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Dedication

 

I dedicate this to my family and friends. 

Thank you, love you. 

 

 

Reality

Is in the mind of the beholder

And is only

What it seems

If reality isn’t here

Maybe it’s in your dreams

Follow your dreams

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


 

The Guardian

 

An Angel Story

 

 

 

 

 

Goodbye said the night to the ending light

Your time has come to die

The light said thank you 

with a smile

and began to fly 

 

 

 

The sun rose from the horizon and traveled across the sky until finally disappearing in a menagerie of orange, pink and yellow pastels that began with an exploding brilliance and then faded into a darkness cut only by the thin slice of a silver moon. Over the course of several hours the blue sky became filled with dense storm clouds and without warning started pouring out an ocean of snow and ice. 

It was just one day out of every day, one demon out of countless of demons. It moved in a cold cloud of darkness darting from one shadow to another with an unnatural swiftness. With a bound its wings moved it into the air in complete silence. It emitted a coldness that penetrated whatever it passed. Currently the beast was focused on a lone figure that had just stepped off of a city bus. The figure was a good woman with a good heart, her hair white as snow, her shoulders bent forward from the weight of her many years. Diligently, without choice she persisted, dragging one foot forward and then the other, through the thickening snow, her thoughts focused on a hot dinner, a hot bath and a soft pillow. The evil could sense goodness—it was like a light in the darkness, or a warming fire in the middle of a cold night. The evil wanted nothing more than to extinguish this light, this fire that burned in the darkness. Out of the corner of the old women’s eye, she thought she saw something. Scanning her surroundings she saw it—only for a second, but it was there. The sight of the moving darkness had almost made her heart stop beating. Even though it appeared as nothing more than a black shadow, she felt afraid. The demon moved along the street and then bounded into the air. A shiver shot down the old women’s spine. She stopped and squinted into the night, straining to see or to hear anything. She could feel something out in the darkness watching, waiting. It was close—too close. With increased determination, she continued on as fast as she could, her senses heightened, searching the darkness for signs of anything unusual as she slowly made her way. Off in the distance she heard the sound of a police siren, and a barking dog, but nothing out of the ordinary. She couldn’t hear the giant air conditioner as it hurtled through the air toward her with crushing speed. 

The air conditioner was professionally installed, but it took no more than the slight touch of the demon to make it fall. Braithius watched as the air conditioner fell. With the speed and strength of the heavens, he flew at the women as fast as he could. It happened so quickly he was barely able to push her out of the way. The falling air conditioner glanced off of him and smashed onto the ground with an explosion of snow, metal and disintegrating plastic. He continued on past the woman, ducking into the shadows. She didn’t know that an angel had saved her. She thought she had tripped, just in the nick of time. To her, it was just a close encounter. As she lay there in the snow, she looked at the pile of twisted metal in disbelief and her eyes darted from one shadow to another. Then slowly, she climbed back to her feet. 

There was no use in hiding from the evil, it could feel him. An angel was a beacon in the darkest night. But an angel could also feel the demon and there wasn’t any place the demon could hide. Braithius instantly knew what had happened, and decided that he needed to stop this demon’s evil influence on the human race. With a bound, he flew into the air towards the fleeing shadow. The demon shot from one shadow to the next then bounded into the air with determined effort. Braithius followed it closely. The sound of the wind was deafening, while he bounced from a window ledge and landed on the top of a dark green dumpster. The demon stopped fleeing and hid, waiting for him. Without warning, the vile creature was on him, and attacking. Holding it back took great effort, but this fallen angel would not destroy him. Their winged armor made loud clangs as they crashed into each other with powerful hits. For a moment, the outcome of the battle was unknown. Then suddenly, with a fluid movement, Braithius pushed the demon back and pulling out his sword, he sliced up and down several times. Each swing of the holy steel was seen as a bright line of light that flashed through the darkness. The dark creature fell and dissolved into nothing. Braithius stood in the shadows and watched as the woman walked through the snow. Tonight he was her guardian and she would make it home safely. 

***

Over a hundred years before all of this happened Braithius looked out a small window at the grey world. The clouds poured down their tears. In the sky, angels fought demons over the fate of mankind. To the human eye, it was just a rainy day; to him, it was war. With a deep breath he resumed his writing. He rested from the battle, his heart heavy from watching many of his comrades fall. He had found the little book, but couldn’t remember where, hanging onto it, doing nothing, until now. 

***

 The diary was found by Clair, a 32-year old cleaning lady who worked days in one of the many motels along Interstate 5. It was on a bedside table. Out of curiosity, she put it in her apron pocket, planning to read it later, and continued with her work. 

The day was long and hard. Finally, she made it home, dropping her jacket and purse onto the floor as soon as she got inside. She went directly to the cupboard and pulled out a partly empty bottle of Merlot. She popped the cork and took a long swallow of the dry liquid. Then she replaced the bottle where she had found it. Sitting down she lit a cigarette, coughed and wiped her eyes. After a few drags she noticed the small book that had fallen out of her apron pocket and now lay motionless on the floor. I forgot all about that. She bent over and picked up the book. Just as she was about to crack it open, the phone rang. She laid the book down on the counter and answered it. 

“Hey… it’s good to hear from you, about time. I need that money you owe me.” She paused and listened. “I can’t wait! That wasn’t our agreement.” 

What Clair didn’t know was if she had read a word— just a single word— her life would have changed forever. Instead, the book was forgotten. Then, after weeks of lying on the kitchen counter, covered by newspapers and assorted mail, the diary was tossed in the recycling bin and set out at the curb. 


 

From the Diary

 

I don’t know where to begin… I guess the first thing I should tell you is that I am an angel. Yes, I am an angel. I need to say it, to write it down. It is still amazing and unbelievable to me. I now look at the words, and I feel better. Writing it seems to have helped. Father, please forgive me. 

To anyone who reads this, let me explain something, I am forbidden to tell you—to tell anyone— that I am an angel. It’s all about free choice. I was told that I cannot do anything that would directly influence human opinion; that humans have been given free will—a choice—and their final destination will not be influenced by my intervention. I have also been told that violation of this law will result in the immediate dissolution of my earthly responsibilities and if a person is given personal knowledge of life after death their decisions are not truly of free will. 

As I write these words, I wonder what will happen. I wonder if I will be called. I know it could happen at any moment, but I am still here writing. If my time here on earth suddenly ends, I can only hope that I have helped. If I have done that, then I have fulfilled my destiny. I will happily add my energy, my soul, to the great eternal power of heaven. Praise be to God. 

There was a time when I
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