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After a brief bow, Gotha looked up at his king. “Sire, these orders I’ve received are rather … unusual. I figured I would verify they are real, and not some sort of a practical joke.”


“They are real, Captain,” the King told him. “The request has come in from one who has served me faithfully. She is elderly and infirm, and has no remaining relatives to aid her in this matter. You were heading to the area anyway, so I decided you might as well handle this small matter before moving on to your main task. Do you have any objections?”


“No, Sire,” the Captain responded. It was a simple statement of fact, with no trace of any favor seeking. “Your mercy is, as always, overwhelming, and I am honored to serve as your hand in this matter. With your leave?”


At his Lord’s acknowledgement, Gotha turned and exited, fanning his massive wings. And with a mighty leap, this angelic Captain of the Hosts of Heaven launched himself for the planet Earth.


Shortly thereafter, his great wings allowed him to touch down gently in a large field, within the land of Goshen. He surveyed the area intently, seeking that which was required for his assignment. There was a slight rustling about a quarter-mile to the North.


“Aha,” Gotha said to himself. “There is what I need.” He strode rapidly to the edge of a small wood, and at the edge, found the wild lamb he had heard a few moments before. “Come, small one,” he gently said. “Today you must serve your place in your creator’s plan.” The small lamb sat placidly as Gotha drew his sword and quickly killed the beast. He then picked up the bleeding body and began his walk to town.


As he exited the wood and strolled through the fields, his appearance gradually changed. He grew smaller, and the radiance gleaming from his figure began to dim, then vanished all together. His pure white robes somehow changed, taking on the appearance of those worn by the Hebrews in the field around him. By the time he reached the rude structure he was seeking, he looked just like anybody else wandering these poor streets.


The hovel was poorly maintained, and it was obviously as the Lord had told him, this widow no longer had anyone else to care for her. He knocked on the door and waited patiently as the woman inside hobbled to the door. “Little sister,” he asked, as she opened the door, “you have heard what the Lord has commanded for this night?”


“I have heard,” she acknowledged. “But I have no men to seek out a lamb for me, and these limbs no longer have the strength to do it, myself.” She lowered her eyes. “I am afraid this time I will be unable to keep my Lord’s command.”


“Be not down-hearted,” Gotha replied, “for you have served the Lord faithfully these many long years, and even now, you have cried out to him.” He smiled at her. “He has heard your pleas, and has sent me to aide you in this matter.” He lowered the lamb from his shoulder. “Now we must prepare the sacrifice properly. Have you the unleavened bread and the hyssop?” She nodded in wonder. “Then we shall proceed.”


Gotha quickly gathered the firewood, and soon had a small blaze going. Then he dipped the hyssop in the lamb’s blood, and passed it to the old woman, who quaveringly brushed it on the lintel and the two side posts of the door. Meanwhile, Gotha started the lamb to roasting.


“I appreciate your kindness,” the old woman told him, “and I am pleased to be able to fulfill the command of my God, but I still fear what will come tomorrow.” She returned wearily to her chair. “I am old and frail, and when the people leave tomorrow, I likely won’t have the strength to join them.”


“Silly child,” Gotha told her, kindly, “do you doubt the strength of your Lord, or his ability to perform miracles after what you have seen these past few days? I suspect you will find this lamb provides you with the strength you need for the journey. Trust in our Lord, and be not afraid!” He handed her a small piece of the now nicely roasting lamb, and as she ate it, she did find herself feeling stronger.



For another hour, Gotha stayed with the woman, helped her to gather her few belongings, and helped to clean up after the sacrificial lamb, then he rose and took her hands in his. “Little sister, I am pleased to have spent this time with you, but I have other things I must do, this night. Sleep well, and may the Lord bless you.”


“But Moses said none must leave their houses until morning,” the widow replied, “or they would surely die! You must not leave, not after all you have done to help me.” She clung to him, fearfully.


“Nay, child,” he gently removed her hands. “I still have other duties to perform this night. Fear not, for I have the Lords protection upon me, and am about his business.” He opened the door and stepped out. “And now, goodbye. May the Lord bless you and keep you.” And Gotha strolled rapidly away, as the widow closed her door and prepared for bed.


In the middle of the street, Gotha paused, and raised his eyes toward Heaven. “Lord, I thank you,” he cried out “for the chance to serve you in this manner. Your mercy is never-ending!” Tears filled his eyes.


“But now,” he thought to himself, “I have much work to do.”


As he strolled rapidly through the fields, leaving the land of Goshen behind and entering Egypt, his disguise slipped away. As he approached the palace of Pharaoh, he withdrew his mighty sword.


“Imagine that,” the Angel of Death said to himself, as he entered the room of Pharaoh’s firstborn son, “The Lord provides the sacrifice which he, himself, demands!” 
His huge sword descended rapidly, and the night which would see the freeing of the Children of Israel officially began.

