                           The Story about meeting an Angel

Everyone has a story to tell. Usually, stories are told to amuse, educate, communicate, share experiences, cope in stressful situations or to provide a methodical path to understanding people. They are often told in a humorous fashion, but they can also be truthful in nature and represent real events, like the time I met an angel.  

Unbeknownst to me while standing in line waiting to purchase some product, I never would have dreamt that today would be the day that I would meet an angel. There she stood in line with her back to me waiting her turn to pay for her product. 

At first glance, I didn’t see anything that was obvious or discerning about her. She looked like all of the other patrons. Just a person that was waiting to make a purchase and get the heck out of the store. However, as I continued to focused on her, the more she seemed different. Although I hadn’t seen her face yet , for some unknown reason, she didn’t fit the mold of a person just shopping, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

  I  was drawn to her. I couldn’t take my mind off her. She had no   
 wings sprouting from her back or any blinding glow of light radiating from her body. She looked like an ordinary, elderly woman, dressed rather neatly, and she stood upright. 

A loud noise from behind me broke my concentration on her, and I slowly turned looking behind me completely unaware that she too had turn simultaneously with me. After dismissing the noise, I began turning, and noticed as I was turning back, she was returning her back to me. I only caught a glimpse of her turning. 

The way she was turning reminded me of my daughter practicing her ballet dance moves. Her arms, neck, head, and body moved  synchronously. Nothing was out of step. I wondered if she had performed in a ballet troupe or was she an instructor. 

I cursed myself for not seeing her face. I didn’t get a good look at her face, because I spent so much time marveling at her body movements. I had to see her face. I wouldn’t be satisfied until I see what she looked like.

Just as I was about to ask her a question to get the opportunity to see her face, again I heard a loud disturbing noise behind me. I turned to look and noticed that the line behind me had grown longer, and I could tell on the faces of the customers that they were acting very impatiently. Their body movements were an indication that they were getting restless, but their movements were not like the lady in front of me.

Suddenly, I heard the cashier say Next! When I turned around, the lady was gone, and here I was standing before the cashier to pay for my items. I was confused and disappointed that I didn’t get a good look at the lady in front of me, but where did she go so quickly? 

The cashier said to me, “sir a lady just paid for your product.” I turned to look at the cashier, but there was no lady in front of me. I said to the cashier, “where did she go?” The cashier said, “she just left the store.” How could I have missed her? I was only distracted for a few seconds. How could someone pay for their product and mine so fast? 
 I looked at the exit to the store and there was nobody leaving. I was confused.

I asked the cashier to describe her, so I could catch and thank her, but the cashier said, “I don’t remember. All I know is that she just left the store.” I hurriedly got my product and ran out of the store, but there was no lady outside the store nowhere to be found. I looked and looked. I saw no elderly lady.

I decided that I had looked long enough, and I would go home to tell my wife that I had met an angel.











 

  
