on the inside of  
the roof, which was now the floor. She 
had a small cut on her forehead, but 
otherwise seemed fine.

“I got my door open,” Alfred said. 
Beside him was Dawn, not a scratch 
on her. In the front seat I heard Mom 

and Dad groaning. We were all alive!
Alfred came around and managed 

to get my door open. The girls and I 
scrambled out. Mom and Dad crawled 
through the opening where the wind-
shield had once been. We stood there 
in shock. The car had landed six feet 
from tumbling over the cliff. 

“Did you see the white light?” I 
asked. No one had, but there was no 
doubting what I’d witnessed. Not  
one angel, but an entire heavenly host. 
In my mind I pictured them protect-
ing each of us, guiding the car, shield-
ing it from reaching the drop-off.  
God was closer than I’d ever realized. 
I knew that now.

Within minutes a couple on a mo-
torcycle came by. After ensuring  
we were okay they rode off to get help. 
It wasn’t long before a state troop-
er pulled up and took us to the hos pi-
tal. Our injuries consisted mainly  
of scrapes and bruises. Alfred had 
cracked a couple of ribs from hold-
ing Dawn so tightly. But it could have 
been so much worse.

Williamsburg was a vacation we’d  
never forget. There have been other 
difficult twists and turns in my life 
since. Those are the times when I think 
of that day in the car, flying through 
the air, helpless, and am reminded to 
put my trust in the one who is always 
there to see me through.  ■

June and Tom near the scene of the accident

    road, so what was my young daughter sensing?
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 HOLD ONTO THE RAILING and stand still,” I reminded  
my kids as we stepped onto the escalator. Going to the mall with 
my five-year-old daughter and seven-year-old son was never 
easy, but Easter was two weeks away. I needed to find the kids 
outfits for Sunday service. Just one more store to check…back 
down on the first floor. 

We were halfway to the bottom when I saw my son, Daniel,  
stumble. Then he cried out. I watched in horror as his foot seemed 

to disappear.
Someone must have  

acted fast and pushed the 
emergency button. The  
escalator came to an abrupt 
stop. In a panic, I tugged 
hard on Daniel’s arm. He 
yelped in pain. His right 
foot wedged between the 
stair and the railing. I 
couldn’t get him out. Every-
one stood frozen, unsure  
of how to help. I uttered a 
quick prayer. 

Thud. Thud. Thud. A man pounded his way down the escalator. 
His long trench coat fluttered behind him. When he reached us,  
he crouched down and gently pulled Daniel’s foot free from the 
mechanical trap. Our eyes met. Then, without saying a word, he  
descended the escalator and disappeared into the crowd. 

Later, when the escalator was torn apart to see why it had 
malfunctioned, workers recovered Daniel’s missing shoe. It was 
cut nearly in half, chewed up and destroyed. But Daniel’s foot 
was uninjured. No bruises. Not even a scratch.

KRISTI SHERWOOD, CEDAR HILL, TEXAS

only human?

‘‘
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25 Years of Angels

A STORY FROM OUR ARCHIVES

 I LEANED OVER  the hospital bed in 
which my 18-year-old son, Art, lay 
in a comatose state that seemed 

like death. Tubes fed him through the 
nose; a machine breathed for him, 
breaking the stillness of the room with 
its mechanical gasps. I moved my  
lips close to Art’s ear and whispered, 
“Honey, I had a dream last night,  
so beautiful it seemed real. Two mag-
nificent angels stood by your bed.  
It means you’ll be healed, I know it.”

Did he hear me? Can the soul hear 
when the body is asleep? Art didn’t 
move, didn’t acknowledge my words. 
If only he would open his eyes! Just 
that, Lord.

Before the accident two nights ear-
lier, this limp form had been a strap-
ping high school senior, the star captain 
of his football team and the finest son 
a mother could ever want. Proud of the 

body God had given him, Art didn’t 
drink or smoke. He held strong val-
ues and went to church regularly. His 
dream was to play professional foot-
ball and set a good example for other 
young people.

But now doctors held out little hope 
that he would walk or talk or do any-
thing productive again. It was as if Art 
had gone on and left his broken body 
behind. Could that be true?

On the evening of January 1, 1989, 
Art had attended a dance with some 
friends. When his father and I went to 
bed that night, a cold rain beat at the 
windows. I’m usually a sound sleeper, 
but at about 1 A.M. I awoke with a 
start and shook my husband. “Arthur,” 
I said, my heart racing, “I’m afraid 
something terrible has happened to 
our boy.” Before I could get back to 
sleep, a call came from St. Vincent’s 

Easter 
awakening

A mother asks, What in life is more realistic 
   than faith?   BY DELORES BATES
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Hospital. Art had been driving his 
friends home when a pickup truck 
turned into the side of his car, slam-
ming it into a tree. One of Art’s pas-
sengers died. The others weren’t badly 
hurt. But Art lay close to death in  
the emergency room.

 I’LL NEVER FORGET the dread  
and sense of helplessness as my 
boy fought for life. Arthur and I 

raced in our car to St. Vincent’s. Along 
with some friends and family mem-
bers we had alerted, we prayed while 
doctors frantically worked on Art. 
The news from the operating room 
was grim; Art’s windpipe and chest 
were nearly crushed. Most worrisome 
was the injury to his brain.

“All that’s saved him so far,” one 
doctor told us, “is his strong athlete’s 
body. But the area around his brain 
stem is so severely damaged, he might 
never regain consciousness.”

At about 5 A.M., Dr. Frank A. Red-
mond finally came to us and said 
Art’s condition was stabilized and he 
would be moved into the intensive 
care unit. Dr. Redmond revealed that 
on at least one occasion that night  
Art had been clinically dead, but they 

were able to revive him. “I did a lot  
of praying,” he admitted. “Something 
kept your boy alive.”

Eventually they let us go to Art  
in the ICU. To see him so still, the 
breathing tube in his trachea, his 
closed and swollen eyes, was devastat-
ing. I collapsed into my husband’s 
arms and sobbed. “We can’t give up,” 
he whispered. “We have to keep 
praying for a miracle.”

I wiped my eyes and turned back to 
Art. Would his eyes ever open again, 
his lips speak or his arms move volun-
tarily? Would he ever throw those 
muscled arms around my waist, kiss 
me and say, “Ma, I sure do love ya”?

The doctors didn’t think so. “Even  
if he does wake up,” one said, “he prob-
ably won’t be able to walk. He won’t 
have a memory or know who you are.”

I refused to believe that my own  
son wouldn’t know me. God is merciful. 
Asleep in a nearby room the hospi-
tal let me use that night, I was given a 
different prognosis. In a dream as  
vivid as life, I saw two colossal angels 
floating over Art’s bed, one above his 
head and the other at his side. They 
were glowing, their streaming robes 
lighter than air. Their faces were indis-

Doctors held out little hope 
Art would walk or talk again.
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tinct, but they had a golden brilliance 
that emanated compassion and heal-
ing. Then I saw Art sitting up in bed, 
talking with his friends. My heart 
beat with joy; he’d be healed! What 
else could this vision mean?

 W AKING WITH the images still 
fresh in my mind, I rushed  
to Art’s room, half expecting  

to see him sitting up in bed, laughing. 
But he was still in a coma, still near 
death. That’s when I pressed my lips 
close and whispered my dream to him.

From then on I carried the picture 
of those two heavenly beauties in my 
mind’s eye, and every day I reminded 
Art about them. I knew his spirit 
heard me. That’s why we talked to him 
constantly—his father and I, our rel-
atives and ministers, his friends from 
school, and the football team and  
his coaches—telling him how much 
we loved him, keeping a vigil.

Thirty days passed. I was at my 
son’s side continually, talking, praying, 
playing tapes from his friends. I re-
fused to believe he wouldn’t get out of 
that bed or know his own mother.  
The doctors tried to temper my opti-
mism, while we continued to pray.

What in life is more realistic than 
faith, more practical, really, than hope? 
Isn’t that all I had? I knew my son 
would get well. I kept visualizing it and 
thanking the Lord, again and again.

But it was hard to keep believing 
as the weeks wore on. To see my boy 
fed by tubes when he used to feast  
on my cooking, my homemade lasagna 
and fried chicken.

Finally Art was transferred to  
St. Francis Hospital in Green Springs. 
Every time I came to visit him the 
nurses would shake their heads, know-
ing the question that was on my lips: 
Has there been a change? Anything?

Three months passed. Then I saw 
the angels again.

It was during Holy Week and Art’s 
older sister, Rachael, and I had been 
talking about how much Art loved 
Easter. Again one night I dreamed  
I was at Art’s bedside. Those same 
golden angels, seemingly both pow-
erful and compassionate, looked  
over my son, who was awake, his eyes 
alert and bright. This time, how-
ever, the angels were both on Art’s 
right. I took this as a reaffirmation  
of God’s message.

Art’s eyes opened on Good Friday.  
I had had a special feeling when I 
came to see him that afternoon. When 
I walked into his room those big, 
brown eyes were looking right at me. 
Could it really be? I slowly walked 
around the bed. Art’s eyes followed. 
He was awake! He was tracking  
me! I fell to my knees at his bedside 
and gave thanks.

Doctors, however, were hesitant to 
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interpret this too optimistically. Then 
came Easter. As his father and I ar-
rived for a visit after church, a nurse 
rushed up waving a piece of paper. In  
a handwriting I knew so well was our 
phone number, obviously written  
with great difficulty. “It was as if he 
wanted us to call you,” the nurse re-
ported. “His memory is intact!” On the 
day of our Savior’s resurrection, part 
of Art had been res urrected too. He 
hadn’t forgotten us.

A month went by and nothing much 
changed. Art still hadn’t uttered a 
word. One day his grandmother ac-
companied me to the hospital. When 
we left Art’s room she confided in me, 
“Delores, I don’t think he’s ever go-
ing to talk again.”

I was about to respectfully disagree 
when a familiar voice jolted us: “Ma!”

We froze. It rang out again, loud 
and clear. “Ma!”

Art was talking. His first word now 
was the first word he had ever said  
as a baby: Ma. I knew the Lord would 
not let my son forget his mother.

Though his words were few and 
hesitant, the hospital immediately be-
gan speech therapy, followed quickly 
by physical therapy. His progress was 
slow initially, until a therapist used  
a little psychology and a mirror. The 
athlete in Art was proud of the body 
he had taken care of so well. When the 
therapist showed him how his phy-

sique had atrophied during the coma, 
Art strove tirelessly to regain his old 
physical form.

Finally Art was able to tell us what 
he recalled about the night of the  
accident. “I remember being on the 
operating table,” he said. “I saw the 
doctors working. Three times I tried 
to leave my body and three times  
the Holy Spirit made me go back be-
cause my family was praying and 
God would heal me.”

 A RT HAS HAD a long road back, 
and whenever his struggle  
is wearing him down, I re-

mind him of the angels I saw in my 
dream. That seems to pick him up. His 
speech was slow for a long time, but 
now he speaks almost as well as he did 
before the accident. He walks with a 
cane but leans on it less and less. This 
June he’ll graduate from the Univer-
sity of Toledo with a marketing degree. 
Art wants to play football again one 
day, which some people might think is 
too optimistic. But he believes that 
with the power of many prayers be-
hind him, anything is possible.

I know it’s a miracle when my son 
sneaks up behind me, slips his arms 
around my waist, kisses me and says, 
“Ma, I sure do love ya.” It’s the mir-
acle we prayed for, the one the angels 
in my dream promised. It’s the mira-
cle of my Art, alive today.  ■



HIS PROMISE IS  

WRITTEN IN STONE

Dramatic  
raised-relief 

sculpture presents 
Jesus emerging from 
stone-look surface 

 
Beloved words from 
Scripture bring you 

His faithful promise 
in engraved lettering

“Carved” edges 
and rustic surface 
complement this 

reverent  
presentation

Belief in Christ as our cornerstone, the foundation 
of our faith, brings us eternal comfort and 
inspiration. He is our everlasting rock when we  
are afraid. He is our anchor when we falter. The   
I Am With You Always Inspirational Plaque 
brings you His precious promises for only $49.99*, 

payable in two installments of $24.99. Our 
unconditional, 365-day money-back guarantee 
assures your 100% satisfaction. Strong demand is 
likely so don’t miss out! Send no money now. Just 
mail the coupon today.

I Am With You Always  

Weathered “Stone” Inspirational Plaque

www.bradfordexchange.com/30450©2020 BGE   01-30450-001-DDM1

*Plus a total of $9.99 shipping and service; see bradfordexchange.com. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. A 
limited-edition presentation restricted to 295 casting days. Subject to product availability and order acceptance.

YES. Please accept my order for the I Am With 

You Always Inspirational Plaque. I need send no 
money now. I will be billed with shipment.  

9345 Milwaukee Avenue · Niles, IL 60714-1393

PLEASE RESPOND PROMPTLY        SEND NO MONEY NOW
Mrs. Mr. Ms.
                                              Name (Please Print Clearly)

Address

City

State                          Zip

Email (optional)

�������
������(�����





A N G E L S O N E A R T H . O R G     35ILLUSTRATION BY LISA PERRIN

treasure
I’d held on to an old landscape painting of my late          
              grandmother’s only because I liked the frame

BY KELLY GALLAGHER, SCOTIA, NEW YORK

UST A LITTLE further. Just a 
little further…

I reached up to push the plas-
tic box just one more centimeter  

to the left to reach something in my 
crafts closet. One centimeter too far,  
it turned out. Avalanche! Everything 
came crashing down—scrapbook pa-
per, glue sticks, beads, unfinished 
projects, markers, yarn, all scattered 
across the hardwood floor.

My husband, Alan, came running 
in. “What happened?”

“I was getting something out of  
the crafts closet,” I said. “I thought I 
needed a project to give me a lift.”

Alan looked at the mess. “I guess 
you found one,” he said. “Cleaning up.”

“Ha ha,” I said, but Alan had a 
point. Obviously the closet needed 

organizing if I wanted to avoid  
more disasters like this one. Some-
times straightening up could soothe 
my spirits too. I started pulling things 
out: Boxes, bags, baskets…what was 
that in the back? Something made of 
wood? Oh, yeah.

I pulled out a large dusty painting. 
Normally I loved landscape paint-
ings, but the forest in this one was too 
dark and solemn to go on my walls. 
The only reason I had it was because 
it had belonged to my grandmother.

It seemed like yesterday I was 
gathered with my family at her house 
after her funeral. “I know it would 
make sense to have a yard sale,” my 
dad said as he looked around at all of 
Grandma’s belongings. “But I’d feel 
better knowing her things are with  
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us. Everyone look around and see 
what you want to take.”

Surveying the house, I didn’t know 
where to start. When I was grow-
ing up, Grandma lived right next door. 
I saw these things—the matching 
cookie jars, the spoon rest—every 
day. They all held precious memo-
ries for me.

I moved toward the cookie jars, but 
my cousin Shannon got there first. “I 
love these,” she said, picking them up. 

My cousin Domino 
took the rooster-shaped 
spoon rest. “This will 
go great in my kitchen.”

Grandma used to 
give me my favorite 
cookies out of that  
jar, I thought. I recall  
that spoon rest cov-
ered in oatmeal as she 
made breakfast for 
me. These things aren’t 
just knickknacks to 
decorate your house! 
But I didn’t want  
to fight over them. I 
knew that Grandma 
wouldn’t care for that. 
Besides, my cousins 
had as much right to 
her things as I did. 

That’s what I told myself, but as  
I drifted from room to room I felt 
more and more unhappy. Each item 
claimed by someone else felt like a 
memory being stolen from me. Quietly 
I set aside a few things, like the 
glass goblets she filled with chocolate 
pudding and the green bird figu-
rines I played with when I watched 
cartoons. But mostly I just stood by  
as things were claimed by my more 
assertive relatives. 

“Take a look at these!” Shannon 
called from Grandma’s bedroom. 
“Perfume bottles!”

Hiding in plain sight: the painting of Kelly’s 
grandparents on their wedding day
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I went to the bedroom to have a 
look. The bottles were beautiful,  
all different shapes with shiny brass 
tops. Maybe we could each take  
one, I thought. But I could tell from 
Shannon’s face that she really  
liked them all, so I put down the bot-
tle I was looking at and turned to-
ward the bed. 

“I’ll take that,” I said, pointing to 
the landscape over the headboard.  
I had no idea why I’d said it. Maybe I 
was so upset at everything I’d lost 
that I was ready to grab at anything.

Looking at the painting now, I 
wondered again why I’d done it. It 
had just been sitting in my closet  
all this time. The somber landscape 
didn’t mean anything to me, unlike 
the goblets and the cookie jars. My 
cousins hadn’t thought much of the 
painting either. “It doesn’t speak to 
me,” Domino had said when I took  
it off the wall. 

But that day the painting must have 
said something to me. Something 
nudged me to schlep it home. Proba-
bly the frame, I’d decided. I’ll  
put another painting in it, I told my-
self. I had wanted a project, after  
all. Organizing the closet could wait.

I went to the kitchen for a butter 

knife to carefully pry out the nails 
that held in the picture. One by one 
they dropped to the floor, the backing 
slowly falling away from the frame  
until I could pull it and the landscape 
out in one swift motion to reveal…

“Oh, my gosh! Grandma!” 
For the second time Alan came 

running in. 
“Look at this!” I said.
Under the landscape was a second 

painting, this one of my grandparents 
on their wedding day in June 1941. I 
was looking right into Grandma’s eyes. 
It was like receiving an unexpected 
visit from her. My spirit soared.

Alan admired the picture over my 
shoulder. “They look so young,” he 
said. “It’s like finding a buried trea-
sure. I wonder why it was hidden.”

“I don’t know,” I said. But I had a 
theory. If this portrait had been 
hanging out in the open in my Grand-
ma’s house, surely someone else 
would have claimed it while I looked 
on, feeling sorry for myself. Its con-
cealment was the only reason I was 
holding it in my hands today. I hadn’t 
wanted to fight over my grandmoth-
er’s things, so someone—maybe an 
angel—had tucked aside something 
extra special just for me.  ■

Each item claimed by someone else felt  
                          like a memory being stolen from me.
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Okay, now we’re ready,” my mother said as we gathered up 
our bags and headed out to the car. After a morning of 
tending our flower garden—my pride and joy—we spent 

the afternoon at the local five-and-dime store, where we  
gathered up tissue paper, ribbons, note cards and all the dis-
counted Easter baskets we could fit into the shopping cart. 

“Ready for what?” I asked. 
“May baskets, for the first day of May,” she said. “When  

we get home, we’ll cut the flowers that are blooming in the 
garden and fill these baskets so that tomorrow morning we 
can get up bright and early and deliver them to our neigh-
bors. We’ll ring the bell and run away before anyone can see 
who made the delivery! Doesn’t that sound like fun?” Her  
blue eyes sparkled.

Was she kidding? I had waited all winter for the flowers to 
bloom. We had worked on the garden for months, ever since  

May’s Bouquet 

ILLUSTRATION BY BAMBI RAMSEY

‘‘

Everything’s coming up new again

Angels           inBloom
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Shortly after my mother died, my father made an an-
nouncement. “This year we’re going to have peaches,  
I’m sure of it,” he said. I wished I could be. Three  

years ago, Mom and I had gotten him a peach tree for  
Father’s Day. He was delighted by the new addition to  

Peach Blossom Summer

we planted those first bulbs back in fall. It was our special 
mother-daughter project, and I had cherished the time  
we spent together. Now I wanted to cut the flowers for our  
own house, to put them in pretty vases and enjoy what  
we’d done together. 

“Oh, Sweetie. Flowers are like kindness. They are meant  
to be shared. That’s the real beauty of a garden. You’ll see.”  
I doubted this, but I knew I didn’t have a choice. 

Later that afternoon we snipped away our garden and  
arranged the bouquets. We tied each one together with  
ribbon, wrapped it in tissue paper, and put them all in the 
refriger ator to stay fresh overnight. I slept fitfully think-
ing about our empty garden. 

In the morning, we loaded the bouquet-filled baskets  
and began our trek through the neighborhood. Mother hand-
ed me the first basket. “Now for the fun part!” 

Holding hands, we ran to a front door, rang the doorbell 
and sprinted away. We crouched behind some shrubs and 
watched the door open and our neighbor look up and down  
the street. Her expression went from surprise to confusion  
to a delighted grin when she saw the May basket on her door-
step. “Thank you!” she called out to the street. She looked  
so happy, and it felt as if a whole beautiful garden bloomed  
inside of me. 

Mother was right about the flowers. They were even pret-
tier on someone else’s doorstep.

SARA ETGEN-BAKER, ANNA, TEXAS



Well Planted

My daughter, Esther, was not looking forward to  
Mother’s Day. She was getting divorced and this  
would be her first year as a single mom. “I don’t  

know if I can bring myself to celebrate this year,” she told  
me on the phone. “I’m not feeling like the best mom.”  
My heart ached. There was only so much I could do from  
450 miles away. I sent her money to help with expenses,  
and I prayed for God to send her comfort and  
en couragement, but I wished I could do 
something more. I hung up the phone 
and stood there feeling totally helpless. 

Please, Lord, give me an idea. I 

his garden and tended it care fully all summer long. That  
first year it pro duced just a handful of peaches, but we were 
positive it would give us more in another year. 

Sure enough, the tree was in full bloom one year later. All  
three of us were so excited we spent the whole summer 
researching recipes—only for the blossoms to fall off without  
ever becoming fruit. Same thing the summer after that. 

“What makes you think things will be different this year?”  
I asked. Dad grinned. 

“Your mom is going to pull some strings for us this year,”  
he said, pointing to the sky. “She has friends in high places.”  
Of course we both knew she was in heaven with the angels. 

As spring progressed, the peach tree bloomed with light pink 
blossoms that seemed to glow in the sunlight. When spring 
became summer, the flowers gave way to tiny fuzzy green balls. 
Dad and I watched them grow larger and the fruit turn rosy  
pink and coral. By summer’s end, we had a tree full of juicy 
peaches. The branches hung low with sun-ripe fruit. A bounty, 
sent by God, after an angel whispered in his ear. 

DEBORAH LAROSE, BALLSTON LAKE, NEW YORK

    41



    

wasn’t feeling like I was the best mom either. 
A couple of days later I was at my computer doing  

some online shopping when I came upon the perfect thing:  
a mug decorated with roses and irises and the words,  
“Daughter, you are a beautiful flower.” I ordered it for  
Esther immediately. 

“Mom, I absolutely love the mug,” she said in her next  
call. “I’m going to start each day hearing you say those  
words. Thank you.” 

The following spring I received a fat, squishy envelope. 
Tucked inside was a cross-stitch that Esther had designed 
herself. Bordered with pink roses, it read, “Mom, you are 
a beautiful flower.” I had to admit, having the best daughter  
in the world made me feel like a pretty good mom that  
Mother’s Day—and every day. 

JEANETTE LEVELLIE, PARIS, ILLINOIS
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A Gardenia’s Scent

I hadn’t wanted to go to the pool. After a whole day walking 
around Disney World under the hot Florida sun, I was  
ready for a night in. I’d been sure that my wife, Molly, was  

too. She had a chronic illness and walking was difficult for  
her. Sometimes she had pain with each step. I had worried all  
day, scared she would overexert herself. So when the kids  
had asked to go to the pool, I’d been prepared to tell them no. 
Molly surprised me by insisting we go. “This is what a family 
vacation is all about, isn’t it?” she’d said. I’d agreed, reluctantly. 

“Time to get out, kids!” I called as the sun began to set.  
They grabbed their towels and began the short walk back to our 
hotel room. We stopped when we saw yellow mainte nance  
signs blocking the path. Closed. We’d have to take the long way 
around. I looked at Molly, hoping she’d see how sorry I was  
for this inconvenience. She just smiled. 

“Good thing it’s such a beautiful night!” she said. As we 
started down the long path, I thought I detected the  
fa miliar limp in my wife’s gait. I wished I could  
just carry her. The kids bounced along, still dripping 
wet in the warm night. “Slow down!” I shouted  
at them, stress getting the better of me. They didn’t 
seem to hear me. I suddenly realized Molly was  
no longer next to me. Had she stopped to sit  
down? I turned around. Molly was on the side  
of the path by the shrubs, her nose buried  
in a white flower.

“Smell it,” she said. “It’s a gardenia!”  
I saw light in her eyes and knew what  
she meant: This was what a family vaca-
tion was all about. We would get back  
to the room slowly, stopping to smell the 
flowers along the way. Because there  
were always flowers. 

VAL PENNINGTON, PITTSBURG, PENNSYLVANIA
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MY GREAT-GRANDMOTHER  passed on two things to our family: her  
love of Cajun food and her recipe for crab jambalaya. After my wife 
and I got married, we moved away from the Gulf Coast. Crabmeat 

was too expensive, so we found a recipe for a smoked sausage and beef jamba-
laya. After some years of tweaking, I’m finally satisfied I’ve come up with a 
jambalaya that would make my great-grandmother proud.

SCOTT MCCOWN, TUSCALOOSA, ALABAMA

someone’s in the kitchen
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INGREDIENTS

 1  pound ground beef

 1   pound andouille sausage, sliced  

into bite-size pieces

 1  cup chopped yellow onion

 ½  cup chopped green onion

 1  cup chopped bell pepper

 4 garlic cloves, minced

 2   15-ounce cans of fire-roasted diced 

tomatoes with garlic

 2  teaspoons Cajun seasoning

  Salt and pepper, to taste 

 1¼  cup long-grain rice

 2½  cup beef broth

 1  bay leaf

RECIPE

In a large skillet over medium-high heat, 
brown ground beef, 7 to 10 minutes; drain 
and set aside. In a large Dutch oven over 
medium heat, brown sausage, about 7 min-

Scott’s Jambalaya

utes; drain and set aside. Add ground beef, 
yellow onion, green onion, bell pepper 
and garlic to the Dutch oven; cook over 
medium heat until vegetables are soft. 
Add tomatoes, sausage, Cajun seasoning 
and salt and pepper. Cover and simmer 
for 20 minutes. Add rice, beef broth and 
bay leaf to the meat-and-vegetable  
mixture; cover and cook over low heat  
for 25 minutes or until rice is tender.  
(For a less spicy option, substitute regu-
lar smoked sausage and diced stewed  
tomatoes and cut back on or eliminate 
Cajun seasoning.) Serves 8. 

A spicy, smoky down-home meal in a bowl

The recipes closest to your heart  

taste best. Send yours to Angels on 
Earth, 110 William Street,  

Suite 901, New York, NY 10038.
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DIDN’T GO  to Grace Church  
in Manhattan with angels  

on my mind. I was there to talk 
about prayer, leading a class be-
fore wor ship. It was only later that  
I caught sight of the stained-glass  
window in the back of the nave, the 
angels ascending and descend ing  
on Jacob’s ladder, seeming to fly right 
out of the frame.

Grace Episcopal is a historic  
spot; the current church was erected 
in 1846 on the edge of Greenwich  
Village. I had visited it years ago when 
my wife, Carol Wallace, was doing  
research for her book, To Marry an 
English Lord, about the American 
heiresses who married into the British 
aristocracy at the turn of the last 

century, a book that became the  
inspiration for the popular TV show 
Downton Abbey. 

Many of those prominent New York 
families, their mansions lining Fifth 
Avenue, made Grace their parish. 
There, the robber barons gave their 
daughters away in grand weddings. 
They paid a pretty penny to make the 
church look worthy of their social  
ambitions, filling it with beautiful art, 
including that window of Jacob’s  
ladder, and memorials to some of soci-
ety’s (mostly now forgotten) mavens. 

I can’t remember exactly what I 
said during the class—the temptation 
in quoting myself is to sound more 
polished than I am—but the crux of 
our discussion was how to pray “with-

This
Jacob’s ladder connects heaven and earth

BY RICK HAMLIN  

SENIOR CONTRIBUTING EDITOR

PlaceIn

I
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out ceasing” in a world 
of rattling cell phones and 
endless distractions.  
“I know sometimes when  
I pray I don’t feel wor-
thy of God’s attention,” I 
said, “but God always 
hears us. Of that we can 
be sure.”

After the class, I 
joined the congregation 
for a service of prayer, song, commu-
nion and praise. I was floating on  
that joy that comes when you feel as  
if you have—finally—given back  
to God just a little of what God has 
given to you. At the end of the ser-
vice, I picked up a church brochure 
and walked around to see the high-
lights. And there I stood in front of 
Jacob and the angels.

One reason stained glass is such a 
popular feature in churches is that  
it offers a perfect metaphor for how 
God works through us. Most art is 
best appreciated when the light shines 
on it, bringing out the textures and 
colors of the medium. With stained 
glass, the light going through the 
window allows us to see the art work 
in all its glory. Those pieces of col-

ored glass are trans-
formed, pierced by  
sunlight, the same way 
God lights us up.

Was there ever a  
figure who needed  
God’s light more than 
Jacob, especially  
when he saw those an-
gels? He’d just done 
something reprehensi-

ble, at his mother’s urging no less. 
Disguised as his twin brother Esau, 
he finagled a blessing out of his fa-
ther, stealing Esau’s birthright and 
inheritance. It was a flagrant lie,  
and when Esau learned of it he was 
ready to kill his brother. Jacob fled 
for his life.

At night on his journey, he took a 
rock for a pillow and fell into a deep 
sleep. He might have felt abandoned 
by God, but God did not abandon  
him. On the contrary, while Jacob 
slept, God showed him a ladder  
connecting heaven and earth, with  
angels—God’s very messengers— 
going up and down it in a holy circuit 
of communication. “I will not leave 
you,” God promised.

When Jacob woke up, he was ter-

Rick at home in New York City

God showed Jacob a ladder with angels going up and 
down it in a holy circuit of communication.
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rified. I wonder sometimes whether  
it was because of what he had seen in 
the dream or the realization of what 
he had done to his brother, a cosmic 
understanding of his guilt. At any 
rate, he said, “Surely the Lord is in 
this place; and I did not know it,” a 
verse I wish I had emphasized in my 
class. God is present in all places, 
even in our desperate flights, when 
all we can find is a rock for a pillow  
to sleep on.

As I stepped back from Jacob’s  
angels, I noticed a plaque on the wall 
beneath the window, a memorial  
for a parishioner named Edith Corse 
Evans. According to my brochure, 
Edith was 36 years old when she died 
on April 15, 1912. A New York social-
ite, she had made a trip to England—
like a character out of Downton  
Abbey—then visited Paris for a shop-
ping spree. To get back home she 
booked herself a first-class cabin on 
an ocean liner making its maiden 
voyage across the Atlantic. The name 
of the ship? The Titanic.

The newly christened cruise ship, 
as we all know, hit an iceberg on its 
crossing, and its 2,200-some passen-
gers scrambled to get to safety on a 
craft that had only enough lifeboats 
to accommodate about half of them. 
“Women and children first,” came the 
command. Edith stood with others  
on the deck of the sinking ship. “You 

go first,” she told a friend. “You have 
children.” Edith died along with 1,516 
others, her body never recovered. 
Her life was short, but it defined itself 
in one heroic act. Surely God was 
present even then, and Edith Corse 
Evans seemed to know it and find 
strength in that fact. 

I knew that Jacob did make it 
back to claim his birthright and was 
indeed forgiven and embraced by  
his brother Esau. God had stood by 
Jacob, as promised. Just as he stood 
by Edith, and just as he stands by me, 
with nothing but a ladder of angels 
between us.  ■

The Evans memorial plaque at Grace Church
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case of a power outage. 

White glove delivery included in 
shipping charge. Professionals will deliver 
the chair to the exact spot in your home 
where you want it, unpack it, inspect 
it, test it, position it, and even carry the 
packaging away! You get your choice 
of stain and water repellent synthetic 
DuraLux with the classic leather look or 
plush microfiber in a variety of colors to 
fit any decor. Call now, you’ll love it 
and so will your best friend!

Because each Perfect Sleep Chair is a custom-made bedding product, we can only accept 
returns on chairs that are damaged or defective. © 2020 fi rst STREET for Boomers and Beyond, Inc. 4
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“To you, it’s the perfect lift chair. 
To me, it’s the best sleep chair I’ve ever had.”  

 — J. Fitzgerald, VA

NEW Footrest 
Extension for even 
more head to toe 

support.

The Perfect Sleep Chair®   

1-888-628-1652
Mention code 112293 when ordering.
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 A S THE SECOND-GRADE Sunday school class gathered  
in a semicircle around my co-teacher, I stepped outside to change 
the door decoration. Usually I told the Bible story, but today  
I needed a moment to myself. 

All weekend I’d been feeling anxious about the mastectomy I 
had scheduled on Monday. I had talked to my doctors at length and 
knew I was making the right decision, but still I worried. How 
long would the recovery take? Would I be in a lot of pain afterward? 
Worst of all, what if something went wrong? It didn’t help that  
my husband was away on U.S. Army Reserve duty and wouldn’t 
be there to comfort and take care of me. 

I hung the last decoration on the door. I wasn’t quite ready to go 
back to class, so I bowed my head. “I’m sorry, Lord. I do believe 
you hear my prayers, but if it isn’t too much trouble, I would truly 
appreciate a sign that you’ll be with me during the surgery.” 

I lifted my head at the pitter-patter of footsteps. One of my 
students came running up the stairs. Guess that’s my cue to go 
back in, I thought. 

My co-teacher was still telling the story, so I took a seat in the 
back. As the children listened intently, I began silently call-
ing each of their names. Lord, I prayed, please bless and always 
take care of this child. 

I proceeded around the circle, and when I asked God to bless 
Wendy, she suddenly stood up and rushed over to my side. What 
was this all about? She put her arms around my neck and whis-
pered in my ear, “I love you!” Tears welled in my eyes. I knew 
then that God had heard me. 

FRANCES MOORE, WILSON, NORTH CAROLINA

on a wing and a prayer

NEED PRAYER? Visit ourprayer.org or go to guideposts.org/prayer-request to 

submit your concerns and join the OurPrayer community in praying for others. 

Give your spirit a lift by visiting facebook.com/ourprayer.
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IT LOOKS LIKE a perfect spring day 
to go fishing,” Mama said when I 
answered the phone. I listened close 

to gauge whether or not she sound-
ed sober. So far, so good. “Suppose to 
get in the seventies today.”

“Actually, Scott and I were plan-
ning on trying our luck down by the 
river this evening.”

“Mind if I come along?” The ques-
tion made my fingers tighten around 
the phone. Why had I even men-
tioned it? If I let my guard down for 
one second, things got complicated 
with her.

Nothing about Mama—or her 
drinking—was simple. Trying to 
have a relationship with her was  
like dancing with dynamite. But how 
could I shut my aging mother out  

of my life and refuse to let her spend 
time with her grandson? And what 
was I suppose to say to her now that 
I’d admitted we were going fishing? 
Mama loved to fish.

“Are you still there?” Mama asked.
“No beer, Mama,” I said, embar-

rassed to have to say the words. Again. 
But after only six months back home 
following my divorce, and several bad 
experiences, I had set that one bound-
ary. If she wanted to be around Scott, 
there would be no drinking.

“Of course not,” Mama said, as if  
she were appalled at the very idea. I  
felt the conflicting emotions settle in. 

“We’ll go down to the river about 
six,” I said. “The catfish bite better in 
the evening.” 

“See you then.” Mama’s voice es-

times 
like 
this

because of 

‘‘

Despite our complicated 
relationship, I didn’t want  
to shut my mother out of  
my life completely

BY LOU DEAN, DINOSAUR, COLORADO
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calated with excitement. “Nothing 
more fun than being on the river in 
Oklahoma in the springtime. Seeing 
the Canadian geese, watching the 
fish jump.”

Mama had that magical side to  
her. She’d always had the ability to 
grab life and live it to the fullest…
when she was sober. I hung up the 
phone and made a quick decision  
not to tell my five-year-old son that 
his grandmother was coming. It  
was too difficult to explain why Grand-
ma didn’t show up when we were ex-
pecting her. 

Later that afternoon Scott helped 
me dig for worms and gather up  
the fishing tackle. I fought the emo-
tions that lingered—the stress,  
the guilt, the confusion. How many 
chances did Mama deserve? Was  
I right to trust her around my son? I 
took a break to sit still and pray: 
Lord, help me. Please show me the 
way when it comes to my mother.

It was a prayer I’d repeated a thou-
sand times since childhood. Mama’s 
problems with alcohol had left a wake 
of destruction that could never really 
be healed, but I had kept trying. The 
minute my two brothers turned 17, 
they had fled the state. My older sister, 
who still lived nearby, had recent-
ly shut Mama out of her life for good. 
Maybe my siblings were smarter 
than me. Maybe all the turmoil and 

frustration of dealing with my mother 
would only lead to more heartache in 
the end. But I couldn’t dismiss Mama’s 
joyful, loving side. Surely that was 
worth something.

I got up and went to the porch. 
Scott played in the yard with our dog, 
Twain. I tried to untangle a fishing 
pole. “Forgive seventy times seven,” 
I whispered. After going through  
my divorce, I had become less judg-
mental. But even Jesus lost patience 
with the money changers. When was 
enough, enough?

LOOK, IT’S GRANDMA Johnnie!” 
Scott’s shrill voice cut through 
the evening. We grabbed our  

gear and started off. My son loved  
his grandma, in spite of her bro-
ken promises and occasional strange 
behavior.

An hour later, as the sun set on the 
Arkansas River, Mama and I sat in  
silence, watching a flock of Canadian 
geese wade in a shallow tributary 
and dip their heads into the water af-
ter small fish. Scott tossed a stick  
for Twain. Neither one ever tired of 
playing fetch. “He’s a happy boy,” 
Mama said.

I didn’t take solace in her compli-
ment. Instead I flashed back to my 
own childhood. Mama had left our 
farm, left our family, left us with our 
dad when I was close to Scott’s age.  

‘‘



A N G E L S O N E A R T H . O R G     55

I forced the bitter memory out of my 
head. Please show me the way.

The lyrics to a song I’d just learned 
came to mind, and I heard myself try 
a couple of lines aloud: “If I had the 
wings of an angel, over these prison 
walls I would fly.”

“Where in the world did you learn 
that song?” Mama blurted out. Her 
tone of alarm caused the geese across 
the way to fly up in a chaos of honk-
ing and flapping wings.

I turned toward my mother. “I 
just heard it somewhere and liked it.”

Mama stared at me with a per-
plexed look. “That was my father’s fa-
vorite song. I don’t remember much 
about him, but your singing opened a 
window to the past.” She looked out 
on the river, remembering, I guessed. 
Remembering what was lost on me, 
considering how little I knew about 
her past. Only that she had lost her 
dad at an early age, and she’d been 
shuffled around to friends and rela-
tives while her mother worked to sup-
port five kids. We had no connection  
to any of Mama’s people, and I wasn’t 
sure if she did. 

As the sun faded further into the 
western sky, fireflies began to blink 
along the far bank of the Arkansas 
River. “Guess we better call it a day,” 
I said.

“Guess so,” Mama said, slowly 
getting up from the riverbank. “No 

luck on this day. But they’ll be bit-
ing next time.”

Scott bounded down the path back 
toward the house with Twain jump-
ing and barking around his heels. I 
watched my mother walk slowly in 
front of me with her fishing pole and 
can of worms. She seemed somehow 
smaller. A flood of empathy rose up in 
me. There was no way to know what 
she had suffered in her childhood, and 
no reason to think she’d share it now. 
But maybe, in time…

The song came back to my lips and 
I began to hum as I walked. Perhaps 
there were other songs or connections 
that would help her open up. “If I 
had the wings of an angel, over these 
prison walls I would fly….”

Mama stopped, turned and smiled. 
“Thanks for letting me come,” she said.

I didn’t have answers for Mama’s 
addiction to alcohol, and I sure didn’t 
know what to expect in the future. I 
didn’t have the wings of an angel, but 
I had the security of knowing that 
God was guiding me through the dark-
ness, showing me the way.  ■

An old song struck a chord with Lou’s mother.
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angel sightings

A FTER A FRIEND TOLD ME she thought my cat, Gracie, might have some 
Russian blue in her, I decided to do some research. Russian blues are 
described as sweet-tempered, even genteel cats—just like my Gracie. 

I also learned they’re known as the Archangel cat because they come from 
northern Russia’s Archangel Isles. If I had any doubts about her angelic origins, 
seeing the wings on her tummy put them to rest for good!

KATHY KEELEY ANDERSON, WAUTOMA, WISCONSIN
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of the Beloved  “Footprints in 

the Sand” Poem

Our elegant “Footprints in the Sand” Diamond 

Earrings serve as a powerful reminder that our Lord 
is always with us. Each earring features a symbolic set 
of footprints leading up to a cross set with a genuine 
diamond at the center. Engraved on the inside of 
the earrings is the last line of the famous  Footprints 

in the Sand poem. “When you saw only one set of 
footprints” is inscribed on one earring with “It was 
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the Footprints in the Sand poem.

An Exceptional Value... 

for a Limited Time
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Each pair arrives in a custom case along with a poem 
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yours, send no money now; just mail the Priority 
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 IROLLED DOWN MY CAR WINDOW and breathed in the cool 
spring air. It felt good to get out of the house. I’ll just take a  
drive through the back roads, I thought, to clear my head, like  
a church visit used to do.

But as I cruised through the rural neighborhood, I was remind-
ed that we still hadn’t found a good youth program for my sons. 

We had moved to the small town in 
Ohio years before and hadn’t found  
a church to suit our needs. I wanted 
the boys to have an outlet for their 
faith but felt lost as to where to turn.

Speaking of lost, I thought. I 
looked around. I’d traveled the back 
roads in my neighborhood many 
times, but now I was in an unfamil-
iar area. I stopped at a desolate in-
tersection to get my bearings. Not 
a car or person in sight, but what 
was that sound? I leaned my head out 
the window. An organ, playing a 
hymn. I tapped the gas pedal and 
crawled forward, following the  
music. I turned onto a nearly hidden 
dirt road. At the end sat a little 
church. Organ music spilled from 

its open door. I never knew there was a church back here.
I noted the name of the church and emailed the pastor for a meet-

ing. He excitedly told me about their services and the youth pro-
gram they were revitalizing. I signed the boys up, and it turned out 
a few friends from their school went to the same program. We’d  
finally found the perfect place. All I had to do was follow the music. 

JAMIE WILSON, VALLEY CITY, OHIO 

heaven’s music

Mozart called it “the king of instruments.”
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FOR A LIMITED TIME ONLY

Call Toll-Free 1-888-960-7710

www.BuySafeStep.com

Now you can fi nally have all of the 

soothing benefi ts of a relaxing warm 

bath, or enjoy a convenient refreshing 

shower while seated or standing. 

Introducing Safe Step Walk-In Tub’s 

exclusive NEW Shower Package!

� First and only walk-in tub available with 

a customizable shower

� Fixed rainfall shower head is 

adjustable for your height and pivots to 

offer a seated shower option

� Durable frameless tempered glass 

enclosure available

� High-quality tub complete with a 

comprehensive lifetime warranty on 

the entire tub

� Top-of-the-line installation and 

service, all included at one low, 
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Now you can have the best 
of both worlds–there isn’t 
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F EDEX WAS SUPPOSED to be 
known for its speedy delivery.  
I shot a look at the clock on  

the wall. Again. It was almost 4 p.m. 
What is taking so long? I thought.

“Found it!” the clerk said, hold-
ing up the mailing label he’d been  
digging for. Did he expect a reward?

The clerk had warned me this 
wasn’t going to be easy. As soon as I 
walked in he announced, “I’m a new-
bie.” He also told me his name, which 
I’d already forgotten in the long  
while I’d been standing there watch-
ing him search for the right label.  
And price. And the right box.

He slipped the books I was send-
ing inside and turned the box over. 
The books thunked to the other end. 
It took everything I had not to roll 

my eyes. “Maybe put a piece of card-
board in there. To stabilize them.”

“Oh! Good idea,” he said. He went 
off to find a piece of cardboard. I 
tapped my foot on the floor. Drummed 
my fingers on the counter. Finally I 
just crossed my arms across my chest 
and leaned on the counter with a 
heavy sigh. If that doesn’t give him the 
message, nothing will, I thought. 

The March sun was practically set-
ting when I finally got to my car. My 
cell phone buzzed. It was my friend 
Faye, who ran one of my favorite local 
clothing shops. 

“Roberta,” she said, “I was hoping 
you could help me out this Saturday. 
Ed and I have a chance to take a week-
end trip. It was really last minute, so  
I don’t have much time to find someone 

Customer Service   at its best
Try standing on the other side of the counter

BY ROBERTA MESSNER, HUNTINGTON, WEST VIRGINIA
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to mind the store. You were the first 
person who came to mind.”

How could I say no? Faye had done 
so much for me. When I lost weight  
a few years back she built me a new 
wardrobe practically single-handed-
ly—and helped me sell my old clothes 
for extra cash. “Sure, Faye,” I said. 
“I’d love to.”

I stopped by the store on Friday  
so Faye could teach me the ropes. “It’s 
really just learning how to work the 
cash register and credit card machine. 
And what to do if someone writes a 
check. Oh, and how to tally your sales. 
Easy-peasy,” she assured me.

It certainly sounded like it. I’d 
spent my nursing career managing 
hospital-wide programs. A cash  
register ought to be a piece of cake,  
I thought as I jotted down step-by-
step notes just in case. 

“Once you start using the machine, 
it’ll come automatically,” Faye said. 

“I’ll be fine,” I told her. “You just 
go and have fun.”

Saturday morning I stationed my-
self behind the counter, adjusted  

some of the angel figurines that lined 
the narrow window. Outside, four  
cars pulled into the parking lot. That’s 
plenty of people at once, I thought. I 
looked down at the register. A memo-
ry from my nursing career flashed  
in front of me. We’d just gotten a new 
blood-glucose monitoring device at  
the hospital and I couldn’t get it to reg-
ister a reading. A coworker came  
over to help. As he left, he shook his 
head, smirked, and within earshot of 
several patients and other coworkers, 
said, “A fool with a tool is still a fool.”

My cheeks had gone red. I could 
feel them warming up again now. 
What if I messed this up? I imagined 
all those customers standing at the 
counter tapping their feet, drumming 
on the counter, heaving heavy sighs. 
Just as I’d done at FedEx. Dear Lord, 
what am I in for?

The front door opened. As the cus-
tomers milled around, I tried out the 
register. I took the price tag off a shirt 
I planned to buy myself, punched in 
the sale amount using the gray buttons 
and hit the “1/9” key. Now total the  
sale with the blue button, I told myself. 
I checked the notes. Sure enough they 
said, “The drawer should pop open.” 

Easy-peasy, right? Nope. Nothing 
happened. Oh, no, I thought. I pressed 
one button after another. Nothing. 

The door opened again and a man 
entered with a Starbucks cup. “What 

Faye and Roberta at the consignment shop
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do you think, hon?” his wife called to 
him. She was a chic blonde modeling 
a long asymmetrical floral top over 
black leggings. “I saw this same out-
fit at the mall last week.”

“Of course Faye would have it too,” 
one of the other customers said. It 
seemed the whole crowd were Satur-
day-morning regulars. I dried my 
clammy hands on my slacks. “Faye’s 
not here today,” I said. “And I can’t 
seem to get it together.” I fumbled for 
my notes. “I’ve got all the instruc-
tions scribbled down here.…” A fool 
with a tool is still a fool, I thought.

An awkward silence followed, bro-
ken by one of the customers. “This is 
Roberta, y’all,” she said, like I was a 
special treat. “Faye told me she’d be 
here today.”

The man with the coffee appeared 
at my side. “Just read over your notes,” 
he said. “And take a deep breath. 
There’s no rush here. It’s the twenty-
first century version of an old-time 
general store, except instead of RC 
Cola, we drink chai!” He raised his 
cup in a salute.

“Chai’s my favorite,” I blurted out.
“Well, your wish is my command, 

Roberta,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”
He sauntered out the door. The la-

dies went on with their shopping. I bit 
my lip and studied my instructions 
again. Punch in the sale amount from 
the garment ticket. Hit “1/9.” Then 

total the sale with the blue button. 
Bing! The door popped open as 

promised. I tried it again. Bing! 
The power of a few kind words, I 

thought. By the time my chai ar-
rived I was ringing up sales like a pro. 
Faye’s customers were a dream. I 
helped a teenager choose something 
to wear to her school’s band dinner 
and an older lady find a stylish jacket 
for a friend’s memorial. 

When I locked the door at four 
o’clock I caught sight of those an-
gel figurines in the window. “Job well 
done,” I said to them. I got into my 
car, feeling accomplished. But I had 
an errand to run on the way home.  
I drove straight to the office supply 
store and headed for the FedEx 
counter. My newbie clerk was there 
again. His name tag read BRAD.  
I wouldn’t forget that again. “You 
mailed a package for me the other 
day,” I said. “I wanted to apologize 
for my behavior.”

Brad grinned. “Not to worry,” he  
said. “I look forward to assisting  
you again.”

“Thank you,” I said. I noticed the 
manager standing nearby. “I came  
by today to tell you that Brad here 
did a really good job the other day.” 

Practice—and a few kind words—
would make Brad a better clerk. 
Hopefully it would make me a better 
customer too.  ■
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 MY HUSBAND OWNED a truck and trailer, so when  
my son was giving away a mattress and box spring I volunteered 
to help with the transport. The guys tied everything down  
tightly and tested the knots to make sure they wouldn’t come 
undone. I drove carefully, taking my time and giving the other  
cars a wide berth. 

All was well until I got to the main road and had to speed up. As  
I merged I checked my rearview mirror. The mattress had come 
loose! I watched it fly off the trailer and right into a lane of traffic. 

I pulled over and leapt out of the truck. The  
mattress was lying yards away—in the mid-
dle of the road. Someone stopped to block 
the traffic, but I had to do something. 
It had taken two people to get the 
mattress in the trailer the first time. 
How could I possibly lift it alone?

Traffic was backing up. Drivers 
were honking. I had to try. 

Dashing into the street, I grabbed 
the binding and tugged with all  
my might. The mattress didn’t 
budge. What now? I couldn’t just 
leave the mattress where it was. 
Lord, I need help! 

With a grunt, I pulled again. A 
strong breeze rose up, and this time the 
mattress moved. It seemed light. As if someone  
had helped me lift it off the ground. I made it to the other side  
of the road and breathed a sigh of relief. Traffic returned to  
normal. I called my husband and my son to help finish the job the 
heav enly wind had started.

SHARON SUTTON, EAST STROUDSBURG, PENNSYLVANIA

PSALM 104:4

he makes winds his messengers
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The Perfect Walker II enables you to walk upright and avoid falls.

Old Way Better Way

Perfect Walker II
Call now Toll-Free 

1-888-544-0047 
Please mention promotion code 112295.
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18.5” 

wheelbase 

for stability

24.5”

Supports up 

to 300 lbs.

Comfortable 

Seat
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earning their wings

Richard (front row, center) and clan celebrated Thanksgiving 2014 at Beaufort House in Ireland. 

lines from Psalm 95, “Today if ye  
will hear his voice, harden not your 
heart.” My wife had just had an  
echocardiogram, so I guess all our 
hearts were on my mind. 

I figured a couple of the kids would 
just read the email to humor me, but  
it turned out everyone liked my idea. 
They shared my emails with their 
friends, who forwarded them even 
further. There are 40 people in our  
immediate family and 40 days of Lent. 
So this year we’re praying for one  
person each day, and the whole family 
on Sundays. I think my spiritual  
leg acy is in good hands.

Big Family, Big Faith
RICHARD BIRMINGHAM  

WARREN, NEW JERSEY

W hen a good friend passed away 
just before Ash Wednesday in 

2014, I wondered what I would do if  
I knew this was my last Lenten sea-
son. At the top of my list: passing on 
my faith to my family. I fired off an 
email to my 10 children. “Every day 
during Lent, I’ll share what I think 
God wants me to share with you,” I 
wrote. “If you find it helpful, great! 
If not, relief is just a click away.” 

In my first message, I reflected on 
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Back in the Saddle
YESSENIA LUNA, CYPRESS, TEXAS

B ecause of a lack of oxygen at birth, 
I have cerebral palsy. The doc-

tor warned my parents I would never 
walk, sit by myself or speak. But he 
didn’t say I wouldn’t ride a horse.

I was six when I climbed on a horse 
at SIRE (Self-Improvement thru 
Riding Education), a therapeutic rid-
ing program for people with disabil-
ities. Since I lacked the strength and 
balance to ride properly, my teacher 
put a pillow behind me so I could sit up 
straight. With time, my physical ca-
pabilities improved. Now I ride high 
in the saddle. Being able to connect 
with a horse helps me both physically 
and emotionally. 

The program gave me so much con-
fidence, I now volunteer for SIRE. I 
clean equipment and feed the horses 

before their ther-
apy session. After 
all the program 
has done for me, I 
feel good giving 
something back. 
As American 
horse trainer Pat 
Parelli says, 
“There’s nothing 
you can’t do when 
the horse becomes 
part of you.”

Yessenia rides high, 
courtesy of SIRE.

Small hands on deck, with Tyler!

Learning and Doing
ANDREA BLACKSTONE 

HALETHORPE, MARYLAND

T here are a lot of veterans in my 
family. When my son, Tyler,  

was four, he didn’t understand what 
that meant. I searched YouTube  
for videos to help me explain. One 
about homeless vets came up. 

“Let’s build a house for every  
veteran,” Tyler said. I explained we 
didn’t have enough money to do that, 
but he insisted we do something. We 
wound up making Hero Bags. Ty-
ler applied for a grant, which we used 
to buy backpacks, toiletries, socks, 
winter hats and gloves, and restau-
rant gift cards. In the past four  
years, Tyler has handed out more 
than 3,500 bags. 

“I want veterans to know they’re 
important,” Tyler says. He gets it.

earning their wings



There is finally a computer that’s designed 

for simplicity and ease of use. It’s the WOW 

Computer, and it was designed with you in 

mind. This computer is easy-to-use, worry-free 

and literally puts the world at your fingertips. 

From the moment you open the box, you’ll 

realize how different the WOW Computer is. 

The components are all connected; all you do 

is plug it into an outlet and your high-speed 

Internet connection. Then you’ll see the screen 

– it’s now 22 inches. This is a completely new 

touch screen system, without the cluttered 

look of the normal computer screen. The 

“buttons” on the screen are easy to see and 

easy   to understand. All you do is touch one 

of them, from the Web, Email, Calendar to 

Games– you name it… and a new screen opens 

up. It’s so easy to use you won’t have to ask 

your children or grandchildren for help. Until 

now, the very people who could benefit most 

from E-mail and the Internet are the ones that 

have had the hardest time accessing it. Now, 

thanks to the WOW Computer, countless 

older Americans are discovering the wonderful 

world of the Internet every day. Isn’t it time 

you took part? Call now, and you’ll find out 

why tens of thousands of satisfied seniors 

are now enjoying their WOW Computers, 

emailing their grandchildren, and experiencing 

everything the Internet has to offer. Call today!

Call now toll free and find  
out how you can get the  
new WOW! Computer.

Mention promotional code 112297 

for special introductory pricing.

1-888-505-6064

84
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TECHNOLOGY SIMPLIFIED – BIGGER AND BETTER

Wow! A Simple to Use Computer 
Designed Especially for Seniors!
Easy to read. Easy to see. Easy to use. Just plug it in! 

FREE
Automatic
Software
Updates



If you are one of the countless 

Americans who need a little help 

getting around, there is a safe, simple 

and easy-to-use solution… the 

Zoomer. It is propelled by small yet 

powerful dual motors for speeds of  

3.7 miles per hour over a variety of 

terrains, on up to a 10 degree incline. 

Its innovative airline-safe Lithium Ion 

battery enables you to go 8 miles on 

a single charge, and the automatic 

electromagnetic brakes let you stop 

on a dime. 

What’s more, it folds up easily so it can fit in a trunk or a back seat. Why spend 

another day watching life pass you by, when instead you could be Zooming 

around! Call now and a knowledgeable, friendly Zoomer expert will tell you all 

about it. You’ll be glad you did.

One-touch Folding 

Comfortable 
Seating

Swivel Away 
Footrest8” Non-Marking Tires

10” Non-Marking 
Tires

Powerful Battery/ 
Dual Motors

Joystick Control
(adaptable left or right)

Sturdy & 
Lightweight 
Frame

Ready to get your own Zoomer? We’d love to talk to you. 

Call now toll free and order one today!

1-888-633-8038  
Please mention code 112296 when ordering.

The Zoomer Chair is a personal electric vehicle and is not a medical device nor a wheelchair. 
Zoomer is not intended for medical purposes to provide mobility to persons restricted to a  

sitting position. It is not covered by Medicare nor Medicaid.  © 2020 first STREET for Boomers and Beyond, Inc.
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Introducing ZOOMER! 
The portable, folding, battery-powered chair  

that offers easy one-handed operation

“I haven’t been this excited  

since I got my first bicycle!”  
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letters & messages

BRENDA O’CONNOR  

ACWORTH, GEORGIA

 Recently I received a sample issue 
of Angels on Earth. I enjoyed  

every page, especially Douglas Scott 
Clark’s nostalgic Christmas story,  
“A Surprising Request” (Nov/Dec  
2019), about the unusual presents he 
and his brother asked Santa for. I 
can’t wait to read what else is in store 
now that I’ve ordered my own sub-
scription—and sent another to a friend.

ADRIENNE RIGGENBACH  

MEDINA, OHIO

I first came across your magazine  
in May 2003 when my teenage  

son was hospitalized after a car ac-
cident. Angels on Earth was in his 
room, and the stories brought me 
comfort throughout his recovery.  
I have subscribed ever since. The 
stories always make me appreci-
ate the little things in life, but I was  
so touched by LaNeta Locke’s an-
gelic hospital experience (“Angels of 
Mercy,” Nov/Dec 2019) that I had  
to write and thank you.

ROMELLE MALONEY  

DURANGO, COLORADO

On school days I sit at my kitch-
en window and wave to the  

families passing by. One morning  
a young mother and her children 
stopped to talk. 
Soon after, the 
mother returned 
alone. “My  
children said you 
seemed sad. Is 
there anything I 
can do to help?” 

As I assured 
her I was well  
and happily wav-
ing as usual, God 

Brenda, one of our newest subscribers, 
shows off the story that won her over.

The kindness  
of strangers eased 
Romelle’s grief.
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quickened me to the fact that deep 
down I was silently grieving the  
loss of a dear friend. I hadn’t realized, 
and told the mother so. 

The next morning mother and  
children and some of their friends ar-
rived back at my door with flowers 
and hand-drawn notes. I was able to 
tell them that they made my heart 
happy again.

CINDY SEACHRIST  

BOYERTOWN, PENNSYLVANIA

June 27, 2019, started out like any 
ordinary Thursday, and I got my-

self ready for work. I’d just finished 
my morning coffee when I noticed a 
smudge on the side of my cup. To  
me it looked like an angel! I snapped 

a photo to show 
my coworkers 
and felt blessed 
all day. I guess 
no day is too or-
dinary for an 
angel blessing.

VIVIAN A. MATHERNE  

ABITA SPRINGS, LOUISIANA

 ‘‘D id you hear about your mother?” 
another nursing home visitor 

asked me as I walked down the corri-
dor toward Mom’s room. “She said  

Connect with us on Facebook  
at facebook.com/angelsonearth.

letters & messages

Vivian cherishes her mom’s last words.

she saw an angel. I’ve been praying 
for a sign that my own mother would 
go to heaven—I think this was it.”

I didn’t know what to say. Not only 
had my 95-year-old mother never 
spoken of angels, but she also hadn’t 
said anything at all in five years.  
She seemed to have lost the ability 
to speak altogether.

I spent the morning with Mom. 
Helped her eat. Tried to engage her  
in conversation. I asked her about  
her meal, the weather, the events of 
the previous night. She said nothing. 
Not that morning, nor until she died  
at the age of 97. But her words had 
brought comfort to another daughter 
who needed a sign, and to me, who 
hadn’t thought to ask for one.

Wake up with an 
angel in your cup.



9200 North Maryland Ave.
Niles, Illinois 60714-1397

PLEASE RESPOND PROMPTLY 

UYES! Please reserve my Forever 

in Our Hearts Bereavement Angel,

Collector’s Edition doll as 

described in this announcement.

Name (please print clearly)                                  Telephone

Address Apt. No.

City State Zip

(          )

E-mail Address

  03-02973-001-DIM1©2020 AD, 9200 N. Maryland Ave., Niles, IL 60714-1397

*Plus a total of $11.99 shipping and service. Please allow 6 to 8 
weeks after initial payment for delivery. Sales subject to product 
availability and order acceptance.

Angels carry our souls upon their wings, provid-
ing hope and guidance with their love. Cardinals 
are beautiful reminders that a loved one is near. 
Together, they help us remember that a special 
person will be forever in our hearts. 

The Forever in Our Hearts Bereavement Angel
is fully poseable and accented with shim-

mering brocade fabrics and a silver bow. 
Featuring hand-applied trims including 

faux jewels and faux feather wings, she 
holds a cardinal and offers a message of 

comfort, love, hope, and encourage-
ment upon her gown.

  A remarkable value — 
satisfaction guaranteed

The Forever in Our Hearts 
Bereavement Angel can be yours 

for only $119.99*, or four easy install-
ments of $22.99. Your satisfaction is guar-

anteed for one full year, so order today!

In remembrance of those we’ve loved...

Like us on Follow us on
For special off ers, new dolls and more!

03-02973-001-D25401

Collector’s Edition Doll

Forever in 
          Our Hearts

Handcrafted with flowing hair and luxurious fabrics 

Order now at ashtondrake.com/2973

Handcrafted in fi ne 

artist’s resin and delicately 

painted by hand

Poseable for many 

inspiring display options

:

Approximately 14-inches high. She is not a toy, but a fine collectible.
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Angels on Earth® invites but cannot be responsible for unsolicited manuscripts. To be returned, manuscripts must be accompanied by a self-addressed 
stamped envelope. Mail to Angels on Earth, c/o Guideposts, 110 William Street, Suite 901, New York, NY 10038. Angels on Earth® (ISSN 2168–1457) 
(USPS 014-486) is published bimonthly by Guideposts, 100 Reserve Road, Suite E200, Danbury, CT 06810. Periodical postage paid at Danbury, 
CT, and additional mailing offices. Canadian mailed under Publications Mail Agreement Number 40010140, Canadian GST #893989236. Copyright  
© 2019 by Guideposts, all rights reserved. Volume 25, No. 4. Issue date: Mar/Apr 2020. Printed in U.S.A. POSTMASTER: Send address changes to 
Guideposts, P.O. Box 5814 Harlan, IA 51593-1314. CANADA POST: Send address changes to Guideposts, P.O. Box 1051, Fort Erie, ON L2A 6C7.

Angels on Earth, a bimonthly mag azine from Guide posts, presents true stories about 
heavenly angels and humans who have played angelic roles in daily life.

SEND US  
YOUR STORY

If you’ve got a story  
like one you read here, 
send a manuscript  
with an SASE to  
our editorial office:

Angels on Earth 
110 William Street 
Suite 901  
New York, NY 10038

Or send via e-mail to 
submissions@
angelsonearth.org.

ABOUT US

Guideposts, a nonprofit 
organization, touches 
millions of lives every 
day through products 
and services that  
inspire, encourage and 
uplift. Our magazines, 
books, prayer network 
and outreach programs 
help people connect 
their faith-filled values  
to their daily lives.  
To learn more, visit 
guideposts.org/about  
or guideposts 
foundation.org.
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New York, NY 10038
Business Office
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Subscribers 
If the Post Office  

alerts us that  
your magazine is  
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within one year of the 
postal notification.  

Angels on Earth makes 
its mailing lists  

available to selected 
companies. If you  

prefer your name not  
be released for this  

purpose, please let us 
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Customer Service  
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New rate plans, now
with more minutes!

Why the Jitterbug Smart2 is your best choice for a new smartphone:

No long-term

contracts

Keep your current 

phone number

No hidden 

monthly fees

Affordable, 

flexible plans

Free U.S.-based customer service 

and technical support

The Jitterbug® Smart2 from GreatCall® is the simplest 
smartphone with a simple menu, large screen and exclusive 
health and safety services.

EASY Everything you want to do, from texting 
and taking pictures, to emailing and getting 
directions, is organized in a single list on one 
screen with large, legible letters. Plus, Voice 
Typing makes writing emails and texts effortless.

SMART Turn your Jitterbug Smart2 into a personal safety 
device with GreatCall’s 5Star® Urgent Response Service and 
exclusive health apps.

AFFORDABLE GreatCall has a variety of plans with data starting 
as low as $1748 per month. Compared to other cell phone 
companies, you could save over $300 per year. Plus, get more 

minutes with our great new rate plans!

The simplest 
smartphone ever.

Plans with

data as low as 

$1748
*

*Monthly fees do not include government taxes or assessment surcharges and are subject to change. Plans and services may require purchase of a GreatCall 
device and a one-time setup fee of $35. $300 savings calculation based on market leaders’ lowest available monthly published fees. 5Star or 9-1-1 calls can 
be made only when cellular service is available. 5Star Service tracks an approximate location of the device when the device is turned on and connected 
to the network. 5Star is only available with the purchase of a Health & Safety Package. GreatCall does not guarantee an exact location. Car charger will be 
mailed to customer after the device is activated. Jitterbug, GreatCall and 5Star are registered trademarks of GreatCall, Inc. Copyright ©2020 GreatCall, Inc.

Available at:

Buy now and get a FREE

Car Charger, a $25 value!

or visit us at 

greatcall.com/Smart

To order or learn more, call 

1-800-650-5390

Powered by the nation’s largest and most 

dependable wireless network.

No cancellation fees

NO LONG-TERM 

CONTRACTS


