
Guardian Angels, Fairies and Fairy Godmothers 
For ever and ever human being have known that there is more to us than we can see. 

 

As with light, we only see a tiny fraction of the light energy that surrounds us every day. 
Sometimes the we see the light energy that is usually invisible, so we know that it is there  

even when we don’t see it.  

 

We know that matter, what we experience as the body, is made of this light energy. 

 

Each atom that makes up our body is a swirling fountain of light energy. 



 

We know that the energy of all the atoms that form the body spreads our far beyond what can see. 
If we could see the light energy each of us have, it might look like this.  

 

 



For ever and every people have said that we all have two bodies,  
one that we see and touch and one that is invisible, made of light.  

Some believe that the energy that makes our invisible body is different than the energy that makes the 
body we can touch. They say it was there before we were born and stays after the body dies.  

They call it our Angel or Fairy body 

 

 

For ever and every some people have seen angel and fairy bodies. Sometimes like in a dream. 

 



 

For ever and ever people have known that invisible angel and fairy bodies  
love us and do their best to help and protect us.  

We call them Guardian Angels or Fairy God Mothers.  

 

What we call the body is made of light energy.  
Like leaves on the tree, that energy takes the form of a leaf. It lives in the sunshine and it dies. 

But there is another kind of light energy that was there before we are born and is there 
after the body dies. We have two bodies, one like the leaf on the trees 

and one that is like light and never dies.  
When someone we love dies they are still here in their Angel or Light body.  

They still love us and know we love them even if we can’t see them. 
m 



Do not stand at my grave and weep  
I am not there. I do not sleep.  

I am a thousand winds that blow.  
I am the diamond glints on snow.  

I am the sunlight on ripened grain.  
I am the gentle autumn rain.  

When you awaken in the morning's hush  
I am the swift uplifting rush  

Of quiet birds in circled flight.  
I am the soft stars that shine at night.  

Do not stand at my grave and cry;  
I am not there. I did not die. 

Mary Elizabeth Frye 

 


