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The Angel rose from the ground and brushed the snow from her wings. There wasn’t a lot of snow on her wings. And she didn’t even need to use her wings to fly, not really.

But there had been that incident when Nanutea was young. There was that time when she had forgotten to brush the snow off of her wings before she took flight. She was flying quite high that evening. Everything was fine. 

Then whoosh! All of that snow had fallen off of her wings towards the ground. It had landed on the roof of a shed. The snow had accumulated more snow as it fell. And the roof of the shed which was quite thin had collapsed!

Nobody was around on the ground at the time. The roof had needed to be replaced anyway. So there was no real harm done. 

There were no other Angels flying in that section of the sky that night. So nobody else had seen it happen.

Yet word somehow had gotten out. And to this day some of the other Angels still called her Snowfall. Others referred jokingly to the incident as The Great Collapse. 

Nanutea didn’t find it amusing. And that was why, to this day, she always remembered to brush the snow off of her wings. 

––––––––
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ANUELILI, The Angel Hierarchy, was supposed to make Assignments fairly. Yet Nanutea always felt like she got more than her fair share of Hood Ornament Assignments just to rub in the consequences of her mistake even deeper. 

Those were the type of Assignments where you had to sit on the hood of a car for the purpose of keeping the car and more importantly, its occupants, safe. One time she had even been given this type of Assignment when the car had been safely parked inside of a garage and had held no occupants.

Needless to say, Nanutea didn’t relish these Hood Ornament Assignments. What Angel in their right mind would? Well yes, there was that one Angel. But Nanutea wasn’t certain that he was in his right mind. 

So when Nanutea was given other types of Assignments, she cherished them. And she had enough of those that she stayed relatively happy. 

Well, all Angels are happy. And it might have been blasphemy to think so, but Nanutea thought that perhaps she might be happier. A little more happiness couldn’t possibly hurt her, could it?
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Nanutea continued to stretch as she stood. Her life was rather routine, which is how Anuelili liked it. While she continued to stretch, she kept meticulously brushing the snow off of her wings. 

The snow was not cold. Angels don’t feel cold and heat in the way that humans do. It is more like seeing Beauty through different prisms.

The monotonous pleasantness of her brushing motion caused Nanutea to reminisce about a situation in which she was recently involved. She never talked about it because other Angels never talked about similar situations happening to them. And that was probably because they couldn’t possibly happen. 

Perhaps Nanutea was becoming like that Angel who was not in his right mind. Or perhaps she was like that Angel who had gone berserk so many Aeons ago. {Aeons are Angel Eons rather than Human Eons which are much shorter.} Recently, Nanutea had encountered a Human. 

Sure, Angels were always encountering Humans. Their main duty was to protect Humans, since Humans lacked the capability to always protect themselves. 

Humans had capabilities which Angels lacked. But Nanutea didn’t know of any Angel who was willing to quit being an Angel so that they could experience things in ways other than through prisms of Beauty.

Nanutea’s encounter wasn’t your typical Angel / Human encounter. Jerem had seen her. Not only had he seen her, he had talked to her. And Nanutea had been so startled that she had talked to him.

Humans couldn’t see Angels. But Jerem had. They had spent that first evening, out under the stars talking. 

Jerem had mostly talked of everything in general and of nothing in specific. Nanutea had mostly tried to figure out how it could be that Jerem was able to see her and to talk with her.

At first Nanutea had thought that perhaps he was a Spiritual Singularity. Every great so often, a Human could become very Spiritually Intune. But Jerem was not very Spiritual, as he proved over and over that night.

Nanutea thought that perhaps Jerem had a unique gift of being able to see Angels. But when Nanutea asked him about other Angels who frequented this area, Jerem always denied having met them. 

Of course Nanutea didn’t mention the names of those Angels. She only described them. She also didn’t tell Jerem that they were Angels.

––––––––
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THE EVENING WAS GETTING late. Nanutea said that she needed to return to work, which was true enough. Jerem asked when they could meet again. He had greatly enjoyed their talk and her company. Nanutea said that she would find him when she had some free time. She assured him that they would meet again soon. 

Jerem had asked what her name was. Rather than giving him her real name, she had said that it was Jill. Then she was gone in the blink of an eye.

Secretly, Nanutea had hoped that their encounter was just a fluke. She had hoped that when she met Jerem the next time, he wouldn’t be able to see her. 

Maybe the wind had been just right that day. Maybe the moonlight had penetrated her exterior and that had enabled Jerem to see her.

Secretly, she also hoped that it wasn’t a fluke. Nanutea found it intriguing to talk with a Human in much the same way that she would talk with an Angel. This was definitely not routine. 

The worst part was that Nanutea found Jerem to be handsome as Humans would say. She liked the way that he was lithe on his feet yet grounded. It was almost as if he were part Angel yet fully Human.
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