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Pretace

Do you know that you have hundreds and thousands of angels who
love you and watch over you all the time?

Every single thing that you can see, hear, touch or imagine has an
angel in it, and every wonderful blessing in your life has its own
angel too!

There are angels on every cloud, in every snowflake, angels in every
flower in the garden and every tall tree in the park! There are
angels in the raindrops, in the stars, in the rainbows, and even in
your teddy bears!

Angels remind you that you are loved and they bring you messages of
goodness and guidance from where they live in the Land of Love!

Your friends, your teachers, your family, and every being in this
world has special guardian angels - and to help you meet some of the
angels around you, here are the Angel ABCs....
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If it comes through your hear and you-make it wi
The Angel of Art will be clapping out loud

And will pin your creation on his favorite cloud!
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B is cor ~Bellg~

the Angel of Beauty
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\ﬁMirror, wirror on the wall...
Whos the fairestiof them all? )
The Angel of Beauty says that its YOU '| | o
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Whenever you swile, its a beautiful view! -
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ather, the garden outside
crinkle when she swiles wide
the sky when it$ blue

things around you!

And your wmother, your t
Your granny whose eyes
The sunset, sweet roses,
Theres beauty in so many
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