[a shott comic]

by chanmee p



since i was |ittle, i covld hear
the voices of angels
to me during the nighf



my mother was a deeply
religious woman.

“there are no demons in
this GOd-dweHing home.
the angels watch over you
as you fall asleep.”

they Iingered in the back
of my mind when i would
wake in the morning

and sometimes i
wondered if i stayed
hal|f-awake long enough

i migh’r catch them
Ieaving and say gooclbye.




i would fread precariously between the [ines of
the conscious and vnconscious wotrld,

like a tfrapeez artist

sfaggering-

and if i tipped too far,

Teefering-

between dream and reality.

they would keep
me grounded.

i begon to let my mind
wander dvring doylighf.

perhaps i could see the
cngels when i knew i needed
them most.

but of course,
conjuring them from
the consciouvs mind
was never the same

their su#occfing love.

the incomprehensible

-Feeling of fear.

the desire to run,
but the heavy weighf of
their arms locking me
info place.




was it comforti ng?

was it Terri{ying?

sometimes it was hard fo
know because i felt the

same uncertainty fowards

the ongels that they wrote

about in the hOly Scripfv!’e.

what i came to understand
much |ater was that
my experience with my
bedfime ongels were not
shared with others who had
similar nighﬁime visitors.

they described demons and
witches, with terrifying
limbs and screams that
echoed off the walls.

why were my angels the
way that they were?




I haven’t seen them in a
long time— not since i

stopped going to church.

maybe the next time i
see them, ’/| Iinger in
that sub-conscious state
long enOugh to ask them
if they’ll stay until

sunrise.

end.
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