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Michael


Darius began to feel a subtle peace flood over his heart. His tears seemed to dry of their own accord as thoughts began to force their way through his despair: Everything was going to be all right. The Most High One was in control. Fear was a thing of the past.

Blazing, blinding light emerged, rising right out of the ground. It formed itself into a cylindrical shape, reaching up almost six inches above the king’s forehead.

“I AM!” A crescendo of voices echoed throughout the dinner hall.


Tears of thankfulness flowed down Gabriel’s face, washing away the fear and despair that had overtaken the normally joyous face. “HE has sent me help! I am saved…”


The demon lords, Ba’alrage and Ba’algreed, quavered where they stood. Their ancient, gnarled faces were wrinkled in fear, shock, and resentment.

“This is our fight. The LORD has promised to stay out of this!” They cried in anger.


“AND SO I WILL!” The mysterious speaker answered. “I WILL SEND MY LOYAL SERVANT IN MY STEAD!” 


The column of liquid brightness snapped open, and a being of infinite beauty strode forth. Wings of golden feathers flanked him as he fluttered through the air to land next to Gabriel. His perfect face issued a plain statement: “I am the arch-angel Michael. All who are of darkness know fear and despair. Flee; it is your only chance.”


The twin shadows sniffed in indignation. “That is for us to decide.”


Michael drew forth his weapon: A blade of the purest light to combat the darkest shadow; flames danced upon the blade as if eager to destroy the shadows writhing on the blades across from it. He flicked the hand that wielded this blade, and some of the fire leapt forth, burning Gabriel’s bonds to ashes.


“My eternal friend.” The lesser angel fled to Michael’s side and bowed one knee before him. “Yet again, you have my utmost thanks.”


“It is nothing.” A brief flash of teeth enunciated Michael’s point. Then his face became grave again as he noticed the two demons creeping towards them. “Will you uphold me before the Father?”

“It will be my pleasure.” Gabriel fell back, falling to his knees once he had reached a safer distance. He began to cry out, his speech flowing in such a way that no mortal could ever comprehend the power of the words being spoken.


Michael began to glow. His feathered wings radiated the power of his compatriot’s prayer, and his blade’s flames howled as they changed; a burning red fell before a deep, luminescent blue.

The shadows screamed as they witnessed their impending doom come about. Darkness began to swirl as they beat the air with their foul, veined wings in a failed attempt to flee. The light mercilessly blazed about their heads, forcing them back to the ground.

“I cannot deal with this! We can win, my brother!” Ba’alrage roared. He threw himself forward, whirling his blade in a furious attempt to scare Michael. The angel didn’t even try to step out of the way. He flowed forwards, meeting the demon headlong in a thunderous crash. The angelic being hurled the demon away the moment their blades crossed, heaving it backwards.

Then Darius realized the yawning chasm of difference that existed between a messenger and one of the arch-angels of the LORD.

As the demon king and Michael clashed again, the fires burning along the angelic blade began to intertwine with the shadows leaking out of the demonic one. A rending screech exploded outwards from the two weapons as the demonic blade shattered in the creature’s hands. 

The shadows boiled as Ba’alrage screamed his silent wrath, fleeing back to stand once again besides Ba’algreed.


“My brother: I have been defeated. What shall we do now?”


The other demon whirled on his defeated companion. “You fool! We should have done it together! Now we are nothing…”


It was the darkness’ turn to show fear. Their faces began to fall as the final truth was upon them.


“All right. I’ve waited long enough.” Michael leapt up into the air, and came crashing down between the shades in the middle of the roiling clouds that trailed the two. 


His brilliant light blasted the entire cloud to nothing, leaving only the two old, crooked spirits before his righteous wrath.


The twin beings of eternal shadow shared one last glance, and then they did the only thing they could: fled. Small puffs of darkness jetted from the earth as they ran. Once the two reached the opposite walls from each other, they seemed to merge with the palace itself and vanished.


Michael sighed, and his wings rippled as he turned to Gabriel and Daniel.

“Thus goes all evil.” With those simple words, he launched himself into the air, and he was gone. A single feather floated down to the ground, almost as if it was a testament of Michael’s existence.


“So be it.” Gabriel stretched his figure out from its kneeling position.


“And now, I must go to Daniel.” The messenger turned and began to move towards the finish of his objective, but now with nothing to thwart his efforts. “I thank you for your kind assistance.”

The king fell before the darkness of sleep, and he began to doze in the chair where he sat. A gentle, loving hand reached down and touched Darius, morphing his consciousness to what it had been before all of the events had been witnessed.


Darius felt his body jerk, and he crashed to the ground as the sheets slid out from under him. It was done! The dream had ended, and what an ending!

Once he had crawled back into bed, he decided to try once again to sleep. When his eyelids had almost won the battle with his mind, a flitting shadow drew them open once again.

Strange. There is no one else besides me in this room.


In his head, an ancient, grating, and inherently evil voice echoed: “We may have run, but we are not finished yet.”


Darius could have sworn he knew that voice, but he just couldn’t….couldn’t….place it. It was as if he had heard it in a dream…

