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Guardian

I watched through the window as the dawn broke.  A new day was beginning but I did not yet know that this would be a Monday very out of the ordinary, a day which would completely change my life.

Mr Hamilton, my charge, always awoke early, partly from habit and partly from insomnia.  After all, he was now eighty-six years old and suffered from sleeplessness.

«Good morning, George», I greeted him with a smile, jumping down from the bedside chair where I had spent the night and following him out of the bedroom.

As expected, he didn’t answer me.

«Today we have a doctor’s appointment», I added, cheerfully.

Still no answer. I don’t even know why I bothered talking to him, knowing that he couldn’t hear me.

I waited for him to come out of the bathroom, then followed him into the kitchen, keeping pace with him even though he walked extremely slowly. He should never be out of my sight. Never.

Because I, Jeremy Whitman, was a guardian angel. His guardian angel.

I had been assigned to Mr Hamilton ten years earlier because his previous guardian had been promoted and I was selected to take his place. On the one hand, taking care of an old man wasn’t exactly exciting, but it wasn’t my first such assignment.  For a youngster like me, at all events, there was no choice. But at least there was an upside: old folk tend not to go out very much, so not a lot happens to them, meaning I didn’t have a great deal of work to do.

It would have been nice to have a more interesting assignment, but unfortunately I was a good 137 years short of my next promotion. An endless wait, even for an angel.

Still, that morning Mr Hamilton had a doctor’s appointment, so there would be a bit more activity than usual. Circling the room, I watched as he slowly dressed and put on his shoes.

«You know, George, I think you and I ought to do a little more exercise. My wings are growing a bit stiff. Don’t you think I’m a bit unfit?»  I liked joking with him, it made me feel a bit less lonely.«Maybe we should start going to the gym. You could do some sit-ups.  What about it?»

I laughed under my breath before rushing to help him free his jacket, which had got caught on its hanger.  I waited while he put it on and then watched while he smiled, as he always did, at the photograph of his deceased wife, which was on the bedside table. Then, at long last, we went outside.

The doctor’s studio was a few blocks away, with only one major road to cross.  At Mr Hamilton’s pace, it would take about twenty minutes to walk, but there was no hurry.  We had nothing else to do all morning and the appointment was at half past eight.  We had plenty of time.

I followed him along, looking around me as we went.  There were children on their way to school, running and shoving each other and, as so often before, I thanked  my lucky stars that I wasn’t an I.G.A. (Infant’s Guardian Angel). Way too much shouting and whining for my tastes. Most of the children I had known during my human lifetime, and those I saw every day in the streets, were real tearaways and my brother guardians spent their time chasing along after them looking as though they were at the end of their tether. It’s true that angels have the gift of blessed patience, but even that can eventually run short and I had never been a particularly patient sort. Perhaps I would have improved as I grew older and wiser, but a rifle of the Union army had put an end to my existence, killing me at the age of eighteen. A hard fate, perhaps, but it didn’t matter to me anymore. I enjoyed being a guardian angel, after all.

At last, we reached the traffic lights but, as we waited for the green light, I sensed the presence of a negative force nearby. I looked around, warily.

There he was. Tall and dark, with broad black wings. It was a demon, a Dark One. I could see from his aura that he was only young, but he was still dangerous.

He had noticed me too, then he looked at Mr Hamilton and gave an evil grin.

Suddenly, my vision became cloudy.  This was one of their dirty tricks, to slow us angels down, but it could be very effective, especially if it took you unawares.  It took me a moment to get over the surprise and another to clear away the darkness with my inner Light.

A second too many.

When I could see again, Mr Hamilton was lying, unconscious, in the middle of the road. I couldn’t believe it.  It hadn’t taken me that long! The Dark One must have interfered in some way with time, so as to leave him unprotected for a few minutes.

I looked around the demon, but he had vanished.

Coward.

I rushed towards Mr Hamilton, gathering my energies ready to heal him.  People had begun running to help, whilst other cars were stopping all around, but I still had a few seconds to help him.

His life flame was flickering weakly, but I was still in time to save him.  He wasn’t meant to die that day, not if I could help it...

I placed my hand on his chest, over his heart, and poured forth healing energy.

«Come on, George, don’t give up!» I shouted, hoping that in his present state, suspended between life and death, he would be able to hear me.

In spite of my efforts, there was no improvement in his condition.  The only way to save him was to use my personal energy, my angelic aura.  I knew it was against the rules, but at that moment I didn’t care a whit.  I had a job to do and I was going to do it, come what may.  I gritted my teeth and increased the energy flow.

Then – miracle! – he opened his eyes.  His life flame flared again.

I couldn’t believe it! I had done it!

I stood up and beat my wings, which felt suddenly heavy.  I was exhausted, but the feeling of achievement was like nothing I had felt before.  Sure, I would be called to account before the Great Council, but it wouldn’t be the first time and they couldn’t punish me too severely, after all.  I had just saved a life.

Suddenly, an angel appeared before me.  Correction, four angels!  The one nearest me had the most enormous wings and a shining golden aura.  He was evidently a big shot, whilst the others were ordinary guardian angels.

«Jeremy» said Mr Big Shot, with a nod of the head. «Come with me.»

Oh-oh. They had already found me out. They didn’t miss a trick, up there in Paradise, and they were improving all the time.

«But, Mr Hamilton...» I replied, turning to watch as someone began tending to my charge, perhaps the taxi driver who had knocked him over.

«These brothers will take care of him» said the angel with a smile, nodding at the guardians. «Don’t worry.»

Slightly confused, I nodded. The angel made an opening in thin air and signaled me to pass through it before him.

Without answering, I turned towards the light of the opening. On the other side was a white room containing only two chairs.  I wondered what they were for.  Those other times, I hadn’t been brought here, but had been taken straight in front of the Council.

The angel sat on one of the chairs, signing that I should sit in the other.

«I am Gabriel.» he said, as soon as I was seated facing him.

Gabriel? The Arch-angel? So now they were sending arch-angels to deal with minor offences?

«Um, I’m honored, Mr Arch-angel.» Was that the correct way to address him? Who knows?

«You saved a life today.»

«I know, I disobeyed Angelic Law, but I couldn’t let him die...»

«I wasn’t criticizing you.» he said, quietly.

«Weren’t you?»

«I want to congratulate you and, how can I put this, to ... reward you.»

I raised an eyebrow, my wings fluttering in surprise.  «In what way?»

«A new charge.» He laughed softly, his halo changing color from gold to bright orange.

«But Mr Hamilton isn’t dead.  Why should you assign me a different charge?»

«We think you are the most suitable guardian for this new assignment. We’ve been watching you for a while, Jeremy.»

I was confused, but at the same time interested. I just hoped I wasn’t going to regret this. I took a deep breath, then asked: «Who is it?»

Gabriel snapped his fingers and, on the white wall beside us, appeared the image of a room.  It was a small bedroom, with a child’s cot, pink curtains and a very large number of stuffed toys. To the right there was a young woman, around 23 or 24 years of age, who was, quite simply, breathtakingly lovely. In her arms was a baby, only a few months old.  I had a strange feeling, as if I were spying on them through the keyhole in the door.

«And her?» I asked in a whisper, pointing at the woman.

Gabriel laughed. «There’s no need to whisper. She can neither see nor hear us.» Then, serious once more, «Anyway, yes, it’s her.  The baby, I mean.»

The... baby?

Oh no.

«You’ve definitely got the wrong angel, then. I don’t know the first thing about babies!»

«This is no ordinary baby, she’s special.»

«What do you mean?» She seemed a perfectly normal baby to look at.

«Look at her closely.»

What was I supposed to look at?

I examined her features, her shape, her clothes. Then, I saw what the arch-angel meant. It wasn’t her appearance that was unusual, but something else, something that only we angels can see. Her aura was half golden, half black as night.

«How can that be?» I asked, turning towards Gabriel.

«Starr, that’s her name, is the child of an angel and a demon.»

«You must be joking!» I said, bursting out laughing. I was sure he was kidding me. That kind of thing was strictly forbidden and severely punished.

«Do I look like I’m joking, Jeremy?» he asked me, still in a calm voice.

Well no, he really didn’t. «No, Sir, but...»

«It’s absolutely true. Lucy and Cameron fell in love and they have both given up their immortality to be together. So Starr is half angel and half demon.»

«Is she dangerous? Is that why you want me to manage her?» I was doing my best to understand, but the whole situation seemed absurd.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
2 SIL’VIA CASTELLANO- N
SEE WHO 1 AM.

2N






