Gabriel


King Darius of Persia strode into his room late at night. Preparations for sleep completed, he literally threw himself into the massive, silk covered divan that was his bed. He lay there, staring blankly at the ceiling as his mind raced:

Will it happen again tonight?

If so, will it end tonight?

Who will win?


The thoughts fled from his head as darkness welcomed and overwhelmed him.


The consciousness of the lord of Persia was awakened and was changed, moving from one dimension to another in the blink of an eye. Darius awoke, standing quickly up in an attempt to see where he had emerged this time. Around him were golden tables, goblets, dishes, and all the implements of a kingly meal.


His attention was wrenched away from the repast by the crash of weapons echoing throughout the vast chamber. A glowing figure came into view from out of a nearby hallway, flowing back and forth in a deadly parody of dancing with a partner of liquid darkness.


Ahhh, Gabriel is at it still. I hope he wins. 


Darius settled down into what would be his seat at the head of the table, and began to reminisce about the first time he had this dream:


At first, like any other night, he had fallen quickly asleep under his silk covers. Also like any other night, he had begun to dream. But not like this; this was not a dream in any rational sense. As he awoke into the dream, he noticed a being of the most beautiful light residing in a chair at his bedside.


“Ah, good. There you are.” The angel glanced up at Darius with a glad smile lighting up his handsome visage. “I need directions on how to find Daniel. You know, your seer?”


“Daniel?” Darius glanced around dazedly. “Who are you?”


“I am the messenger angel, Gabriel. I have been sent with a message from the Most High God for Daniel alone.”


At this the angel stood up, and strode over to lay a hand on the king’s shoulder. “I need your help.”


Darius froze in place with his mouth hanging open, the words stopping dead in his throat. Behind Gabriel stalked a shade cloaked in roiling shadow from out of a nearby hallway. It drew a weapon of blackest obsidian from out of the darkness at its back and lunged forwards with a silent scream.


“Gabriel!” Darius’s cry split the silence like a blade, but the angel was already in motion.


He whirled aside, flowing like a river even while whipping a glowing blade of his own from a sheath at his side. The two swords crashed together with a screech of sparks that exploded outwards as the bodies met, hurling their weight against each other.


The shadow slavered even as it screamed: “This is my land! These are my people! You shall not have it!” It rattled the curved, pointed horns on its head to enunciate the point.


“Ah, Ba’aldread, I have missed you. I have not spoken with you since you fell.” Gabriel flashed a joyous smile at the fuming demon. “Do you mind if I just call you Ba’al since that is what you wish all your worshipers to do?”


“Go ‘way!” The evil spirit was too irate to even formulate words, but instead hurled Gabriel with all the might that darkness could conjure, and the battle was on.


And so it went. For twenty nights Darius had observed this combat, and little victory could be awarded to either side. He wrenched his wandering mind back to the present as both of the spiritual beings appeared, Gabriel slowly backing out into the main room. Ba’al was hurling strike after strike onto the angel’s blade, but the light held. Then Darius had an idea. He lowered his head as he had seen Daniel do, clasped his hands and whispered:

“Oh, Holy Most High, I come as one who does not know you. All I ask is that you help your faithful servant Gabriel, who fights for your cause.”


The demon’s head snapped up, and he screeched with fury. Gabriel began to glow as light suffused him, dancing down his body from head to toe. The cheerful grin he always wore grew into a joyous smile as he flicked one hand towards Ba’al, and the shadow being was hurled backwards. Light coalesced at the tip of his blade, lashing outwards in a blinding wave of power. Ba’al shrieked, writhing in pain at the touch of God. There was a terrible wrenching, a sound like a scream for help, and the creature faded into nothingness, leaving only a small dark slime on the floor where there once stood a terrible being.


Gabriel turned, walked over to the king, and laid a grateful hand on his shoulder.


“Thank you. I have not felt the power of prayer since the days of the Israelite nation.”


All Darius could do was stare: the creature was gone; there was nothing left. It was actually over.

Gabriel threw his head back and laughed. It was a sound of tinkling chimes, of purest, unfettered joy. “Now then. Where is Daniel?”


The king pointed over to the left hallway. “Down three doors on the right.” Relief that the dream might end almost dropped him to his knees. This was out of his league and understanding.

“Thank you. Your assistance has made this whole process much simpler.” Gabriel turned away, and began to stride back to the hallway. Suddenly, he jerked to a halt, and his head whipped around. At the end of the hallway stood two shades, the same as the earlier one, but altogether different at the same time.

Power radiated off of these creatures in waves of darkness, churning the very air around them. They carried themselves like beings who were born into power, and who knew how to wield it effectively. In their obsidian claws they grasped shifting blades of purest shadow, dancing to a crooked, twisted tune known only to them. As one, they sauntered forward, stopping only a few feet from Gabriel.


“We are the kings of Persia, Ba’alrage and Ba’algreed are we. What have you done with our prince? Where is Ba’aldread?” They took another threatening step forward as they awaited the answer.


“He is defeated. He is done.” Gabriel, even knowing he was grossly outmatched, drew himself up proudly, although defeat shown through the false rebellion in his eyes. “The Lord has decreed it his time.”


As one, the demons threw back the shadow that cloaked them, revealing rigid spikes running up and down their backs. Crooked, bat-like wings grew from their shoulders, pointed with single claws at the tips. Their ancient, gnarled faces were twisted with rage to the point of spittle dripping off the gleaming tusks jutting from their mouths. They raised their swords in unison, and cried “Then it is your time as well!”

Twin beams of darkness swirled into being, and blasted heaven’s lone messenger against the wall, a single tree standing before the hurricane. The angel’s only defense, his sword, was shattered against the ground as it was torn from his grasp. Darkness formed chains, and he was forced to his knees, cowed and defeated before the shadows.


Darius, watching this happening, fell to his knees as well. Tears ran down his face in sheets, as he cried out to the Lord: “Oh Most High One! Is there not one in your kingdom whom you can spare to save your poor servant Gabriel?”
