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Once long ago there was an angel named David. He wasn't the
biggest and strongest angel; nor was he the littlest and weakest -
he was just kind of the middlest angel. He wasn't tall and
handsome; neither was he short or ugly. His hair wasn't the longest
or curliest; neither was it the shortest of the straightest. In
every way he was just the middlest angel there ever was in Heaven
or on Earth.

But what David never recognized was that his heart was the
biggest of any angel. Because of this, He Who Knows All Things
assigned David to be the angel who whispered in children's ears to
help them do the right thing and to say the right thing. David
thought he had been assigned a thankless and very unimportant task
as it never involved parting oceans or causing donkeys to speak,
but he did it anyway and he learned to love all the mortal children
to whom he was sent.

Then one day the greatest of assignments came to all the hosts
of angels in Heaven. The greatest choir in the vast eternities was
to be assembled to announce the birth of one single babe in a very
unimportant village in a very unimportant country. David, knowing
his voice to not be anything very special, was horrified to find
himself assigned to one of the most important ranks within this
heaven-wide choir, and through all the practices he did his best to
appear as invisible as possible and to sing as softly as he could
so his voice would not ruin the efforts of far more gifted angels.
Sopranos voices lifted higher than even angels could fly; bass
voices plunged to depths previously unknown, and through it all
David and his middlest voice whispered somewhere in the middle,
climbing no mountains and carving no valleys.

The night of the child's birth finally came, and all the hosts
of Heaven assembled. To David's surprise, the only mortals who were
to hear this great choir were a few lowly shepherds! Not even
important-looking shepherds at that! But the angels sang and the
shepherds heard and knelt in humble worship. And when the shepherds
trembled in fear the choirmaster stepped forward, singing the
grandest solo ever written for such a voice -

"Fear not: for, behold,

I bring you good tidings of great joy,

Which shall be to all people.

For unto you is born this day

In the city of David

A Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.

And this shall be a sign unto you;

Ye shall find the babe

Wrapped in swaddling clothes,

Lying in a manger."

And the multitude of the heavenly hosts lifted their voice once
more -

"Glory to God in the highest,

And on earth peace,

Good will toward men."

One of the shepherds, not the oldest or wisest, but certainly
not the youngest or most foolish, turned to the others and
exclaimed:

"Let us now go even unto Bethlehem,

and see this thing which is come to pass,

which the Lord hath made known unto us."

The angel choir rushed towards the ground and lined the path
these humble shepherds were to take to the humble stable where the
baby lay, singing their praises until even the rafters of Heaven
seemed to quiver with the spirit of their message. Caught up in the
spirit of their mission, even David's voice rang out without
restraint to proclaim the holy message.

A great light appeared before the shepherds, although they did
not seem to see it - and He Who Is Above All Things was seen by the
angels as walking before the shepherds, making His way towards the
baby. At this, David's voice caught in his throat and choked. When
he continued singing, it wasn't even with his middlest voice, but
his little, whispering voice, afraid to be heard and afraid of
ruining the song for such an important listener. But that Very
Important Listener turned and looked at David, His divine smile
turning to a sad frown for just a moment, and then He motioned for
David to join Him.

Unseen by the shepherds, David the middlest of all angels
followed He Who Sees All Things into the rustic little place where
the baby lay sleeping in his tired mother's arms, the protective,
watchful father standing guard over his little family in the little
cattle stall in the corner of the stable. The shepherds, at the
sight of the little family, knelt and chanted their praise, the
now-unseen angel hosts taking their cue from the humble prayer and
joining in.

He who David had followed into the stable touched the hand of
the baby, and the baby gurgled and waved his hands in ways only
newborn babies can do. Both faces shined with Heavenly light.

"You stopped singing, David," the Heavenly Ruler whispered to
David.

"I was afraid," admitted David. "My voice, and the notes - I
never get them right… "

"Which notes?" asked the Shining One - "Faith? Hope? Charity?
These notes you've sung with exactness and with such sweetness for
an eternity," said the Great One, smiling. "Are there notes more
important than these?"

"But the song… "

"The song is what comes from your heart. It is the heart I
listen for. And while I was listening, there was an emptiness where
your voice should have been."

To this David had nothing to say.

"Now," said the Greatest of All, "Sing for the baby. Sing for My
Son."

"Me?! But why me?"

He Who Is Wiser Than All smiled. "Since the beginning you have
whispered to all the children, and they've heard and followed your
directions back to Me." He turned to the babe in the mother's arms.
"Now he too must hear your songs. He must hear them well enough to
teach them to others. So, no more whispering, David - sing as if
all of Heaven depended on this child to fulfill his purposes."

And David realized that Heaven did in fact depend on this babe
born in a manger!

This time it was not a whisper that came from David's lips.
Neither was it a middlest message or the commonest of tune. But one
of the grand and glorious songs he'd written and hid away in his
heart for half of Eternity, hoping some day to have a voice worthy
of this grandeur. His voice was no better than before, but his love
and faith rang true and lit the heavens and all the hearts around
him with his love and faith. The other angels, awed by both the
song and its singer, quickly found their harmonic parts and sang
with this middlest of all angels, and when all the voices of Heaven
joined together there was not to be heard a more perfect and
pleasing sound in all of creation.

Today, David the middlest of all angels has a new assignment. He
still whispers in the ears of little children to tell them the
right things to do and the right things to say, but now he also
reminds them that no song is perfect if we only whisper or don't
even try to sing. He reminds them that He Who Listens Well is not
listening for perfect notes - He is listening for hearts that love
the Lord and are not ashamed to have this testimony heard.

And, he still sings in the choir.
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