Rumours of Angels
I first began to hear rumours of angels at the[image: image1.jpg]


 village well. As the first few rays of light began to show themselves over the eastern horizon, the women of the village began to make their way to collect water ready to make breakfast. As the older matrons settled themselves on a bench under a tree, and began to direct the younger women in the best way to fill the water jars, the conversation turned from water to light.“Did you see that light in the window of Anne and Joachim’s house last night? What was she burning to make such a bright light?”
“It was so bright that it woke me up! I thought it was daytime, and that I had overslept, then it went away, and I went back to sleep. I thought that I had just dreamed it.”
“It woke me too. I noticed young Isaac was missing, and I was just beginning to get worried, when he slipped back into the house. He told me such a tall tale that I clipped him round the ear, sent him back to bed, and told him that he would have to do better than that next time.”
“What did he say the light was?”
“He said it was an angel, I ask you! He said he was woken by the light, and went out to investigate. He slipped over to the house and went up the side stairs, and looked through a hole in the roof to see what was going on. He said that standing in the middle of the room was an angel, and it was talking to young Mary. Well, I ask you, have you ever heard of such a thing?”
“No, I haven’t. That Mary is a nice enough girl, if you ask me, but she can be a bit deep at times. If an angel was going to come to anyone, it ought to be to my Maryam, she is such a beautiful girl”
At this point the conversation began to take a rather nasty turn, and I thought that I had better stop eavesdropping, and get on with my work. It is a pity I was seen by someone apart from Mary. That was not in the plan. That brat Isaac should never have been out of bed! Still it is done now. The women and Isaac will know soon enough what my conversation with Mary was about. The question is, whether they will ever believe what she tells them.
As an angel, I don’t live in the same time and space as human beings, so I moved straight on to my next job. I knew this time that I would not be seen by anyone not intended, because I had to inhabit Joseph’s dream. If I had a hard time convincing Mary to take part in God’s plan for humankind, it was going to be even more difficult for Joseph to accept his part. Not only did I have to persuade him to continue with his betrothal to Mary, despite the fact that she is pregnant, and he knows perfectly well that the child is not his. I also have to persuade him to raise the child to the best of his ability and on top of all that, I have to convince him that the child is God’s son. All these things together could be a big blow to a man’s pride, and how proud these human men can be. I hope God really does know his man well enough, and that he was convinced by my fleeting appearance in a dream. Oh well, on to the next job!
If I say it myself, I am good at singing. I had hoped that Michael, God’s choir master would choose me for his heavenly choir to announce the birth of his son, and he did. I was spot on in that dream, by the way, and Joseph’s pride was assuaged by the idea that he had been chosen to raise God’s son. He has now just got to get Mary safely to Bethlehem, and his part is done for a little while. Ah yes, there they are. Oh dear, it looks as if they are only just going to get there in time. God’s plans aren’t leaving much room for error. She looks as if she is only just going to make it out to the stable God has already prepared for her. Um, I wonder if I was supposed to tell Joseph in the dream that he was supposed to ask for a stable, because there certainly aren’t any places left in the Inns in Bethlehem. If I was supposed to bring it into his mind, I forgot! Oh look, there he goes, he has finally found the right Inn, and yes he has got Mary to the stable. Not a moment too soon, if I am any judge. I had better go and get my wings and halo buffed up. This choir isn’t aiming to produce just a rumour of the birth of God’s son, we are going for the full heavenly glory. Shock and awe is what we have been asked to produce; full volume and full brightness in the heavens. Those Shepherds won’t know what has hit them when they get a load of us!
That was fun! Rumours of our work tonight will filter down through the ages. The story of our singing, our light and our beauty will be written in the annals of human history. Some will believe that we were here today, in this place, and to proclaim the birth of God’s son, others will continue to believe that we do not exist, and neither did Jesus. Did I tell you that is what Mary has named him? He is very sweet. And if he is to remain sweet, and alive, I had better get on. 
I have another few dreams to inhabit. It won’t be too difficult to inhabit Joseph’s dreams again. We have already met and he now knows and trusts me. I need to tell him that the three of them are in grave danger from Herod. As soon as Jesus is ready to travel, and the sooner the better, he has to set off, not back home to Nazareth, where he was expecting to go, but south along the merchant’s routes until he reaches the Egyptian city of Alexandria, where Herod’s writ does not extend. There are large numbers of his countrymen already living in the city, and he will be able to find somewhere to live, and earn a living without anyone knowing who Jesus really is. I will have to come back into his dreams at a later point to let him know when it is safe to return.
Before I do that though, I need to do something I have never done before. God tells me it is possible, and I have to believe him. Somewhere, and I have yet to spot them, there are three sages travelling from the East to visit Jesus. The only problem is that despite God sticking an enormous star up in the heavens, just to lead them to the right place, they have decided that the star is wrong, and their writings are right. They have taken a wrong turn, and are heading into danger. I have to inhabit three dreams at the same time, and convince them that they should follow the star despite it disagreeing with their writings – the star knows best! Then when they are done, they have to get out of Bethlehem and get back home as quickly as possible, breaking their word to King Herod; and they pride themselves on keeping their word. The only other little flaw with this plan I can see, is that these are men of science, and men of science don’t believe in Angels, so I don’t think they are going to take notice of a single thing I say.
The women at the well in Nazareth are talking about me again. Another day has dawned, and another rumour of angels is surfacing as the buckets are drawn up from the depths of the village well.
“Have you seen Mary and Joseph yet? They arrived back yesterday”
“They look really well, and that little boy of theirs is adorable”
“Do you remember the story about his birth?”
“I never believed those stories of angels. Just look at the lad, isn’t he the spitting image of Joseph when he was that age?
“Well, you are the only one to remember that far back!”
“Don’t you get cheeky now”
“Don’t they look foreign though? I suppose that comes from living in Egypt for these last few years. Fancy that. I suppose that an angel told them to go there.”
Well, now you come to mention it, I did tell them to go; and to come back again. Now is the time for the rest of God’s plan for the saving of mankind to continue here in sleepy Nazareth, but Jesus has a few years to grow up in, before his real work begins.

