Claire’s Story



“How cav I telll yowthat I love, I love yow,

But I cavt think of the right wovds to-sauy. ..

I long to-tell yow that I'mv always thinking of you,
I'mv always thinking of yow, but my words just blow
away, just blow away...

It always ends up to-one thing, honey,

And I convt think of the right words to-say...”

Cat Stevens



New angels are very roare invheoven. I don't know why
that is: it just is. Somehow, it always seeams to-work
out that there are just one or two- new angels at o
time inv heawven. Now, that's no-t too-bad really
because the older angels dote over the little ones. In
foct, baby angels might even be said to-be spoiled, if
such v thing conv happeny, from all the attention they

receive,

Heowen doesn't change much: it doesnw't have to;
really. For years and yeows new angels came; lived
with the older angels, and grew into-old angels
themselves. Everyone seemed pretty happy - there
wasnwt much to- be unhappy about. There were choves
to-do; and songs to-sing, clouds to-tend;, children o
eawthvto-watch over; all ivv all, heawven was ov pretty

good place.

Time passed slowly in heaven, and angels hawve mawvy
things to-do. It hadwt occurred to-any of the older
angels that o baby hadw't visited thew inv o long
while. But the oldest of the angels noticed that
something was missing, some new joy, a spark of life.
A baby hadwt been with them for a long while.

Now, I dowt know how these things happen, but one

day the older angels got to-talking. They wondered
what was wrong. It had been too-long since a young
one visited them. Yes, it had beenwtoo-long: was

something the maiter?

We all know that heowew is perfect; how could
something be wrong? That's where Claire comes iny
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youw see, Claire was av baly angel. It seems that she
was found by a group of angels the same day that the
older angels wondered if something was wrong.

Baby angely ave always found. They usually turn up
by v cloud, or next to-a fountain, ov in another
angel's bed. I cant figure it out, that's just the way it
s

But, we were talking about Claire. She was beautiful,
evew for omvangel. She had blond, curly hair; rosy red
cheeks and o little dimple at the corners of her moutiv
whew she smiled. Claire always smiled. Oh, and her
wings - they were like gossamer - shimmering ands
sparkling like the glint of sunlight ow avpool of water.
Yes, Claire was beautiful and all the older angels
loved her at once.



The older angels took turnsg watching Claire ands
teaching her things that she would need to-know. She
learned how to-sing her hymns;, and it was very
pleasant to-heaw her singing in her high-pitched little
voice. She went with the older angels when they went
to-watch over the boys and girly ow eowtiv. She
learned how to-tend the clouds;, and cleawn the stows so-
they shined ever so-brightly. But best of all, she liked
to- listen to-the older angels talk about God. She oftevw
asked them to-tell her the “God stories,” as she called
them, and would sit and listen to-thewm for howry at v

time.

Some of the older angels had actually seen God;, and
a few had talked to-Him. Claire wondered what God
way like. Oh; she knew from the songs that He was
good and kind, but she wondered what God was
really like. Would He be handsome, she wondered,
and would He like young angels? Would He like to-
foll thwough he clouds and bump from one to-the
next, laughing for the funv of it? Would His laughv be
wowrmv ond joyful, and would he like to-sing? Could
yow hug God, and would He hug back; was God afraids
at night, whew only the stawrs luwmined the night?
But how cawv yow ask these things of God, whew yowre
only av baby angel? Did God hawve time for balby
angels; i seemed that running the whole universe was
a very big job, after all.

Claire liked being onw eawth watching over the little
children. On eoawth, childrew seemed to-be the saume
age as Claire. It was nice to-be near someone her oww
age; not that heawvenw waswt nice, but everyone was so-

5



much older thow she was. There were older people o
eouwth, too: they were called mothers ond fathers.
Clavire liked the mothers aond fathers because they took
cawe of the babies and childven. But it seemed that
each one of the children had only one mother and
only one father.

Now, Claire began to-wonder. How come childrev ow
eawtihvhad only one mother and father, but Claire
had so-many? Claire told this to-the other angels -
she thought it was unfair. How come the childres o
eauwthv had only one mother and father, but Claire
had so- maryy?

“Why Claire, we're not your mother ov father. We awve
Jjust other angels. Angles have no- mother or father, at
least, not like children onw eartivdo;” said the other

angels.

And what seemed unfair to-the poor eawtivchildren
Jjust v few momenty before;, now tuwrned info- something
fow worse for Clavive. For it was Claive who-had no-
mother or father; it was Clavire who- was all alone.




Now, angels are not supposed to-be sad. How can yow
sing beautiful songs if yowr heowt is breaking? How
cawv yow mend the silver lining of o cloud whew your
eyes awe fllled withvteawrs? How couv yow fly about ow
gossamer wings wheasv yow are weighted doww by
cares? How conv a little angel be so-alone inv v heavesv
filled withv other angels? I cannot say, for I cannot
read info-heawts. But it I could, I would tell yow that
Claire’s heowt was broken.

Claire was sitting onw av cloud:. It used to-be her
fovorite cloud - the cloud she would come to-whew she
practiced her favorite songs, ov played with her
friends the butterflies, or laughed at fun the Little
children onw eartiv were hawving - but now it was just av
cloud. She ways sitting on the cloud and trying
browely to- sing av song; but all she could do-was cry.

“Why awe yow crying, little one?” said av monvw who-
appeared next to-her on the cloud.

“Pardon me, sir?” asked Claire.

“Why awe yow crying, little one. This is heaven; no-one
and brushed aside av strond of golden haiv that got
v her eyes.

“Ohy it nothing, sir; I'mvjust sad. I'mvtrying to-sing,
and clean the clouds, and watch the childyer o
eawth, like I uwsed to. I'ltry hawrder,” said Claive as
she wiped av stravy teow from her eye.



“Dow't be sad, Claire; heawvew iy not aplace for
Z ‘))

“Okay; I wonwt be sad. Yow know, I've never seevv yow
before; and I thought I knew everyone i heavewn.”

“Heavew iy av big place; Claive.”

“Are yow anv angel?” asked Clavire.

“No-Claire, I'm not anv angel.”

“Are yow o mowvthen? I've never seesv ov mouv inv
heaver before, but I suppose that’s possible,” said
Claire as she concentrated on the moww's face.”

“No;, I'mv not o mauwv either, Claive.”

“Oh, I see. Hey, yow know my naume, but I dowt know
yowr noume..”

“T hawe mawvyy naumes; Clavire, but yow canw all me
Yahweh; it is my foworite naume.”

“That's a furwy naume; why iy it your fovorite?” asked
Clovire.

“Because it iy the naume I call myself.”

“Oh; then I guess it's v pretty good name;” said Claive;
as she sniffled.



“Now tell me Claire, why yow awe crying?” asked
Yahweh.

“Oh; i's not importont.”

“It's very important to-me; Claire;” said Yahweh.
“Welly I forgot,” said Claire.

“Come closer Clavire, ond sit by me.”

And Claire rose and sat next to-Yalhweh.

“Yow awe quite pretty, Claire. Have the other angels
watched over yow and taumght yow well?”” said
Yadhweh, as he smiled at Claire.

“Ohl yes, they’re very kind and I love them very nmuich.
Its just that I wish... o, never mind; forget it.”

“What shouwld I forget?” asked Yadhweh.

“Well, I wishvI had o mother aond father,” said Claire
as she burst into-tears.

Yadhweh took Clavive into- his arms, and held her close
to-himself. “I amthe way, the truth, and the life,
little Clavive. I o who-am, who- made this heaven,
eantivand stowrs. And I am also-the One who- made
you, Clavire. I amv youwr Father, Claire: yow owe not
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“Yow awre my Father?”



“Yes, I am.”

“And yow made me?”

“Yes, I made yow, and I Love you, Claire.”

“How come I hawve never seenv you?” asked Claire.

And Yahweh, knowing that Claire meant her questiov
not as o reproach; but to-understand; said “Yow have
childrenw ow earth, invthe stars at night, inthe other
angels: For I made them as well, and they take o my
life as I give it to-themu. Yow have seen me every day of
your life,; Clavire, but did not know where or how to-

“But why did yow come now?” asked Claire.

“Because yow needed me. I came to-talk to-yow, and
hold yow, and tell yow that I love yow.”

“Wll yow always be there whew I need youw?”

“Yes Clavire, I will always be heve. I o your Father,
ond that is what I amvfor,” said Yalweh. And as He
smiled at Claive, it way like the sun buwsting from
behind o cloud, or v milliow stowrs powring their light
fromthe sky; and Claire had to-look away just for the
briefest of seconds. And then His face was visible, and
Clavire could look at Him divectly.
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“Thank yow for coming, Father. Yow must be very busy
though, withv all that yow hawe to-do- I will
understond if yow have to-go- soon.”

But Yahwetv stayed withv Claive for o long time: Claive
sang for Him, and showed Him where the butterflies
came;, and they looked together at the childres
playing o eantiv. And whew it was time for Yahwel to-
go; Claire was very happy.

“Call me whew yow awe inv need, little one, and I willy
be there. Yow awre special to-me;, my child. Rememlber
to- help the older angels, and core well for yowr
butterflies. I love yow, Claive.”

“I love yowtoo; Father.”

Clavire passed many days and years inv heaven. She
would talk to-Yalwel from time to-time. And she
remembered the sound of his laughter as they playyed
witihvthe butterflies. She remembered how beautiful
His voice was whenw He sang to-her, and she
remembered the fun they had as they fell througiv the
clouds, and bumped from one to-another, finally
landing onw one special cloud and sitting together
without talking as they watched the sunset. And she
remembered that He was not afraid of the dowkness
that fell after sunset, for He made the dovkness and

Claire remembered these things whew she was av simall

angel; for she was grownw now. And each angel whew
they are full-grown must hawve av task that they
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perform. I dowtknow why that is - it just is. Each of
the angels picks their task, ov their task picks them; it
s hawrd to- say. And each of thew does something that
expresses their true nature; and no- matter what the
task, each angel is happy to-do- it. And inveach task
that they do-they are joyful, and invtheir joy they give
thanks to- God.

But Clavive’ s task was different thanw most, because even
if Claire didnwt hawe to-perform a task, she would
hove. It just seemed that Claire was supposed to-do-
this; it was what she was made to-do. Yow see, Claive
chose to-be a guardion angel. Her work was doww o
eawtiv. For she loved the eawtivand ity childrew - for
her Father made them,; just as He made her.
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Now, evenw among guoardiow angels, there are
different sorts. Claire was av special guawrdionw angel,
for she would watch over those childven who-didw't
have ov mother orv father. And she would guoawd them
and watch over them and ask her Father to-help
them, as e helped her. And Claire would whisper to-
themv invthe night that they were not alone; that God
loved them, and that He would be with thew when
they needed Him.

And sometimes ov child would hawve v dreauw of v
beautiful angel;, walking thwough ov garden withv av
mownv whose name was “I am.” And just before the
child would wake; the angel would turw to-them and
tell them that they were loved.
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