
	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	By: 

	Herbert De Leon

	 

	Book Cover by:

	Jairus Arnie Tabanera

	 

	Edited by:

	Sara Miller

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Copyright © 2026 by Herbert De Leon

	All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

	 


 

	 

	 

	For Che & Caelin

	and to our beloved departed

	Momsie Annabelle

	Auntie Cynthia

	Auntie Marsha

	Uncle Raul



	




	Table of Contents

	 

	Preface

	Chapter 1

	Chapter 2

	Chapter 3

	Chapter 4

	Chapter 5

	Chapter 6

	Chapter 7

	Chapter 8

	Chapter 9

	Chapter 10

	Chapter 11

	Chapter 12

	Chapter 13

	Chapter 14

	Chapter 15

	Epilogue

	Appendix A-1

	The Taudian Kingdoms

	Appendix A-2

	The Alagasi, Kapir, and Merfolk Kingdoms

	Appendix B-1

	Map of Kaluwalhatian Before the Kanibusanan

	Appendix B-2

	Map of Kalupaan Before the Great Flood

	Appendix C

	Pantheons of the Dians and Their Poons

	Appendix D

	Glossary and Bestiary as of 2026

	

	




	

Preface


	 

	With the first of the three main chapters of the Alamat series concluded in Kanibusanan, I wanted to start working on a trilogy of books that serve as a prequel to the main story. My purpose for this prequel trilogy is to add context to the extensive history of the Dians, Poons, Yawàs, and every other mythological being in the series.

	The Immortal Realm of Kaluwalhatian is the first of three, each of which will come out at the tail end of the three chapters in the entire Alamat series. But unlike my previous books, Kaluwalhatian is not a novel in the traditional sense, with a protagonist who follows a straight narrative. This is a mythology book that covers everything from the creation of the universe to the coming of the Lakandians... at least by the end of the last book.

	It is also a deep dive into the gods and deities of Kaluwalhatian. This book will cover much about who the all-powerful Dian creator gods were, how and why they created the lesser Poon deities, and how they influenced everything long before they fell into the Great Sleep.

	Another aspect of the series that this book will dive into are the Yawàs, or the dark gods, but before they fell into darkness. It will also cover the origins of first humans, the powerful Taudians, and the gentle-hearted giants known as the Alagasi. It will also include the origins of several other beings, such as the first enkanto spirits, and the creation of nilalang-lubong, or earth-bound creatures, like the kapres, tikbalangs, duwendes, and others of their ilk.

	Given this book's complexity and historical scope, the amount of research and note-taking I needed was tedious, to say the least. Unlike in the previous Alamat books, where I had the benefit of using the original epic as my blueprint for the story, the amount of mythology I had to weave together to form my own was quite staggering.

	Not only did I have to read about the various pantheons of ancient Filipino deities and spirits, but I also had to ensure the lore and tales made sense as I wove them into the tapestry of my story. Though I already had an idea of how my mythology would come together as far back as Lam-ang, adding in all the intricate details, such as the names of places, timelines, deities and their backstories, as well as the various names I created, was very consuming.

	It took me quite a while to organize my notes on these different aspects of the general mythology. As such, I decided to add several appendices that included detailed maps of the ancient realms, a list of the different kingdoms and pantheons of gods and men, and an ever-growing glossary of words and terms, both from the various folklore and those that I’ve made up based on different Filipino dialects and have been using thus far.

	The use and purpose of these appendices was intended, not just for the casual reader, but for me as well. It had gotten to a point where if I hadn’t made them, it would have been far more challenging to recall all the things that I’ve previously mentioned and conjured in the last seven books.

	So, to my esteemed readers, I hope this book not only enhances your appreciation for Philippine mythology but also deepens your understanding of my personal take on it and the world I’ve been building and continue to build with every book.

	 

	 

	-- Herbert De Leon

	December 7, 2025

	 

	
Chapter 1

	The Beginning

	 

	In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth. Now the earth was formless and empty, darkness was over the surface of the deep, and the Spirit of God was hovering over the waters. And God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light.

	
	
- The Book of Genesis 1:1-3




	 

	 

	L


	ong before the beginning of the three realms, there was nothing but the empty sky, a boundless sea, and immeasurable darkness. A time before the sun and the moon, before spirits and life itself. This was a time before all—a time before the very notion of time itself even existed. 

	There was nothing... save for the One.

	The One was the being before all else. The One is, was, and shall always be of everything, everywhere, and of all time. He whose existence was the thread that wove the fabric of the eternal.

	The One’s name was Maykapal, and He was light and life incarnate. Though formless and devoid of shape, the grandeur of Maykapal’s light and being was truly indescribable. He encapsulated the essence of reality itself through every fragment of His existence, as He was the absolute constant in the universe.

	But when Maykapal arrived in the vast, empty realm, He saw the enormity of its nothingness and was saddened by it. The dark sea beneath Him was motionless and devoid of anything, just as the barren sky was without marvelous glimpses of light nor the whisper of a breeze.

	“This cannot be,” Maykapal said, not in a voice that traverses the expanse but rather as an undeniable thought. “There must be more, and more there shall be—I’ll just need to create it.”

	From His divine presence, Maykapal extended five appendages that dove deep into the dark, lifeless waters of the near-bottomless sea, where He took hold of the hidden land at the very bottom. With great effort and time, He pulled the secret loam from beneath and created a flat, dry terrain from which He would use to begin a new realm.

	But as He looked around the land that He had wrought, Maykapal noticed the five bottomless pits where His appendages had dug. He wasn’t pleased to see them at first and considered collapsing them, but reconsidered as their presence ultimately meant nothing to Maykapal. He then thought of them as a feature rather than a blight and simply ignored them and began contemplating what He should do next.

	His desire to create something beautiful, sublime, and divine was irrefutable. Though an all-powerful being, Maykapal had no imagination or vision for how to achieve it. So, He decided that to create the realm that He yearned for, He would first need to create beings of emotion and imagination.

	He would bestow upon them a fraction of His divine might so that they could carry out the task for which they were created. With the desire to make such beings fastened to His thoughts, Maykapal began by extracting a modicum of His divine light and made the first creator gods, beings whom He named Dians.

	*****

	Removing three shapeless forms of living light from Himself and setting them on the ground, Maykapal created the first creator gods. Like Himself, these Dians were powerful, formless beings of light. But unlike their creator, these new gods were individuals, different but similar in power.

	He had bestowed upon them the power of creation or the ability to manifest and control the búhiwag, the living light of Maykapal. He also gifted them with intelligence, imagination, desire, and emotions. But above all else, Maykapal gave his Dians the blessings of free will and individuality.

	Given the latter, the first action the Dians took was to give themselves individual names. Names that would differentiate one from the other.

	“I am the Dian Kaptan,” one of the Dians said through the power of his thoughts. “I am here to serve you, my... Ama (Father), and to do your bidding.”

	“I am Dian Magbabaya,” the second Dian said next. “I, too, am here to do your bidding, Amang Maykapal.”

	The last of the three approached Maykapal and said to his creator, “I am Dian Bathala, my Ama. What is it that you wish to have us do?”

	“I am very pleased to see that the knowledge I’ve bestowed upon you allows all of you to communicate well with each other,” Maykapal told the three. “The fact that you have self-awareness and have given yourselves names tells me that all of you shall make great individuals and fine creators. But why do you call me Ama? Why this name when you know that I am Maykapal?”

	“It is because you are our creator, Amang Maykapal,” Dian Kaptan replied. “As such, you are not just our maker, but our... Ama as well.”

	“So please tell us, Ama, what is it that you wish of us?” Dian Magbabaya asked.

	“I desire to see this realm become full and enriched in splendor. Though I have the power to do this myself, being who and what I am, I simply lack the vision and imagination to do so,” Maykapal replied. “So to you, my Dians, do I bequeath this task.

	“Though you have great power within you when I made you, it is not unlimited and infinite, such as mine. This, along with your sense of self and individuality, allows you to have creativity and imagination to do what the unparalleled cannot. But this realm is vast, and the labor I require is difficult. In order to accomplish them, there must be more of you.”

	With that, Maykapal grew brighter just as He did when He created the three. Fragments of His búhiwag separated from His being and landed on the flat ground next to each other.

	As it was with the first three, these new deities, these creator gods, were given a fraction of Maykapal’s power as well as an individual sense of being. And just as it was with the first three, the new Dians had chosen a name by which to call themselves.

	Each spoke through thought, introduced themselves to one another, and to their creator. They named themselves Alunsina, Ama-Gaolay, Ampu, Bagatulayan, Bulon La Mogoaw, Buni, Mangilai, Gamhanan, Gugurang, Gutugutumakkan, Kabunyan, Kadaw La Sambad, Laon, Magwala, Mah-nongan, Makaako, Makapangwa, Makapatag-Malaon, Malayari, Manama, Mangetchay, Mangindusa, Mayo, Meketefu, Melu, Minaden, Nanolay, Pamulak Manobo, Parsua, Taganlang, Tagbusan, Tohan, and Tungkung Langit.

	Along with Bathala, Kaptan, and Magbabaya, Maykapal created a total of thirty-six Dians tasked to create a realm of light and beauty in an otherwise barren and desolate place.

	“Before I send you off to the different corners of this realm, I would like to give you one final gift,” Maykapal said as a loud thunderous noise exploded from His being. 

	“I give to you the gift of sound. Together with the gift of my búhiwag, may you fill every corner of this realm with not just unfathomable beauty to behold, but that to hear as well.”

	And with this new gift from Maykapal, the Dians spoke to each other in a language they called Diangwika and sang praises to their Father in melodic voices, creating an unseen splendor in music.

	With the gifts of light and sound at their disposal, the Dians spread across the naked realm and began what they called the Dakúlang-Pagtuga, or the Grand Creation.

	 


Chapter 2

	The Grand Creation

	 

	B


	efore heading out to do as they were told, the Dians discussed among themselves how they should go about creating the realm their Creator had envisioned. Being the first of their race created by Maykapal, Dians Bathala, Kaptan, and Magbabaya, took charge of the group and assumed the temporary mantle of leadership to organize the others before they embarked upon the great task that stretched before them.

	“As there are three primal elements that exist in the realm, I propose that we divide ourselves into three groups that oversee the development of these elements,” Bathala suggested. “I shall take with me a third of our kin to go about reshaping the ground beneath us.”

	Dian Magbabaya spoke next, “Then I would also take a third to the far edges of this realm and stir the vast oceans that surround these very lands. Though it may stretch out to the very ends of the realm, we shall make of it such beauty and splendor worthy of Ama’s approval.”

	“Then I suppose that the task of claiming the sky shall fall upon me and the remaining Dians,” Dian Kaptan said last. “Though the sky is but an empty space, we shall do our utmost best to breathe light and wonderment into it to accompany all your labors and do our Ama proud.”

	With a loud yet soothing voice, Maykapal spoke to them. “I am truly excited to see and experience all that you... My children will craft to make this realm a spectacle to behold. But I must warn you that as vast as this realm might be, it is not without its limits.”

	The Dians were surprised to hear this and suddenly felt a foreboding uneasiness.

	“I am warning all of you not to stray too far beyond the limits of this realm. Do not dig too deep, explore too wide, nor fly too high, for beyond this realm is another. It is called the Andunod, the realm of nothingness,” Maykapal warned his children. “To call it a realm would be an exaggeration. It is an empty void that only I can traverse. The moment you see and feel the absence of all, stay clear and return as soon as you can. Powerful as I made you my children, entering the void will consume you and all that you are.”

	With the stern warning from their father and with gifts of sound and His living light, the newly born Dians scattered across the realm and took up the act of creation.

	*****

	Dian Bathala, together with Dians Ama-Gaolay, Bagatulayan, Buni, Kabunyan, Mah-nongan, Makapangwa, Malayari, Mangetchay, Mayo, Nanolay, and Parsua, headed north to the topmost corner of the realm until they reached the point where the land met the sea.

	“This is it. This is where we shall begin,” Dian Bathala told the others. “From here, we shall spread our ranks to the left and right and make our way back from where we began and move even farther past.”

	“And what is it that you think we should do?” Dian Buni asked as he floated in his formless mass of bright, white light next to Dian Bathala.

	“The land is flat and devoid of shape,” Dian Mangetchay answered him. “I suggest we give it shape, depth, and height. We should randomly elevate portions of the land and deepen others.”

	Dian Kabunyan reached down with a tendril-like appendage and scooped up a piece of the gray, dry earth. “It is also deprived of color. We can add colors to the earth to give it magnificence and make it pleasurable to behold.”

	“Yes, colors as radiant as those that can be seen in Ama’s light,” Dian Malayari exclaimed.

	With a common aspiration and a unified resolve, the Dians began the long, arduous task of reshaping the land. Using the unmitigated power of their búhiwag to raise and burrow through the land, some Dians began by carving the mountains and hills out of the raised earth. In contrast, the others excavated serpentine-like crevices and fissures along its smooth surface.

	With the voice afforded by Maykapal, the other Dians altered the form and quality of the earth itself. By changing the composition of the ground and remolding it into gold, silver, and other metals and minerals, what once was gray and lifeless gleamed with all the colors of Maykapal’s light.

	*****

	On the far southern shores of the realm, Dian Magbabaya and his group stared out into the vast, unmoving waters towards the horizon where the empty sky touched the sea. “What should we make of this?” he mused as he asked the rest.

	“These waters are still, gray, and unmoving. How are we to create splendor in something so dull?” Dian Melu asked.

	“I, for one, would like to begin by adding color and radiance to the water,” Dian Magbabaya answered.

	“And what about that which lies beneath it?” Dian Bulon La Mogoaw asked next. “Though we cannot see what lies underneath the calm surface, surely something must exist beneath.”

	“Then let us explore it,” Dian Kadaw La Sambad replied. “I shall accompany you while the others do what the first of us suggested.”

	The two Dians dove deep into the water’s depths while the others used their búhiwag to alter the dead gray waters into a golden, glistening sea. Others, such as Dian Meketefu and Minaden, began stirring the sea itself, creating movement both above and below the surface.

	Soft, gentle waves started caressing the edge of the land where Dian Taganlang altered the earth and where he made the glistening beaches of the realm. He reformed the earth into fine sand made of white diamonds that reflected the light of Maykapal Himself, illuminating the beaches in soft, tranquil light.

	When Dian Bulon La Mogoaw and Kadaw La Sambad finally returned from the depths, they told the others that most of the ocean floor was so deep that the light of Maykapal himself could not reach it. To remedy the darkness, they raised portions of the ocean floor to a depth where surface light could reach them. They also transformed the wet, dark rock into gold and silver, while others became crystals of numerous colors.

	However, the deepest regions of the ocean floor, located near the edge of the realm, remained untouched. Though covered in shadow and gloom, they thought it best to leave it be as a warning and a reminder to stay clear of the Andunod.

	*****

	During this time, as the rest of the Dians carried out the Dakúlang-Pagtuga of the land and sea, Dian Kaptan and his group were hovering hundreds of miles above them. They gazed out into the void of emptiness that was the sky and pondered how to go about altering... nothing.

	They looked down upon the realm and saw their kin as they went about the task of transforming the ground and sea. Dian Kaptan then gazed at the vast emptiness that surrounded them and asked, “How do we even begin? I see the others transforming the solid ground and conforming seas, but air?”

	“We should begin with the sky, Dian Kaptan,” Dian Tungkung Langit responded. “Intangible as it may be compared to the ground and the sea, but influence it we can. The very fact that it is dull and gray all but tells me that we can change its color with our búhiwag.”

	“The only question we should ask ourselves is what color should we choose and how radiant should it be?” Dian Alunsina seconded.

	“Why not all of them?” Dian Tohan spoke next. “Let us recreate a sky whose colors run a different hue and tinge every so often. From red to orange to yellow to green until it cycles back to a fiery crimson, only to cycle again until the end of time.”

	“Yes! I can already see the magnificence and grandeur of it all,” Dian Kaptan exclaimed. “But why stop at that? Just as Dian Magbabaya and the rest of our kin create unending motion on the water of this realm in the form of waves, let us create eternal movement upon the stagnant air around us. Let’s create a soft, blowing breeze that forever circulates this realm, invisible yet comforting as it passes by.

	“And in the sky, let us create white wisps of dancing clouds that follow the flow of the winds. We can leave them aloft, far and above the earth, forever traversing with the winds.”

	“With all of our lofty ideas and imaginings, surely Ama will be gladdened and be well pleased,” Dian Taganlang told the others.

	“Then we should make haste and create a world of the sky worthy of Ama’s wishes upon this realm,” Dian Kaptan finally said as they spread out across the sky above the realm they had selected and took up their work just as they had discussed.

	*****

	As the Dians labored away, shaping and reshaping the earth, sea, and sky, a Dian named Parsua had an epiphany one day. As the Dian raised a large swath of land and created a tall golden mountain independent of the nearby mountain ranges, a thought suddenly occurred to him.

	The idea came to him so abruptly and with no context that the Dian speculated it might have come from Maykapal Himself, as though the will of their Father had somehow manifested itself in his thoughts, with intent or even by happenstance.

	Dian Parsua stopped what he was doing, thinking, What if I give myself a defined form and structure? Would such a thing be even possible?

	He then questioned why he should even consider such an exceptional undertaking. The Dian contemplated the purpose of endowing himself with such an elaborate transformation. What would that accomplish? But as he delved even deeper inside his thoughts and insights, the answer that came to him was simply that it had to be done.

	Unable to find a definitive answer or resolution, he took it upon faith in the assuredness of what he felt needed to be done as he focused his thoughts upon himself, and with his búhiwag, he began fashioning two arms for himself.

	And on the tip of each arm was a hand with five uneven fingers. He then created two legs with two knees that bent, and on the tip of each leg was a foot. Just as he did with his hands, he made five toes on each foot to give his form a firm foundation upon which to stand.

	He then formed a solid core at the center of his four extremities, like the heart of a mountain, supporting cliffs and ridges protruding from its sides. And when all of it was complete, including every muscle that pushed and pulled in concert, he began forming his head.

	Upon his head, he created the seat of his very being, the home where his very consciousness resides. He then crafted a face with two ears for which to hear the sounds of the realm, a mouth to speak his words, two eyes for which to view the wonders of creation, and then finally a nose.

	The last pair of orifices that he created gave Dian Parsua an entirely new sense of how he perceived the realm. With his sense of smell, he then experienced the realm in a way that completed his connection to it. A connection that augmented his relationship to the world around him and his love for it.

	Finally, when he completed every minute detail of his new bodily form, Dian Parsua created an emblem across his chest. An emblem of two, four-sided diamonds, one inside the other, with two hook-shaped extensions extending past the corners of the outer diamond. This shape had four V-shaped lines where the hooks crossed, and was decorated with dots throughout. He knew what this meant, though he didn’t know how he knew; it was a symbol for his namesake.

	Unlike how they would appear in the days before and during the Dakilang Pagtulog, the Dians in those early years wore no clothes or raiment, as there was absolutely no need for them to do so.

	It took him a few moments to adjust to the new form that he had given himself. His body was made of the same living light that Maykapal had given him, both physical and magical at the same time.

	But his new shape had given the Dian a newfound meaning to his existence and a new understanding of the realm and the importance of their appointed labor, which was now elevated to new heights.

	“Dian Parsua?” Dian Bathala asked as soon as he approached him. “Is that really you? I can feel your presence just as I’ve always done, but this new form you have taken... vexes me.”

	“How so?” Dian Parsua asked. “You do recognize me as I am, do you not?”

	“I do, but this new form confounds me, and why have you given yourself such aesthetics. Was our original form given to us by Ama not to your liking?”

	“Amang Maykapal had given us a form much like his own,” Dian Parsua answered Dian Bathala. “And for all its intents and purposes, it has served us well in our undertaking to do His will. Though I cannot articulate how I came upon this body and why, all I can say is that it felt right.

	“But if you wish to take this matter up with Ama Himself, then we should go to Him now and await his judgment upon me.”

	The two Dians went to the very center of the realm, where Maykapal had stayed unmoving since the moment he had created them.

	From where He hovered, a mountain and a half in height from the ground below, the light of Maykapal illuminated the entire realm. It was also where He could observe the realm as a whole, seeing, hearing, and feeling everything that transpired around him.

	“May we approach Ama?” Dian Bathala asked politely as he and Dian Parsua approached their father.

	“Of course, you and all my children need never bother telling me the reason for your visits; I already know your intensions even before you mention them,” Maykapal told the two Dians.

	“Then I would like to ask if you would permit me to keep this transformation I had wrought upon myself,” Dian Parsua responded.

	“Before I render judgment or permission, I wish for you to tell me why you have done this and why you thought it necessary to do so,” Maykapal told him.

	“I have no reason, Ama,” Dian Parsua said plainly. “It began as but a thought that grew restlessly within me. I know not the origin of the idea, but I instinctively knew that it had to be done. Do you know why I felt such an overpowering need to create a form for myself, different from the one which you yourself have given us? Was this your will that you have imposed upon me?”

	“I do Parsua, but I will tell you the answer you seek. Whether it be My will or not that drives these... divine visions, these balaanong pangitain, must remain a mystery until such time that they need not be,” Maykapal answered cryptically.

	“But why, Ama?” Dian Bathala asked in protestation to His reply. “You have created us in your likeness, do you not consider it the height of sacrilege that we alter the form that which you yourself have taken?”

	“So many questions, Bathala, but you are within your right to ask them,” Maykapal replied. “And my answer to the last one is no. Though I have indeed given you the form which I adhere to, it is formless because I do not possess the imagination to give one to myself. This is why I have created you and your kin, to begin with.

	“Whatever you choose to do with your boundless creativity and the substantial powers I have given you is for you to decide, and with all my blessings.

	“And as for your first question, all you need to know is that everything that you decide to do from now until the end of time itself was fated to be. I am He who is beyond the confines of time and space. As manifestations of myself, you and the other Dians are linked to the boundlessness of existence.

	“Though your limitations prohibit you from knowing all that there is, was, and shall ever be, rest assured, your decisions and their effects on reality are. So take solace in the knowledge that whatever you and the other Dians decide to do henceforth is fated to be.

	“You are not just weavers of my búhiwag, but that of fate itself. The only thing in all of existence that could cause you to stray from the fate that lies ahead of you is knowing that which is fated to happen.”

	*****

	So with the blessing of their Father, Dian Bathala was the second Dian to give himself the form of a man. Together with Dian Parsua, they went to the others and told them what Maykapal had said to them.

	It didn’t take long before the others began crafting bodies for themselves. Each body was unique with different heights, builds, and other distinctive features. And then there were the few Dians, such as Alunsina, Laon, Minaden, and others, who chose to give themselves a form completely different from the others, yet remained relatively the same. They chose the form of women.

	And then there was Dian Makapatag-Malaon, who couldn’t decide on what gender was better suited for him. So in the end, the Dian took on both aspects of the male and female form.

	With every Dian in the realm embodying the form of either a man or a woman, or both, they continued going about their labors as they reshaped and beautified the realm around them. In fact, their new bodies gave the Dians such joy and inspiration that they found themselves overwhelmed with gladness and discovered even better ways to go about the Grand Creation.



	
Chapter 3

	The First Poon

	 

	T


	hough time was an irrelevant concept during the Dakúlang-Pagtuga, it was said that during the time of the Dians, the reshaping of the immortal realm spanned more than six thousand years. But what is the concept of time to an eternal being like Maykapal, whose existence was said to have preceded time and space?

	As they labored, the Dians had given names to the things they had shaped and reformed. The seas surrounding the land, which now glistened like liquid gold, were called Bulawanong Taaw. They named the dancing clouds above the skies of the realm the salorém. They even named the great wall on the edges of the realm that separates Kaluwalhatian from the Andunod the bakalad. 

	The five bottomless pits found along the length of Kaluwalhatian were named Bukang Karimlan, and each pit was given its own name. The northernmost pit was called Arollam Abut. The next and largest amongst the five was called Dalumdum, followed by Arbong Dilim, Itúm Nga-Gahong, and Sangyab han Digyom.

	When what was once shapeless had been reshaped with mountains and hills, when what was once dull and unmoving was given glistening golden waves, and when what once was a gray void was given innumerable colors, Maykapal gathered all his Dians to Him.

	“My Dians, my children, I am very pleased with what you have done thus far and what you have made of this realm,” Maykapal began. “Truly, I was not wrong in creating all of you for this monumental task.”

	Upon hearing how pleased their father was with their work, an unparalleled sense of joy, triumph, and accomplishment washed over the Dians as they cheered aloud, their bodies glowing brighter than ever before.

	But Maykapal called for silence as he continued.

	“The results of your labors are undeniable, as this realm is even more beautiful than I have ever envisioned and is all the better for it,” Maykapal continued. “But grand and majestic as it is, you are all far from done. There is more that you must do.

	“Unfortunately, the future I foresee shall not be an easy one for any of you. With the passage of time, great trials and tribulations will occur that you all must face. Challenges, both great and small, are inevitable. Trials that you must face... without my presence.”

	Suddenly, a multitude of murmurs began escaping from the Dians’ lips. The murmurs soon escalated into an outcry as each Dian began asking worried questions in a panicked tone.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Are you leaving us?”

	“Where are you going?”

	“Why are you doing this now?”

	“Have we done something that displeases you?”

	Again, Maykapal beckoned for silence before he spoke. “My time in this realm has come to an end, my children. For just as you have your divine duties of creation, I, too, must fulfill my purpose in this existence.

	“I shall go forth past the Andunod where none of you can follow. There I must renew and redo what I have done in this reality, just as I always have and shall continue doing until it is finished.”

	A loud wail erupted from the Dians as they cried to their father, begging him not to leave and deny them his presence. So loud were their cries that the entire realm shook from the sheer magnitude of their power. But Maykapal called for silence for a third time, and the Dians obeyed.

	“We cannot do this without you and your guidance!” Dian Nanolay cried out with a mighty voice. “A great multitude of knowledge you may have bestowed upon us, but there is much that we do not know. Mistakes will be made and...”

	“You and your siblings might stumble in the eons to come, but know that the outcome of fate shall always lead to the same destination,” Maykapal assured Dian Nanolay. “You are part of me, thus an integral part of this reality. There are no mistakes for creator gods such as yourselves. The path I have laid upon you is inevitability; all you must do is walk it until it is done.”

	The Dians wailed once again as their sorrow reached its crescendo. But Maykapal called for silence as He continued.

	“Do not fall into despair, my Dians, for at the time just before the sundering of all, I shall return to you and see what it is that has become of you and your creations,” Maykapal said to them.

	“And what of Your Light Ama?” Dian Kaptan asked as he tried his best to keep his composure. “Without your presence and your light, this realm shall fall into shadow just as it was before your arrival.”

	“Great and radiant as the búhiwag that you bestowed on us, we simply cannot illuminate the entire realm by ourselves,” Dian Minaden spoke next. “Without your divine presence, all that we accomplished will be for naught as the realm plunges into darkness.”

	Suddenly and without warning, a bright, soothing, powerful light emanated from Maykapal. And from within His formless presence emerged a creature as solid as any other in the realm. The Dians were both astonished and frightened as they backed away from their father.

	The creature was large, almost twice the size of a Dian. It was covered in bright red and blue feathers, had a long, smooth neck, and a head with two eyes and a large golden beak. On its sides were a pair of massive wings which, if spread to their fullest, would cover the length of a mountain range.

	As the creature took to the air, a bright, familiar light began beaming out from its feathers. All the Dians gasped as they immediately noticed and recognized the living light of Maykapal emanating from this creature.

	“This is Manaul,” Maykapal said, which broke the silent tension amongst the Dians. “Manaul is my creature just as you are all my children. But unlike all of you, Manaul is near mindless with but one purpose in its existence; to illuminate the realm which I now name Kaluwalhatian.

	“As you all see and bear witness to, Manaul shares the same light and illumination as I do, yet possesses none of my faculties to wield and weave it for creations. Its sole purpose is to circle Kaluwalhatian in perpetuity until my second coming.

	“For as long as Manaul flies over the skies of Kaluwalhatian, this realm shall never know darkness. Though it is always brighter beneath its wings, its light, just as it is with mine, will never allow the truest veil of shadows to touch this realm. Save, of course, the five pits that lead into the Andunod.”

	The Dians began to weep as they knew that as soon as Maykapal finished his final words to them, their divine Creator would depart, leaving them orphans until his return.

	“As my parting words to all of you, I tell all of you that I love you and am proud of all that you have accomplished thus far. The future and the fate that awaits you shall be riddled with hardships as well as triumphs. Be true to yourselves and hold fast to one another, even should the day come when you find the light of your hopes diminished.

	“There are mysteries far more than what you have known that exist in this realm and the unknown. When the time comes for these mysteries to reveal themselves, take to them as my children... together in both wonderment and curiosity. But above all else, stay clear of the Andunod, and let not overconfidence be the reason for your undoing.

	“I shall return to all of you one day, and on that day, we shall all bask in the grandeur of all you have created. Farewell, my children. Farewell, my Dians.”

	And with those final words, the being known as Maykapal flew to the east past the edge of the realm and into the great unknown.

	*****

	After the One called Maykapal left Kaluwalhatian, the Dians mourned deeply for their father. Their cries echoed throughout the newly named realm as the pain of their grief reverberated in every rock, droplet of water, and wisp of cloud.

	What followed next was a period of silence. The weight of their grief manifested in stillness and solitude. For hundreds of years, the Dians remained mute and unmoving, unaffected by the realm they had yet to finish.

	Though it had taken them centuries to learn to process their grief and to finally accept the reality of their father’s departure, eventually the Dians would one day move past it and interact with the world around them and with each other.

	Not one of the creator gods, as they now saw themselves, spoke about Maykapal since they had restarted the Dakúlang-Pagtuga. They had an unspoken rule amongst themselves that it would be better not to speak of the missing father lest they fall back into grief and despair, thus failing to continue the task He had given them.

	One day, as Dian Laon was creating a forest of golden trees along the side of a mountain, she was suddenly struck by a balaanong pangitain. Just as it had happened to Dian Parsua when he suddenly had the urge to create a body for himself, an urge to create something entirely new occurred to her.

	She stood up to her full height, which towered over most of the mountain ranges from her waist down, and began surveying the land.

	Much have we done to transform Kaluwalhatian, but the task still to be accomplished outnumbers our achievements. Dian Laon thought to herself. What if Ama returns and we still have more deeds unfinished? Such a monumental failure is beyond forgivable! We need to do what needs to be done faster, but without sacrificing care and quality in doing so.

	Dian Laon knelt, cupped her hands over each other, and focused all her skill on weaving her búhiwag to create something that had not been done since Maykapal created them. She wanted to make a sentient being who could think for himself and wield the power of the búhiwag, similar to the Dians but with diminished capacity.

	Will this work? Can I actually succeed? Dian Laon asked herself as she began shaping the new being between her hands. Though it would be impossible for me to create someone similar to us, I must try to craft a being with enough power to aid us in shaping Kaluwalhatian before the second coming of Ama.

	Taking a substantial fraction of her own living light and replicating it in her hands, Dian Laon created a new being similar to them in appearance, yet diminished in power and stature.

	When next the Dian opened her cupped hands, a man stood in the center of them, his glowing white flesh and eyes shining with the power of the búhiwag. This new being was tiny in comparison to Dian Laon and stood but an eighth of her size and just as naked and organ-less as their creators.

	“Poon. Yes, that is what I shall name you, you who are first of your kind,” Dian Laon told the lesser deity who stood there looking up at her. “If you wish, I could also bestow upon you a name which you may identify yourself with.”

	“That would be generous, Dian Laon,” the small man answered. “But with the power and knowledge you have bestowed upon me, I already know the name which I am fated to have. Sisiburanen shall be my name, and your will shall be my purpose.”

	“Sisiburanen, that is an interesting name. Do you know why I created you? Are you aware of your intended purpose?”

	“I am your instrument, my Dian,” Sisiburanen answered nonchalantly and in all seriousness. “Ask of me what you will, and I shall use all the considerable powers you have bequeathed me to make it so.”

	Dian Laon was puzzled by Sisiburanen’s response. She sensed there was something amiss with her fledgling Poon, but could not comprehend what it was at the time.

	“Very well. I need you to assist me in transforming this area near these mountains into something far more splendid than it is now,” the Dian ordered her Poon.

	“As you wish, my Dian,” Sisiburanen answered as he looked up to his mountain-sized creator and then bowed his head. “But I must ask, how do you want me to make this area even more pleasing to your eyes?”

	“Do you not know how?” Dian Laon asked, puzzled again by the query. “What do you see in your mind’s eye? How can you help make these surroundings better?”

	Sisiburanen looked around him for a few moments, surveying the mountains, hills, and golden trees. He then began weaving his búhiwag and created several trees identical to those he saw nearby.

	“Is this what you asked of me, my Dian?” Sisiburanen asked as he looked upon his creator, hoping to gain her approval.

	“No. Sadly, it is not,” Dian Laon regrettably replied. “I was hoping that I could create you with the same fiery and vivid imagination that we possess, but clearly I was mistaken.

	“I see no need to continue with this dismal attempt. It may have been my hubris that brought about this error. Still, I see no need to allow an abomination to continue existing in such a state,” Dian Laon said as she raised her hand over Sisiburanen to return him to the realm from whence he came.

	Sisiburanen closed his eyes, bowed before his creator, and accepted her judgment.

	“Stay thy hand, sister!” a voice suddenly called out to Dian Laon from above.

	She looked up and saw Dian Gugurang descending from the sky, gesturing for her to stop what she was doing.

	“Don’t be hasty, sister, and tell me what this... what he is?” Dian Gugurang said as he descended and stood next to his sister.

	“This is Sisiburanen, and he is a mistake, brother. One that I intend to rectify this instance,” Dian Laon answered him, just as a bright, blinding light started arising from the palm of her hand.

	“Again, I ask that you stay thy hand!” Dian Gugurang grabbed hold of his sister’s arm and prevented her from destroying Sisiburanen. “Please, sister, tell me more about this... Sisiburanen and why you see your creation as a mistake you feel strongly about erasing.”

	Heeding her brother’s plea, Dian Laon told him about her balaanong pangitain in creating lesser beings to aid them in the Dakúlang-Pagtuga. Then she told him about his flaw: his lack of imagination and any indication of emotion.

	“... And that is why I must eradicate the product of my fallacy, brother. If anything, Sisiburanen resulted from my hubris in aspiring to create something that only Ama could create,” Dian Laon concluded.

	Dian Gugurang said nothing in the beginning. He stared into the emotionless eyes of Sisiburanen and took his sister’s words into account.

	“Amang Maykapal told us once that we are part of Him, as does everything that we do with the gifts he has bestowed upon us. Our decisions, whatever they may be, are fated to be just as he had seen and foretold.

	“Having said that, I believe that this... Poon, being that you have created and been gifted with the same living light that Amang Maykapal had given us, is not a mistake. I see him as flawed, as you have said, but not so far as to be destroyed, but rather corrected.”

	“Corrected how?” Dian Laon asked.

	“To answer that, we need to confer with the others,” Dian Gugurang told her. “We should first go to our brother Kaptan and then seek out the others.”

	Dian Gugurang looked down upon Sisiburanen and asked him, “Can you take to the sky as we do, Sisiburanen?”

	“Sadly, I cannot, my Dian,” Sisiburanen answered.

	“Then come and allow me to take you into my hand,” Dian Laon told him. “Be hasty, for we have much ground to cover, and gathering the others will take some doing.”

	*****

	After seeking out and talking with Dian Kaptan, who was earnestly intrigued by Sisiburanen, they set out to gather the rest of the Dians and told them to meet with them at the foot of a large mountain at the center of Kaluwalhatian.

	This was a mountain raised by Dian Laon herself, located between Arbong Dilim and Itúm Nga-Gahong. She named her mountain Kanlaon after herself and was quite fond of it, since it rose to a staggering height that dwarfed the Dians themselves.

	All thirty-six Dians gathered in a circle at the foot of Kanlaon as all eyes were focused on the ground at the center of that circle. There at the center stood Sisiburanen as the Dians deliberated on the reason for his being and on their next steps.

	Dian Laon argued that creating Sisiburanen was a mistake on her part. She admitted that it might have been her envy of Dian Parsua’s divine vision that caused her to even think that they could create beings, much like how Maykapal created them.

	“But doesn’t the fact that your Poon stands before us counter your very argument, sister?” Dian Magbabaya told Dian Laon. “Sisiburanen exists and can weave the búhiwag is beyond contestation.”

	“Yes, but as I mentioned before, he simply lacks our imagination and sense of individuality,” Dian Laon countered. “He does as he is told and nothing more. He cannot think for himself, nor can he truly create independently apart from my orders.”

	“Our sister is correct in her statement,” Dian Magwala said as he agreed with Dian Laon. “This Poon is but a tool and nothing more. A redundant tool at that.”

	“But let us not forget what our Ama had told us before he left this realm. Our visions and our actions are fated to be, regardless of what they are. For bounty or for ill, the fate of everything that happens because of us was meant to be,” Dian Alunsina told Dian Magwala.

	Dian Pamulak Manobo spoke next, “My brothers and sisters, why debate this matter when the subject of our disagreement stands before us? Let us simply ask the Poon what he thinks of this predicament and make our decision based on his answer.”

	“You are welcome to try,” Dian Laon said and sighed.

	“Sisiburanen, I would like to ask you a question,” Dian Pamulak Manobo addressed the lone Poon.

	Sisiburanen stepped forward and answered, “Ask what you wish, my Dian. I shall answer as best I can.”

	“Do you know why you are here and the reason behind our discussions?”

	“Yes, my Dian,” Sisiburanen answered unemotionally. “I am here because my creator, Dian Laon, perceives my creation to be an oversight and wishes to correct said oversight. Some of you, such as yourself, Dian Pamulak Manobo, disagree with her.”

	“Do you know why Dian Laon sees you as a mistake?” Dian Pamulak Manobo continued asking Sisiburanen.

	“Yes, my Dian. I apparently lack imagination and individual thought, a trait which, according to everyone present, is essential to continue with the Dakúlang-Pagtuga.”

	“Do you believe this to be true? Do you truly lack imagination and individual thought?”

	“I believe so. Though it is difficult for one to know if something is missing if they’ve never had it before,” Sisiburanen answered with an emotionless tone yet again.

	Dian Bathala, who had been silent from the beginning, finally spoke and asked the Poon a question of his own. “Sisiburanen, you seem to know all that there is to know regarding the reason we are gathered here and asking you these questions. But before my siblings and I reach a consensus, I would like for you to answer me this last question.”

	Dian Bathala paused as he looked at Sisiburanen, whose blank, detached face he studied before asking his final question. “Knowing that you lack what is necessary to aid us in our divine labors, do you think it prudent that Dian Laon rectifies her oversight and relinquishes your existence?”

	The being known as Sisiburanen was bewildered by this question. Unlike the previous one, where he was quick to answer with facts, this last question from Dian Bathala called for an answer that went far beyond mere facts.

	“I... I...,” Sisiburanen said as he struggled to find the answer to Dian Bathala’s question. “Dian Laon created me for a specific purpose. A purpose that, because of the qualities I lack, cannot be fulfilled. Reason enough to consider my existence a failure, which by your divinity alone merits correction.

	“But as a being unto myself and with my own self-awareness, I find my thoughts torn on the matter. I find it prudent to simply correct a mistake and discontinue something that has no inherent value. However, something stirs in me that contradicts this line of thinking.”

	Sisiburanen stops, turns around, and gazes at each gigantic figure of the Dians in their glowing white eyes. “Having said all that, I can only answer Dian Bathala’s question with a statement. For whatever reason that I cannot comprehend, I wish to continue my existence.

	“Emotionless as all here, including myself, thought I might be, I find myself yearning to continue. Is the desire to exist not an emotion? Perhaps in time, I could learn to be more than I am now. Perhaps in time, I could be of better use to my Dian creator.”

	A silence fell upon the mighty Dians when they heard Sisiburanen’s plea. Half of the Dians who saw the Poon as a simple mistake that needed to be rectified suddenly saw Sisiburanen as an individual, much as they were individual beings.

	Even Dian Laon, who wished above all others to wipe clean her mistake, found herself unwilling to do it. Especially now that Sisiburanen expressed his desire to continue existing.

	“We must leave him be, sister,” Dian Gutugutumakkan told Dian Laon. “You can still use him in aiding you as you go about the divine work. As you said so yourself, Sisiburanen is a tool rather than a helper. So use him as such.”

	“I agree,” Dian Makapangwa seconded. “Let us leave the matter behind us and never make the same mistake again.”

	“I, too, agree,” Dian Tungkung Langit said next. “Let us not make the same mistake with the next Poons that we create. For surely the error lies somewhere during his conception. All we need to do is...”

	“Do you jest, brother?!” Dian Laon suddenly exclaimed. “Why would you continue creating Poons? They are unnecessary and a mistake from the outset. Why compound a mistake by making the same one?”

	A cacophony of objections erupted from almost half the Dians as they protested the idea of creating more Poons. To tolerate the continued existence of one was acceptable, but to continue doing so regardless was beyond the pale.

	“This is madness and unacceptable!” Dian Melu cried.

	“There is no rhyme or reason to create more of them when we can do the task just as effectively on our own!” Dian Mangilai shrieked in frustration.

	“What harm can it do?!” Dian Kaptan spoke loudly so that his voice would climb over his siblings'. “What shall we lose should some of us try to correct Dian Laon’s mistakes and perfect the idea she had espoused in her mind?”

	“Time! Time is what we lose if some of you decide to waste your efforts on folly,” Dian Buni answered him.

	“If we fail in perfecting our dear sister’s creation and replicate her mistake, then you are correct,” Dian Bathala said next. “But what if we succeed? What if we bring forth a multitude of Poons who can help us finish what Amang Maykapal ordered us to accomplish? Surely such a boon is well worth the effort to achieve it.”

	“Do what you will if that is what you wish to do with your time before the second coming of Ama,” Dian Laon told Bathala as she turned her back to him. “I shall even leave Sisiburanen with those of you who wish to follow through with this farce so that you may study him and unearth my mistakes.

	“But mark my words, my beloved siblings, I shall have no part in it. I will go on as before and finish the task appointed to me by Ama,” Dian Laon said as she flew up and disappeared from view.

	“I shall have no part in it as well,” Dian Melu said and flew off.

	“So shall I,” the other Dians said in similar terms, leaving the rest to ponder what they should do next.

	 


Chapter 4

	Poons, The Lesser Gods
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	wenty-one Dians stood quietly where there once were thirty-six. They stood in silence for a moment as they encircled Sisiburanen, who stared back at them without a hint of apprehension or excitement.

	 From left to right stood the Dians Bathala, Kaptan, Magbabaya, Ama-Gaolay, Alunsina, Ampu, and the rest, who were roused by the promise that Sisiburanen’s presence brought. Each one motionless and deep in thought.

	Not one of them dared to speak as they puzzled over the fault in Sisiburanen’s creation. Though they knew how Dian Laon created her Poon, they desperately mulled over how to bestow the gift of imagination on a being such as Sisiburanen.

	Finally, after a silent process that seemed to stretch far longer than they anticipated, Dian Kadaw La Sambad had a hypothesis. “It’s his power!” she cried out all of a sudden. “Our sister gifted him too much power.”

	“I fail to understand your conjecture, dear sister,” Dian Bulon La Mogoaw responded as he looked at her with a puzzled gaze. “How could imparting the power to manipulate the búhiwag diminish one’s ability to think for themselves?”

	“Do none of you sense the amount of power our sister had bestowed upon Sisiburanen?” Dian Kadaw La Sambad asked the rest of the group.

	“He is a powerful being indeed, but nowhere near as powerful as the rest of us,” Dian Tagbusan replied.

	“Yes, but compared to our gifts to that of Amang Maykapal and then to that of us against this Poon...” Dian Kadaw La Sambad said before Dian Bathala cut her off.

	“The gap is astronomical!” Dian Bathala exclaimed. “Compared to Ama, we might as well be a pebble on the ground.”

	“But Sisiburanen’s might is more than halfway close to ours!” Dian Magbabaya continued.

	“But I still fail to understand what any of that has to do with this Poon and his inability to think for himself,” Dian Bulon La Mogoaw said in frustration.

	“It is simple, dear brother,” Dian Kaptan responded. “When Ama created us, rather than focus all his effort into raising us closer to Him, He opted to grant us the power to think for ourselves and yet gave us enough of His grace to do his will.”

	“Are you suggesting that for us to create Poons who can be more than just servants, we need to create them considerably weaker in power and stature?” Dian Mangetchay asked.

	“Yes. By giving more emphasis to their minds and capacity to think rather than their abilities, this should, in theory, make them individuals worthy to share in the Dakúlang-Pagtuga,” Dian Kaptan answered.

	Another bout of silence gripped the assembly as the Dians pondered this theory. The silence was finally broken when Dian Bathala stepped forward and said, “I shall go first. If this inference is to be proven true, then only through action will we see the truth behind it.”

	He fell on his knees next to Sisiburanen as he measured the immensity and limitations of the Poon’s strength. Having sensed Sisiburanen’s gifts, Dian Bathala clasped his hands and began focusing his búhiwag at their center.

	“Half should be enough,” Dian Bathala said aloud in reference to the powers and gifts he intends to bestow upon his creation. 

	Having no further hesitations about bestowing strength and prowess to his progeny, Dian Bathala concentrated all his will on shaping the being’s mind. He wished to bestow upon him knowledge, creativity, imagination, and above all... free will.

	With a flash of blinding, radiant light, Dian Bathala’s work was finished. He opened his hands, and there on the ground stood a handsome being with flowing white hair, deep-set eyes, high, regal cheekbones, a square jawline, a narrow-bridged nose, and a thin pair of lips.

	The new Poon stood there bewildered for a moment as he looked down at his hands and began flexing his fingers.

	“Poon, do you know who you are?” Dian Bathala told the newborn being. “And do you know who we are?”

	“I do Dian Bathala,” The Poon politely replied as he bowed his head and smiled. “I... I am called Sitan, and all of you are the Dians whom I serve.”

	“Do you know how you can serve us, Sitan?” Dian Malayari asked.

	“You wish for me to assist you in creating a realm worthy of Maykapal,” Sitan answered confidently.

	“So you say, Poon, but instead of telling us what your intent is, I wish for you to show us,” Dian Bathala told Sitan. “Use the powers and abilities I have granted you. Show us how you intend to assist us.”

	Sitan looked around, surveying his surroundings. He then gazed upon the peaks of Kanlaon and quickly realized that the mountain was bare. He raised his arms and began weaving his búhiwag as several golden trees sprouted from the ruby-red earth.

	“This is not enough,” Sitan said under his breath in frustration. He turned to Sisiburanen and said to him, “Will you aid me? You who were a mistake yet endowed with powers that dwarf my own.”

	The sound of being called a mistake by a lesser being stirred something in Sisiburanen. He didn’t care for it and found the remark unsettling, but the feeling faded just as quickly as it came. But because he was still in the infancy of his existence, the powerful Poon kept to his silence and paid him no mind.

	“How can I be of help, Sitan?” Sisiburanen asked.

	“I wish for you to help me cover the mountain’s eastern side with golden yellow trees and the other side with silver ones,” Sitan told Sisiburanen.

	With their combined abilities, both Poons did as Sitan envisioned. Then, they created a long, babbling brook alongside the mountain, with emerald-green waters that stretched out for miles.

	As soon as they were done, Sitan and Sisiburanen stood at the center of the conclave of creator gods and awaited their judgment.

	“He has done well!” Dian Bathala exclaimed aloud in triumph. “Sitan has done it! He envisioned something from his thoughts and manifested it into reality.”

	“Yes, he did. But not without the aid of Sisiburanen,” Dian Parsua said. “Though you have achieved your goals in creating a being capable of independent thought and creativity, his diminished abilities limit what you have created him for to begin with.”

	“Then he shall make more,” Dian Kaptan interjected. “We shall make more. Just as our brother Bathala has done, we shall create more Poons to aid us in our labors. Though they may not surpass us in strength and power, they may yet still surprise us with their imaginings.”

	“Agreed. We shall indeed create Poons just as Bathala did with Sitan,” Dian Magbabaya seconded Kaptan. “But I advise you all, my brothers and sisters, to take care in creating them lest we fall too enamored with them that we forego our primary duties. We should take our time in making them, yet not so much time that it occupies too much of ourselves.”

	“Let us part ways here and spread far and wide across Kaluwalhatian when we begin creating our Poons,” Dian Kabunyan suggested. “In that manner, our fledgling Poons will be abroad in this realm and can immediately begin their sworn duties.”

	“And what of the others? Those among us who wished not to dabble their hands in creating these lesser gods,” Dian Tohan asked.

	“Leave them be, as I know that they will leave us be,” Dian Bathala suggested. “Unhappy they might be with what we’ve decided upon doing, they will stay their hands and have nothing to do with them.”

	With all the Dians in agreement, they each took to the air and scattered to the different corners of Kaluwalhatian. Dian Bathala took Sitan in his hands and was just about to leave when Sisiburanen spoke, asking him a question.

	“Dian Bathala. I know that I am not your creation, but what of me? Where am I to go? Abandoned by Dian Laon, I have no destination, nor do I have anyone to tell me what to do.”

	“Allow me to answer him, Ama,” Sitan told Dian Bathala.

	“Orphan, you might be and a mistake, Sisiburanen, it doesn’t mean you serve no purpose in Kaluwalhatian,” Sitan said to Sisiburanen. “May I suggest that you take your time wandering this realm and try your best to actualize your worth?

	“A wealth of discoveries awaits you. Take your time traversing this realm and see for yourself how you can improve upon it and how you can be of use to our Dians and us,” Sitan concluded as he turned his gaze away from Sisiburanen.

	“I shall do as you say, my brother,” Sisiburanen replied as he felt something stir within himself yet again when Sitan grievously dismissed him offhand. “Farewell for now, brother Sitan and Dian Bathala.”

	“Farewell, orphan,” Sitan told Sisiburanen, whom he suddenly felt ill at for being the first Poon and for being more powerful than he.

	*****

	Dian Bathala took Sitan north and landed near a great plain not too far west of the Bukang Karimlan called Dalumdum. He knelt and gently set Sitan down.

	“That is the Great Bird, Manaul!” Sitan exclaimed in excitement when he saw Manaul fly over the land, not too far away from them. The light coming from Manaul’s wings was radiant and beautiful to behold. It bathed the land and the western seas of the Bulawanong Taaw with living light so divine that Sitan could hear whispers of music as it passed by.

	“Yes, it is. It was Amang Maykapal’s last gift to us before He departed this realm,” Dian Bathala told Sitan. “Great and majestic as our living light might seem to you, it pales in comparison to that of Manaul’s.

	“But enough about the miracles of the past. It is time we set about creating the future,” Dian Bathala said as he cupped his hands yet again, just as he did when he created Sitan.

	After focusing all his will and his undeniable power onto his newest creation, the Dian opened his hands and fell back. For the first time in his existence, Dian Bathala felt exhausted. But as he sat back and tried to regain his strength, before him stood a newborn Poon.

	Unlike Sisiburanen and Sitan, Dian Bathala decided to give this new Poon the form of a woman, much like the form Dian Laon and some of the others had taken a long time ago. And just like the female forms of the Dians, this new Poon was fair and beautiful to behold.

	She was lovely and enchanting, like no other being in Kaluwalhatian, with her white, soft, flowing hair, delicate features, and overall fetching quality beyond words.

	“Greetings,” Sitan couldn’t help but speak to the new Poon even before Dian Bathala could recover himself. “I am Sitan, the first of our kind. Who might you be, oh fair one?”

	“I... I am called Idianale,” she answered him. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Sitan.”

	Unbeknownst to the Dians at the time, the Poons they had created possessed emotions that even they did not, or at least not during those early days of Kaluwalhatian. The Poons inadvertently possessed the sense of romantic love. And with such an emotion comes the first and most basic instinct towards another: attraction.

	Sitan was instantly smitten by Idianale. But since this was the first time that the Poon encountered this base emotion, he quickly decided to hide it away until such a time that he understood and comprehended it.

	“That is our maker, is he not? He is Dian Bathala,” Idianale asked as she pointed to the mountainous figure of the Dian who knelt on one knee, reeling from the aftermath of having created his second Poon.
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