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A vision in a dream. A long-awaited healing. Protection from an accident waiting to happen.
Angels Among Us is a collection of stories of everyday people -- little children, old women,
young men, and more -- who had their lives stopped for a moment and redirected with a little
help from above. Some came to help. Some to heal. Others stood as protectors and guardians.
Some were prayed for and others showed up totally unbidden, but all were remembered by
those whose lives were changed from a visit by their guardian angel. These inspiring stories will
give you comfort and hope as you learn that you are seen, protected, and loved throughout each
and every day.

Book DescriptionA vision in a dream. A long-awaited healing. Protection from an accident
waiting to happen. Angels Among Us is a collection of stories of everyday people―little children,
old women, young men, and more―who had their lives stopped for a moment and redirected
with a little help from above. Some came to help. Some to heal. Others stood as protectors and
guardians. Some were prayed for and others showed up totally unbidden, but all were
remembered by those whose lives were changed from a visit by their guardian angel. These
inspiring stories will give you comfort and hope as you learn that you are seen, protected, and
loved throughout each and every day. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.From the Back CoverAngels Among Us is a collection of stories of everyday people; little
children, old women, young men, and more who had their lives stopped for a moment by the
appearance of unexpected heavenly visitors. Some came to help. Some to heal. Others stood as
protectors and guardians. Some were prayed for and others showed up totally unbidden, but all
were remembered by those who saw them, with a clarity and wonder time could not dim. --This
text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorWanda Rosseland is a frequent
contributor to several magazines including Angels on Earth and Guideposts. Her work has also
been published in anthologies including Woven on the Wind, Crazy Woman Creek, and The
Best Angel Stories of 2015. Wanda speaks regularly to groups throughout northeastern
Montana. She and her husband have a ranch in eastern Montana where they raise their three
children along with wheat, cattle, and sheep.Marguerite Gavin is a seasoned theater veteran, a
five-time nominee for the prestigious Audie Award, and the winner of numerous AudioFile
Earphones and Publishers Weekly awards. She has been an actor, director, and audiobook
narrator for her entire professional career. With over four hundred titles to her credit, her
narration spans nearly every genre, from nonfiction to mystery, science fiction, fantasy, romance,
and childrens fiction. AudioFile magazine says, Marguerite Gavinhas a sonorous voice, rich and
full of emotion.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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With masterful storytelling and beautiful prose, Wanda Rosseland’s Angels Among Us invites
you into the lives of real people who have been touched by God’s celestial messengers.
Whether you’re an angel believer or you’re skeptically hopeful they exist, these stories of healing,
comfort, and protection will convince you there’s more to this life than what you can see. Prepare
for your heart to be stirred, your eyes to warm with tears, and your soul to thrum with greater
awareness of God’s mysterious ways.Sarah Forgrave, author of Prayers for Hope and Healing:
Seeking God’s Strength as You Face Health ChallengesJoin Wanda Rosseland as she takes
you on a celestial tour of heavenly messengers. These angels are the real deal. Like
Wanda.Rick Hamlin, executive editor of Guideposts magazine and author of Pray for
Me.AngelsAmong UsAngelsAmong UsEXTRAORDINARY ENCOUNTERS WITH HEAVENLY
BEINGSWanda RosselandCopyright © 2017 by Wanda Whitmer RosselandPublished by
Worthy Inspired, an imprint of Worthy Publishing Group, a division of Worthy Media, Inc., One
Franklin Park, 6100 Tower Circle, Suite 210, Franklin, TN 37067.WORTHY is a registered
trademark of Worthy Media, Inc.HELPING PEOPLE EXPERIENCE THE HEART OF GODeBook
available wherever digital books are sold.Library of Congress Control Number:
2017943807Scripture quotations are taken from the King James Version of the Bible. Public
domain.No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or any
other—except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the prior permission of the
publisher.The names Beverly, Michael, Gloria, and Grace are pseudonyms.For foreign and
subsidiary rights, contact rights@worthypublishing.comCover Design by Bruce Gore |Printed in
the United States of America17 18 19 20 21 LBM 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1E2-20190205-PDJ-
PC-VALWith thanks to Godwho sees fitto have faith in us stillafter all these
years.CONTENTSINTRODUCTIONRHONDAGAILGRANDMA
MASSARMOTHERTALAYEGRANDMA STRUTZBETSYMARY ANNEMICHAELLOISELOUISEG
LORIAJEANCHERIEKARIPATTIPAMMARJORIEEPILOGUEQUESTIONS FOR BOOK
CLUBSINTRODUCTIONIn the latter days of 1992, I had no intention of writing a book. Most
especially one on angels, those ethereal and somewhat mysterious messengers of God who
strangely possess the ability to melt through doors and hearts alike.I was just an ordinary
farmwife, waking each morning to fix our breakfast, feed the cows, and enjoy the peaceful winter
days on our quiet Montana farm. It was Christmas, and we were going to see our daughter—not
receive instructions from God. At least, that’s what I thought.A short three days before, Jeannie
had called home, trying hard not to cry. Seven and a half months pregnant with her first child,
she told us the doctors had decided the baby must be born. Two weeks earlier, while driving on
an icy road, a vehicle spun out in front of her as it tried to enter the road from a side street.
Jeannie frantically pumped the brakes to stop, but it was no use. The ice was as slick as a
skating rink under her tires, and she slid straight toward the van, slamming into it broadside. At
first, the collision did not appear to injure her unborn child, but further tests showed that he had
stopped growing.“They’re afraid to leave him any longer, Mom,” she worried, “in case he has



brain damage.”An icicle stabbed my heart. Two babies we’d buried, and the pain of their loss
never lessened. What would happen now to this, our grandson? Would he live, only to be unable
to read or write his name, or would we gather again around fresh spaded earth?Four hundred
miles away, with one hundred cows to care for in the dead of winter, and up-thrusts of the Rocky
Mountains between us, my husband, Milton, and I could not leave instantly to be with her. So I
did what I’ve learned to do when I’m helpless, I fell in my chair and began praying.Dear God,
please help Jeannie. Protect her baby, stand beside him while he is being born, and let his mind
be uninjured. Please Lord, let him walk and talk and run and laugh like every other normal child.
Hold him in your hands and place your angels around them both, to keep them safe. In Jesus’
name I pray. AmenThe next morning, Scott came into this world healthy and well. Small,
jaundiced, but with ten fingers and itsy toes and eyes that seemed to peer out of a thousand-
year-old soul. Because Jeannie and her husband had planned on coming home for Christmas,
we had all their presents, along with the turkey, tree, and my family invited down for dinner. But
now, with Scott so new and in such fragile health, it was impossible for them to take him out in
the cold and jeopardize his life by trying to drive across the state of Montana in the middle of the
winter. Perhaps they could not be with us, but with luck, we could go to them. Milton and I looked
at the display around the living room and said, “We’re going.”Putting out a double feed of
chopped hay and barley for the cows, we unrolled bales of straw for them to sleep on, called my
mother to cancel festivities and headed west, taking the shortest route through the hills from
Circle to Bozeman. We got there in time to have Christmas dinner with them all and gently hold
our little grandson. He was the best present under the tree.Early the next day we started for
home and decided to swing through Billings in order to stop at my twin sister Rita’s house and
say “Merry Christmas,” knowing we would not get back to see her before spring. She brought us
into her cozy apartment, warmed us with tea and cookies, and after congratulating us on our first
grandchild, she began to tell me about a man I did not know, Gary Heidner, the brother of one of
our high school classmates in Wolf Point.Gary had been diagnosed with cancer and was
operated on to remove a tumor from his brain earlier in the month. When Rita heard about it, she
went up to see him in the hospital.On this 26th day of December, relieved that our daughter and
her baby were both doing fine, and concerned only with driving the last 250 miles home without
a blizzard overtaking us, I had just taken another sip of warm tea when through the haze, I heard
Rita saying, “… before his operation, his wife saw angels. There was a row of angels
surrounding the bed where she lay.”Every cell in my being snapped to attention. I sat on the
couch stupefied, knowing instantly I was to write this story, that it had been given to me
expressly by God to do so … and I was inadequate.There was no way I could write a book. Little
things, yes, like the articles I did for magazines, short pieces, a thousand words, those I could
handle. But this? On angels?Quaking inside, I carefully lowered the china cup onto its saucer,
leaned forward to set them on the coffee table before my trembling hands dropped them, and
placed the half-eaten cookie on the napkin beside them.“Rita,” I forced out. “Can you tell me
more?”“I don’t know any more,” she said, getting up and stepping into the kitchen. “But I’ve got



Rhonda’s phone number right here. You can ask her.”Like a wooden robot, I took the slip of
paper and pushed it down deep in the pocket of my purse, willing myself to stop shaking, to
keep her from seeing the irrational fear that swelled up inside me. What did I know of angels?
Who was I to tell another’s story? Who was I to tell God’s?Of course I knew they existed, had
seen paintings of their great majestic beauty, the wings which carried them from heaven and
back, how could God put wings on a body like us and make it look right, anyway? That was a
miracle in itself.I’d read their accounts in the Bible, most notably of the ones who announced the
birth of the Christ Child, Jesus our Saviour. And every now and then a magazine would publish a
story, usually at Christmas time, which told of someone seeing angels or being inexplicably
saved by them. But me? Qualified to write about them? I was far from it. The articles I wrote
covered farming and agriculture, subjects I was familiar with since we grew wheat and raised
cattle on our place in Montana. But never once had I considered writing about angels.I left Rita’s
house shaken, certain I could not carry out this great charge. That I was not worthy to be
entrusted with it. All that winter, I vacillated between calling Rhonda or putting it off. How would
you like to have a stranger on the phone, asking about your husband while he was fighting for his
life? I felt like an intruder, hard and selfish, without care or consideration for her pain and
suffering. Still, the certainty that God had assigned me to do this persisted.The days lengthened
as spring came. We went through calving, seeding, haying, all the summer months of the next
year while I invented reasons to walk past the phone. Finally I made myself do it. Rhonda herself
said, “Hello.”She was gracious, forthright and matter of fact about telling me what had happened.
She treated me like a friend, rather than someone she had never met, and I was humbled by
both her faith and generosity. Without pause or questioning, she told me of the coming of the
angels and how they had given both her and Gary peace and comfort as he fought his
illness.After we finished talking, I sat at the oak table in the office, filling in the notes I had taken
by hand. I wonder what God has to say about this? I thought. How could I know? God rarely talks
open mouthed to me, but sometimes He instructs through His Word, the Holy Bible, and I have
learned to search for His direction there. This I would do now.Going to the other room, I picked
up the tattered white Bible our widowed farm neighbor had given me for our high school
graduation, years before. Laying it on the table, I closed my eyes, asked God what He wanted
me to do and opened it to a random page. Looking down, my eyes fell upon this verse:Write thee
all the words that I have spoken unto thee in a book.Jeremiah 30:2Sounded like an order to
me.RHONDAThrough the ages, angels have usually been identified by their dazzling white
robes and magnificent wings, but in actuality they can come to us in various forms. Some take
the build of our human bodies, looking exactly like a normal person, who helps, heals, or stands
as a protector for another, but then suddenly, inexplicably, disappears. Others are perceived as
lights, beautiful colors of the rainbow darting about a room like the light refracted from crystals
hanging in a window pane. Sometimes they can be heard with the ear, new voices joining the
choir while hymns are being sung in church, when there is no one to be seen, while others even
less distinct are recognized by their smell, the sweet soft perfume of roses, or the fragrance of



delicate orange blossoms.To Rhonda, they appeared as a softly flowing arch, indistinct, without
form, yet visible and discernible and very, very real.“They were angels,” she says, and in her
voice was the certainty of knowing.Rhonda and her husband, Gary, had been fighting his cancer
for some time. Starting first as melanoma, the dangerous skin cancer which can quickly spread
to other parts of the body, they had treated him as carefully as possible, hoping to stop any
further growth. But without their knowledge, the cancer turned inward, attacking Gary’s organs
and eventually traveling to his brain. Intense headaches, accompanied with severe nausea and
pain, took them to the hospital again, where tests revealed a malignant tumor.Dedicated
schoolteachers in Billings, with a young family to care for, neither one was prepared for the
brusque and thoughtless manner of the physician who told them of this new threat to his life. A
hard note of anger slipped into Rhonda’s voice as she remembered the day and the way he had
treated them.“He wasn’t very good about it,” she stated. “He just said straight out, ‘You have a
golf-ball-sized brain tumor.’“Gary said, ‘What!’“‘You’ve got a tumor,’ the doctor repeated. ‘You’ll
have to see the neurosurgeon tomorrow.’”Gary and Rhonda sat stunned, unable to absorb this
devastating news. For six weeks, the headaches had bothered him but never once had they
associated them with cancer. And certainly not a brain tumor.Struggling to hold themselves
together, they went home, asked her parents to take their children for the night so they could be
alone, and then collapsed in disbelief, overwhelmed at the severe advances the cancer had
taken. Unsuspecting, they’d been blindsided. Deep despair and helplessness filled them, leaving
them numb and barely able to function.“We talked … cried,” said Rhonda, remembering that
long night. “Gary was fairly calm,” she added, “though now I realize he was still in shock. I made
tea for us and we drank it and asked each other, ‘What are we going to do?’ We decided we
would just do what we had to—go in the next day and do whatever the doctors said.“Gary was
put on medicine to reduce the swelling of the tumor before he saw the doctors,” said Rhonda.
“He laid down but couldn’t rest very well because of the severity of the tumor. About two a.m. he
got up, went down to the living room and started going over our insurance policy, trying to see
what it would cover. He was really just tidying things up.”Rhonda sat by him, ready to help in any
way she could. Finally around three o’clock, she decided to go to bed.“I went into the bedroom,
closed my eyes and tried really hard to go to sleep. But I couldn’t. I kept thinking, ‘I’ve got to get
some rest because I have to support Gary.’”Keyed up with worries and fear over the impending
operation, her eyes refused to obey her mind as she lay, sleepless, staring up at the ceiling.“The
room was dark,” she recalled. “A little lighter with the light on in the living room than it would have
been otherwise. I was looking straight up over our bed when I saw a white, swirling substance,
kind of like clouds.“Immediately I thought, I’m seeing angels! But I couldn’t believe it was so. I
closed my eyes and wiped them with my hand, but when I looked again, they were still there.“A
great calmness came over me—and I am not a calm person. I remember thinking, We’re going to
be all right. We’re going to get through this. I was so incredibly peaceful. I didn’t hear voices or
anything, but I felt a Presence. And I knew I was not asleep. And I was not dreaming because I
wiped my eyes and everything.“The angels were like an arch up over our bed, a swirling light,



much lighter colored than anything else around me. There were no faces, or any distinction of
any kind, but it was what you would think of as a spirit being. It wasn’t one angel, I think it was
several.“After they disappeared, I was wide awake, and so alert I got up and went down to Gary.
But it wasn’t until we were in the waiting room at the doctor’s office the next day that I told him
what had happened. ‘You’re not going to believe me,’” I said, ‘but I saw angels last night.’“He
looked at me funny and said, ‘You know that song, Angels Watching Over Me, it’s been going
through my head all day. I can’t get it out of my mind.’“He was in surgery the following day,
December 17th, 1992, to remove the tumor and afterwards I brought the tape up with the song
on it, and he told me, ‘Those songs make me feel so much better.’”While Gary was in surgery,
Rhonda told several friends, who had come to the hospital to keep her company, that angels had
visited her the night before. One was the pastor of their church.“You know, Pastor,” Rhonda said.
“I am not a very charismatic Christian, but I swear I saw angels last night.“Some friends looked
at me, stunned. One said, ‘I was praying for you and Gary and I had my hands folded. They
became so hot I had to separate them, I could not keep them together.’“Another said, ‘Prayers
are hard for me to say, I can’t get the words right. But I was praying for you and Gary and the
thoughts and phrases that came to mind were like something you would hear a pastor
say.’”Throughout his recovery, angels of different sorts continued to comfort Gary. The year
before, a little girl who found out she needed a bone marrow transplant had been a student in
Gary’s fourth-grade class. She was really smart and loved working with the computers in Gary’s
classes. After she got cancer, she told her mother she wished she could have a computer. As
soon as Gary heard about it, he contacted some computer companies and found out they had a
“Make a Wish” program. One of the companies called Gary and said, “We got your letter about
Samantha and were so touched we are sending her a computer.” They gave her a laptop, so she
could use it in the hospital.“He always wished he could do more for Samantha,” said Rhonda. “I
remember him saying, ‘Now I know what the Spirit of Giving is all about.’ We felt so bad that the
treatments did not heal Samantha and she passed away in June of 1992.”When Samantha’s
mother went up to the hospital to see Gary after his brain surgery, she left him a card saying,
Remember, your little guardian angel in Heaven, Samantha, is looking after you. And she gave
him a raffia angel which Rhonda hung so Gary could see it from his bed.Another person who
came to see Gary was one of his sister’s high-school classmates from Wolf Point. Rita walked in
and Gary thought, I don’t remember this person, she was a friend of my sister’s. What am I going
to talk about with her? But he told Rhonda they had the best conversation. She said, “I’m writing
a book and guess what the title is? Angel Talk.”It was like the third time angels had come up
since he’d been in the hospital.Rhonda and Gary could hardly believe all of these angels were
coincidence. They had to have come from God to help them.“We said this has to be Divine
Presence,” recalled Rhonda. “The feeling of calmness that we both had the whole time Gary was
sick could not have been found any other way.”Gary survived his brain surgery but the cancer
was unrelenting, forcing him to undergo two more operations, one in Billings and the other in
Rochester, Minnesota. A short seven months after his initial diagnosis, he was once again back



in the hospital in Billings, where Rhonda asked him if there was anything she could bring
him.“Yes,” he replied. “I want my angel.” The little raffia angel Samantha’s mother had given him
after his first operation. Rhonda brought it up for him and set it so he could see it easily from his
bed.That night she went home, alone one more time and unable to sleep, knowing in her heart
Gary’s fight with cancer would not be won.“I was reading the Bible and praying for strength and
guidance to help us through these next few days. I was really wanting things to be calmer,” she
said, “when suddenly I saw the swirling arch over my bed and I knew it was the angels.“I thought,
I should call Gary and tell him the angels are back. But it was four in the morning, and I didn’t
want to disturb him. When I went in the next day, he said, ‘You should have called. I was thinking
of you at the same time.’“I felt like they were saying, ‘We’re still with you.’” said Rhonda. “They
were so vivid, and the tranquility that came over me was like I have never felt. Way, way up at the
top of the ceiling, there was nothing. But a foot below, and down to about three feet above the
bed, it was filled with angels. There was no noise. No vibration. But the light. It was a sort of
pearly gray over-light, with white in it. Not brilliant like sunlight or streams through a cloud. Just a
light that couldn’t be there. Because it was impossible.”In that room. In the middle of the night. In
the depths of darkness. Where no light shone except for that brought on the wings of angels.
With a peace that never left her, even after Gary’s death.GAILHow do I know when God is going
to give me angel stories?They come from the the most unexpected places and are always a jolt
to my system. Zap! I snatch paper and pen, scribble words I cannot read later and pray God to
let me remember.Some lucky times I’ve got a recorder. “Wait! Wait!” I cry, punching buttons,
turning knobs. “Let me get this thing going.” They sit with the patience of a mother placidly
watching her child, while I quail beneath God’s commandings. Get on with it! I try, knowing I will
never be qualified, and frantically wonder why He has chosen me to do this.Such was the case
with Gail.In the cool evening of November 29, 1997, Mother drove down from the farm to go with
me to Sannie and Johnny’s 50th wedding anniversary. Daddy’s sister, Sannie had been Mother’s
best friend when Mom worked at QB&R in Glendive just out of business college. A bubbling
extrovert, she raised three boys and a girl on their farm, along with a flourishing garden and
henhouse full of cockerels. In the summer, we girl cousins took turns going over to help.This
night Mom and I snuck down the hallway of the church, hushed before the program already
begun, and stood in the doorway of the room, letting our eyes adjust to the light. My brother
Clinton, seated at the big round table in the back with all the cousins from Billings—Tommy,
Duane, Jerry, and Bob, waved us over.I saw their faces, the smiles so big and welcome, and
steered Mother toward the chairs, just two, side by side, which seem to be waiting for us. The
cousins open their arms with hugs that will never change.Sannie is talking, telling stories on all
the children, who take over the mike after each completion to add their correction. “No Mother, I
did not leave the plug out of the tractor. The o-ring was nicked and allowed the oil to drip
out.”Sheepishly, “Dad did spank us—once. We had the choice of Mom’s metal ruler or Dad, and
took him. Never again.” To much laughter.As at every holiday in the past, we call for songs, with
Sannie and Johnny playing the piano and violin as they did at the Christmases, Thanksgivings,



Fourth’s of July when five or six or seven of Grandma’s children and all the cousins
gathered.The buzz of friends and relatives stretches across the room as a line starts at the buffet
and little blonde-haired grandchildren begin to dance around the tables to the music.How many
times have I heard those songs? Watched the two heads turned toward each other, listening to
the beat, synchronizing the rhythm, while fingers unerringly touch each chord, every note on
ivory and strings.Suddenly I am not there, in a crowded church room lit by greenish fluorescent
lights. Instead, it is 1955 and I am in Grandpa’s house, the one from Montgomery Ward that was
built on the homestead near Bloomfield, twirling on the maple floor to a schottische my heart will
always remember. I would know it in New York, Chicago.“Mother! What is the name of that
song?” I cry, turning to her, expecting an instant answer because she has heard it, played it too,
how many times? And her eyes go back, searching along lost trails in a desperate effort to
remember.“I don’t know.” The failure sounds in her voice, the shake of her head as her eyes
meet mine in a kind of denial that tears through my soul.Quick tears scratch my throat, clamoring
to be let loose, and I swivel in one smooth move away from her view so that she cannot see me
crying for her before she is gone.My cousin Shauna, adopted and raised by her grandparents
after the death of her mother, slips into an empty chair beside us and wraps Mother in her arms.
Her gentle sweetness reaches over to soothe me, and I am able to bring up a smile. Behind our
greeting I catch the edge of her older sister Gail, weaving towards us through the ribbons and
balloons.Once full of promise, the freshness that was Gail has been dulled and lost through
years of hopelessness and unrelenting disappointments. The thickening of middle age shortens
her natural stockiness and adds to the poverty draping her like a faded curtain. Worn-out shoes,
baggy pants, a hideous blouse that apparently doubles for party wear. Even so, she’s grinning,
obviously very happy to see us.I remember the Gail I loved as a child. Rollicking, full of laughter,
always thrilled to see us, and I determine to meet her joy for joy and hug her over the scraggly
hair. Peering at me through outdated glasses, she immediately asks, “Wanda, can you give me a
ride home?”I’m aghast. Is this the only reason she’s come over? Something clicks and I realize
the courage it has taken for her to just show up, having become what many would call a failure
amongst her family of peers, most of whom have done well and are successful. She is not. What
is her home? Can she even drive? I doubt she has a license and know she doesn’t own a
car.“Sure, Gail,” I say, “Let’s go.” Telling Mom I will be back shortly, we walk to my car, me
shivering in my heavy winter coat, her not even noticing she doesn’t have one on. In the light of
the inside bulb, she thrusts a folded paper at me. “He just died,” she says. “His funeral was
yesterday.”I look down to a memorial brochure, the florid face of a once handsome man smiling
at me. “We were going to be married,” she added. “He loved me.”Dear God. What can I say to
this woman who has just lost the last hope and security of her life?“I’m so sorry, Gail,” sounds
shallow even to me, but she passes over it as if I have not spoken and begins to talk about what
they had planned together, how they were so happy and looking forward to being married.I drive
the streets to her intermittent directions and pull up at what would be a darling gingerbread
house if only it was kept up. Two windows flank the door, square in the center, with piles of old



bicycles and trash littering the porch.My fingers itch for a paintbrush as we push inside the room,
to a home crying for care. Bare sheetrock, smoke and water stained, is nailed to the walls.
Sporadic pictures, making a brave effort to produce cheer, hang crooked on its surface.In the
kitchen, days of dishes holding the remains of past breakfasts and suppers sit dried and
hardened, stacked askew on every counter and overflowing to the metal table, while pots with
unrecognizable contents fall off the burners on the stove.A path, somehow shoveled through the
living room, ends at a chair, remarkably empty, which Gail sinks into with the familiarity of old
friends. Although there is only one ancient couch, totally covered with boxes, pictures, clothing,
books and a miniature organ, the kind of which I last saw in 1964, Gail waves her hand and tells
me to sit down.Oh, Gail! My heart cracks as I continue to stand in the midst of the disorder,
wondering how on earth I could do so. How did this happen to you? What could we have done to
save you?Gail picks up a skein of yarn, tosses it aside and announces without preamble, “I had
a vision once. I saw angels.”My thoughts sprang back to her. Gail? Angels? Her faded blue eyes
hold mine with complete openness and honesty. An arm drops to her lap. “I was about fifteen or
sixteen years old and I’d gone out to milk the cows. It was at Aunt Sannie’s, at night.”I can see
Gail, the farmer’s daughter, always trying, and being given more work for her reward. Asked to
hoe, can, plunk chickens in steaming water, pull feathers, wash dishes, churn butter, and of
course, milk the cows. I envision the moon, shining on the roof of the barn, her stopping to look
up at the stars as you do every night when you go out to milk because they are too beautiful, too
wondrous to ignore.“I was carrying the milk buckets,” she continued, “when the heavens just
opened up.” She glanced at her hands, like she was feeling again the cool smooth handles of the
galvanized tin and repeated quietly, as if she still couldn’t quite believe it. “The heavens just
opened up.” in a breath of a whisper.She paused, caught in the magnificence of this
remembering, then started again. “The stairway went all the way to heaven. It was big, by the
barn.” And like a flash, I see Gail awestruck, buckets tumbled at her sides, staring up at a white
marble staircase curving to Heaven, stretching smaller and smaller until it disappeared in the
sky, dwarfing herself, and all of Earth, beside it.“They were people,” she resumed decisively, as if
certain I would question her and somehow convince us both that what she had seen was
actually not so.

Angels Among student loans, Angels Among Deebo Samuel



Joseph J. Truncale, “This book is for anyone who is interested how often Angels appear to those
in need.. As someone who is well into their senior years it seems my interest in the esoteric
fields (Zen, Taoism, Prana, Energy healing methods, Astral projecting/travel, Spirit guides and
Angels) has increased over the years. I have read numerous books lately on the above subjects
and when I saw this 202-page soft cover book (Angels among us: extraordinary encounters with
heavenly beings by Wanda Rosseland) I decided to purchase it.As always, the delivery service
was great. I just finished reading this interesting and inspiring book and found it to be a good
book for anyone interested in how Angels have appeared to many people. In most cases Angels
seem to come when there is clearly a need for them to make themselves known to the person in
need. They can appear in different ways to the person in need of them. They can be male or
female, and with or without wings etc.This excellent volume includes true Angel stories from a
wide variety of people. This book is organized into the first names of people who have been
visited by Angels and their stories. They include Rhonda, Gail, Granma Massar, Mother, Talaye,
Granma Strutz, Betsy, Mary Anne, Michael, Lois, Elouise, Gloria, Jean, Cherie, Kari, Patti, Pam
and Marjorie.There is also an epilogue and questions for book clubs' section for those using this
book at their meetings.In conclusion, if you are into these heavenly messengers of hope and
faith, you will enjoy reading this book.Rating: 4 Stars. Joseph J. Truncale (Author: Zen Poetry
Moments: Haiku and Senryu for special occasions).”

Stella Carrier, “Feel Good Angel Miracle Stories. This kindlebook Angels Among Us:
Extraordinary Encounters With Heavenly Beings by Wanda Rosseland is a very moving/soul
stirring kindlebook. This kindlebook might appeal to various spiritual beliefs including some
readers who want to believe because the celestial encounters involving beings showing up in
different forms. For instance a grandmother in one of the stories sees a being with a pencil and
some type of record keeping tablet at a timeframe she least expected this to occur, another
grandmother has a celestial encounter involving the image of a very young girl that jogs her
memory to think of the welfare/well-being of a multiple number of her children, and more.”

wileeszg, “Good stories. Read it. Enjoyed it. Passed on to a friend’s church so others could
enjoy the stories.”

Morgan Anderson, “Small and sleek. Seems to be a good book. Have not read it yet but is the
perfect size.”

Frances, “Break out the kleenex. Cried and felt good all at the same time”

myrna vancleave, “ANGELS BOOK. iT IS DIFFERENT THAN THE ONES OF ANDERSON, I
love them all.”



The book by Wanda Rosseland has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 128 people have provided feedback.
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