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Let us pray… 

 
The angels were jealous.  That was the rumor, anyway.  For thousands of years, they 
had been God’s right-hand…beings.  And God just kept going on and on about those 
wimpy little humans.  The angels were sick of it.  Not all the angels, most of them didn’t 
even know what was going on with those fragile earthlings.  But the top three were driven 
to distraction by their envy.  They were just grateful that the Ten Commandments didn’t 
apply to angels. 
 
The angels had been with God for so long.  As they all learned at the Angel Academy, 
they were one of God’s earliest creations, formed as part of the heavens.  Not like those 
humans, created last.  And angels weren’t born, they didn’t die, they didn’t age:  they 
were spirits, beings made of energy.  They didn’t need medicine and plastic surgery and 
support garments.  They could change their appearance, or be invisible.  They could go 
wherever they wanted – or, at least, wherever God sent them – without tiring out or 
burning fossil fuels.  And as God’s messengers, they spent time with God.  Everyone 
knew that if a human being got even a glimpse of God, they would turn to ash, and the 
sound of God’s voice would make them scream in pain.  But the angels were always 
hanging around with God, and the voice of God poured into their very ears – or where 
their ears would be if they had them.  Obviously the angels were superior to the humans, 
everyone knew that – everyone, it seemed, except God. 
 
For some reason God had a soft spot for the human beings – those messy, mortal, 
clueless creatures who couldn’t go a half hour without breaking some holy law.  Every 
once in awhile God would send an angel to do some smiting, burning down a village or 
two to teach those people to straighten up and fly right – or “walk” right, since they can’t 
even fly!  But then God would feel all guilty and sad and swear on God’s self a bunch of 
times to never ever ever do that again.  But in the back room, the angels would be 
celebrating, back-slapping the angel who got to do the smiting. 
 
Most of the time, God sent the angels to help the pitiful humans.  Give them food in the 
wilderness, strength in a conflict, hope in a dark time.  These were not sought-after jobs.  
But if God said, “Jump” an angel had to say “To which galaxy?”  That was the thing with 
being an angel.  There was none of that “free will” the humans were always blabbing on 
about.  The angels didn’t serve God by choice, but by design:  it’s who God made them to 
be. 
 
Michael, Gabriel, and Raphael knew they had no choice. They had to do what God 
wanted them to do.  But they didn’t have to like it.  They were the three highest angels in 
the heavens!  They were stars in the angel chorus!  Countless legends and anthems had 
been written about them!  They had been immortalized in works of art!  And God sent 
them to minister to these creatures who didn’t even believe they were real. 



2 

 

 

 

The archangel Michael had a little problem with conflict-management.  It was an asset in 
his role leading God’s armies, but his hotheadedness caused problems in daily life.  
Mike’s moods tended to boil over.  He was the one who decided that while the angels 
have to obey God, it doesn’t mean they can’t add their own little flair to the work. 
 
And so, over the decades, the three had experimented with what would frighten the 
humans most.  They turned their energy into one shape after another, trying out different 
sizes, colors and textures.  Toothy monster, dense black shadow, roaring flame.  They 
adapted their voices to sound like an earthquake, a dragon, an army.  They would go to 
humans as commanded by God, but appear according to their own whims, paralyzing 
people with their terrible selves.  They came up with their own little tag line, too:  “Do not 
be afraid!”  It was a joke, back at the angel barracks:  do your best to terrify some poor 
human, then tell them not to be afraid.  Michael said it would give them something called 
“plausible deniability”:  the angels could always tell God that they didn’t know flaming 
swords would scare the poor little people. 
 
In some ways, the frightening shapes backfired.  Maybe it was denial or a desire to 
control the uncontrollable, but the people started creating images of the angels that were 
completely the opposite of what they were going for.  Naked babies and gentle-looking 
girls – not once had the angels appeared in those forms, yet the humans persisted in 
depicting them that way.  It just made Michael, Gabriel and Raphael angrier.  And now 
God was sending them to a dusty backwater to decorate the birth of some kid.   
 
Gabe, head visitation angel, was the best at singing songs of praise.  He was also the 
best at whining.  “It’s not fair,” he complained to the other two.  “You don’t know how 
humiliating it is, to waste this majestic voice to tell some old guy his ancient wife is going 
to have a baby.  Does God think this Zechariah is going to be happy?  Sure, he and 
Elizabeth wanted kids, but like 50 years ago!  Now he will deal with night feedings and 
dirty diapers?  He’s probably going to throw tomatoes at me like those people I tried to 
warn about the flood.  Thank goodness we don’t have bodies, for all the produce we have 
to take from those people.” 
 
Ray, the lowest of the three angels, often tried to act as peace-maker.  “But then you get 
to tell a young woman she’s pregnant, right?” he asked Gabe.  But Gabe was having 
none of it.  “Oh, yes, then I get to tell a young girl the news that will probably result in her 
being stoned to death, I am super excited about that!”  Mike had complaints of his own:  
“How about we switch places,” he said, “and you can go hang with the smelly shepherds 
who have about three teeth in the whole group?  We should just smite them all and be 
done with it.”  But they all knew what had happened the last time angels rose up against 
God.  It wasn’t pretty – the angels couldn’t be near God anymore, and separation from 
God is the only thing that brings an angel pain.  Which was just another reason to hate 
the humans, who didn’t seem to be the least bit bothered by being separated from God. 
 
Just then, God called a meeting of the Angel Council.  God didn’t call many meetings, 
God found them boring.  So this must be really important.  All the angels were a-buzz:  
was there a new village to smite, a hero to help, a prophecy to pronounce?  Turns out it 
was none of that, and nothing they ever would have guessed. 
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God told the angels that God had decided to go to earth.  That wasn’t such big news, 
God had gone to earth plenty of times before.  Not just to that garden God liked to get 
lost in, either.  God really liked libraries, poking through the stacks, surfing the net, and 
watching the parade of humanity.  But this trip wasn’t to check out a new library.  God 
was going to earth to live, to experience a human life.  That baby boy Gabe was 
supposed to announce, and that Mike and Ray would join him to celebrate?  That was 
the human life God had chosen to live; God was going to be that baby.   
 
The angels were confused.  Why not just stay with them?  Weren’t they enough?  Why 
did God always get so caught up in the human drama?  That’s when God explained:  the 
angels are always with God, nothing would change that, and God treasures their music, 
their warmth, their devotion.  But God treasures the humans too, the humans who don’t 
have to be with God.  Long ago, the humans had been created in the image of God, 
given a divine spark that they can choose to shine or shade.  God wants to join these 
beings on their earthly journey, help them to find and fan that spark into a blaze. 
 
The angel chorus was in an uproar.  It was fine for God to visit the people, and maybe 
even conceivable that God would become human for awhile.  But why some poor 
homeless kid?  How about a prince or a president?  Then God explained that God wasn’t 
interested in living a life full of earthly power:  God wanted to be born in a life where God 
could show people the power of compassion, where God could reach people right where 
they were at, where God could bring healing and wholeness not to the rich and the 
powerful but to ordinary humans.  God didn’t want to be born into the status quo, God 
wanted to challenge the status quo.  And that’s why God had chosen to dwell in the life of 
a poor child with dubious parentage.   
 
The angel chorus became quite discordant.  But this is so dangerous, they worried!  Who 
knew what could happen in such a place.  God had chosen a country under occupation – 
there might be war or imprisonment, there would definitely be poverty and hunger.  God 
would suffer in this life.  It was inconceivable! 
 
God calmed the angels down, and told them that this was exactly the point.  God wanted 
the human beings – the limited, screw-up, clueless human beings – to know that God 
was with them in the darkest times of life, that God had gone through pain and sorrow as 
well, that God knew the risks of caring and loving and did it anyway.  God wanted to live 
in a life where the divine spark could shine so brightly that others would also be inspired 
to let their divine spark shine.  God knew that this Jesus of Nazareth – this poor, 
homeless baby, living in an occupied territory, with two teenaged parents – this was the 
life in which God could so fully shine.   
 
It would be hard and painful and scary.  But it would also be beautiful and joyful and 
meaningful.  God was going.  It was final.  The three head angels would be announcing 
this birth.  It was up to them, God said, if they were going to use their usual scare tactics. 
 
Ray, Mike and Gabe were still and silent as all the angels absorbed the news.  They had 
groaned and complained for so long about having to deal with the humans, and now God 
was going to be one of them.  What’s more, from what God was telling them, there is and 
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had always been a bit of God in each human being.  The very same humans the angels 
had been terrifying were, in their own way, as linked to God as the angels were.   
 
Gabe was the first.  He shaped himself into a column of light, a warm, soothing, peaceful 
column of light.  He made his voice as calming as a lullaby.  He practiced his opening 
line:  “Do not be afraid.”   
But now he meant it:   
“Do not be afraid, humans:  God is with you.”   
“Do not be afraid, vulnerable children:  God is one of you.”   
“Do not be afraid, hurting and frightened people:  God is within you.”   
Ray and Mike and all the angels joined in, turning the words into a heavenly song:  “Do 
not be afraid.” 
 
Not long after, a baby was born in a barn, and rested in the cattle’s feeding trough.  The 
barn was crowded, with animals and shepherds and visitors from far-off lands.  But still 
the three pillars of light found a way in, so they could surround the precious, helpless 
baby – as precious and helpless as every other human baby.  And the angels whispered 
in his ears – his perfect, human ears - “Do not be afraid.” 
 
The angels watched the baby grow.  They saw the divine spark within him grow and 
grow.  They heard his words of compassion and his cries for justice.  They also saw the 
anger and hatred that was thrown at him.  They could do nothing to stop it, just stay 
nearby with their loving light.  And when that powerful, painfully short life was through, the 
angels were glad to once again have God with them in the heavens.  But they had a 
request. 
 
“We are ready” said Michael, “to do more than just be messengers to the humans.  We 
want to dwell with them as you did.”  The angels wanted to take on human form, not as a 
disguise but for a lifetime.  They had seen the human capacity for sacrifice, they had 
seen people show endless compassion, they had witnessed bravery and transformation.  
The angels had finally recognized the divine spark within the people, and even seen it 
grow.  They wanted to be signs of hope as God had been.  They wanted to stir the 
people to justice as God had done.  They wanted to be sources of peace and strength to 
these limited, screw-up, clueless humans.   
 
Mike was most recently born in Cleveland, Ray in Palestine, Gabe in Iraq.  They and the 
other angels have lived more lives than they can count.  Some have been terrifyingly 
short, others long and full.  They have demonstrated compassion to desperate people.  
They have shown the way to peace in the face of conflicts small and large.  They have 
created food and art and objects that bring joy.  They have spoken words of hope to a 
hurting world.   
 
Day after day the angels are among us.  They appear unexpectedly and point us in 
directions we would not have chosen.  They ask us questions we would rather not face.  
But when we look for their light we are never lost.  And when we listen we hear them 
promise:  God is with you.  Do not be afraid.  Amen. 
 


