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1.



“Visitor!”


A thundering voice called out. Awesome and yet gentle. All of Heaven listened.


“Visitor! Where are you?” the voice resounded once more.


“Here…” responded the angel, answering his calling name. While some of the higher angels are known by their proper name, lesser angels often go by their calling name, reflecting their appointed tasks and duties.


Hesitating for a slice of a second, as humans count time, as his name was being called out, Visitor sensed destiny. A thrilling yet unsettling feeling of finally meeting his destiny, his purpose.


He was not among the group of angels who took shifts guarding Eden since that hideous day. Neither did he belong to the seraphic worshippers near the throne. Neither was he among the cherubims guarding the heavenly holy of holies – to this day an empty blueprint of the wilderness tabernacle.


Even being a personal guardian angel had not befallen him. Countless millions of angels flew back and forth between the throne and Earth's fallen dimension, reporting as to the whereabouts of humans. But not Visitor.


“There is a special task for you,” the Father had himself revealed, “a very special task…” But as to the nature of this task, nothing was revealed to him. And Visitor, finding it presumptuous to inquire further, left the matter parked in the back of his mind while in the meantime enjoying heavenly life with the rest of the angels.


That is, until this very day.










2.



He hastened to the throne. He hastily bowed and hardly noticed that he himself was being watched almost reverently by a select few of the elect angels.


He rose to his feet again.


“I report to duty!” he exclaimed. Again, hesitating in light of the seeming significance of that very same duty.


“History is reaching its climax. His story. This is the moment he has awaited. Even so, as he clothed himself in human flesh, he reclined for the time being his divine powers. And flesh, even sinless flesh, cannot in itself…” the Father paused.


The select angels stood in silence. Motionless. No one dared inquire about the consequences of failure on behalf of their Lord.


“But…”, the Father continued, “being in essence also human, he is entitled to call upon angelic help in this very hour. Just as Eve could have called out but chose not to. Just as…”


This was apparently not the time for bearing in mind the countless times humankind had failed.


“This is your task, Visitor. Your eternal purpose. Go. Visit him. Strengthen him.”


“In his decisive hour, you will be alone with him. That is, alone with him and with Lucifer.”


Some angels snarled. Some clinched their fists and others gnashed their teeth. Eons had past, but the memory of that utter Fall, far more serious than the fall of humankind, was far from forgotten.


“His fate is about to be sealed. Fear him not. But for now, your aim is not the abominable one, but the Lord.”


“Go now. Haste to sinful earth. Sin is about to be swallowed up in victory. And death in life.”


“Now. As always, I send you out two by two. Even when only one of you is commissioned to speak. To accompany you, I am sending the angel that accompanied Gabriel on the very day, the birth of the Lord was announced. The very angel, who since that day has been his personal guardian angel, even Michael.”


The foremost of the archangels stepped forward.


“At your service, Visitor,” he said with a smile, at the same time reflecting joy and severity. “It will be a pleasure to assist you in this assignment.”


“But…” Visitor protested. Then he realised that protesting might seem inappropriate. Nevertheless, he could not help himself. “But I am just an ordinary angel. I am not an archangel. I am neither a seraph nor a cherub. How can this be?”


“None of us know,” replied Michael, “but millions of angels would have given their wings to take your place this very night. And you are not ordinary. He himself chose you to do this before you were created here in the heavenlies.”










3.



Visitor and Michael left the throne. Left the third heaven. Left the heavenlies. Entered the visible universe. Entered Earth.


Being angels they had an intuitive knowledge of the things of God. Words were not needed. Still, on their way, they asked and answered questions, of which they already knew the answers – or at least sensed their essence. Sometimes it regarded things commonly known by them all, sometimes it regarded some new insight being revealed to them in time and space. Talking this way is what angels do.


Being considered the highest ranking and most knowledgeable, it was also customary to let Michael, or any other archangel do the answering. Allowing him to expand on even the things that boggled the minds of ordinary angels.


“Tell me about his earthly life, Michael,” inquired Visitor, “and about being his guardian angel…”


“Born a carpenter. A wood worker.” Michael hesitated, then continued. “It is beyond even me to grasp this. You and I know Heaven. From other angels you have heard about earth. Oh yes, the Garden was beautiful. But it would be humbling for the Lord to live in the Garden, even if he visited it ever so often. And considering fallen earth…”


“How did you become his guardian angel then,” prompted Visitor, sensing that at this point nothing more would be said about his earthly life.


“I was promoted, you could say,” said the archangel after a small pause. “All along I had been the guardian angel of the people of Israel. That is, I was commissioned to guard the seed of Abraham. I stood by the twelve tribes in Egypt and watched the glory of the kingdom of Israel under David and Solomon. I would have expected to guard them through eternity…"


"Yes…" Visitor nudging the archangel to finish the story, he had started.


"I didn't fully understand back then," continued Michael, "but through the Lord walking the earth, tables turned, and so my task. I understand now that he himself came to personify Israel and take ownership of the covenant promises given to them… or to him. Until that time, my task had merely been to protect the very tribes, the very people, of whom the Lord would be born. Being reassigned as far as my duties go, I sheltered him from Herod, got his family safely to Egypt and back. Guarded him in the desert…"


"In the desert…?"


"Yes. In his hour of temptation. I strengthened him, but first and foremost, I set the limits of the temptation. He was only destined to face and conquer human temptations…” Michael once again paused then continued, “but the temptation he is now facing will be far, far more than that…”


They were both silent. It is difficult for angels to understand the nature of human temptation. Having no flesh to do battle. Not being confined to human bodies with their natural desires and limitations. Being confined to a state of less than full knowledge, tricked by one’s senses… They understood it intellectually, and the intellect of the smallest of angels is far beyond the intellect of the most brilliant human mind. But after all, they had never experienced being human.
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