
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Julius St. Clair

	    

      
	    
          
	      Angelic Testament

          
        
          
	          End of Angels

          
        
          
	          Angels and the Ark

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Depression Series

          
        
          
	          Depression Vol 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Julius St Clair Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Sanctuary (A Short Love Story)

          
        
          
	          My Best Friend is a Killer: Short Story Collection

          
        
          
	          Girl of My Dreams

          
        
          
	          The First and Last Kiss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sage Saga

          
        
          
	          The Last of the Sages

          
        
          
	          The Sage Academy (Book 1.5 of the Sage Saga)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Seven Sorcerers Saga

          
        
          
	          The Sorcerer's Ring

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Rest Die Tomorrow Miniseries

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Ascension

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Judgment

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Killbox

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Endgame

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow: The Complete Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Last of the Guardians

          
        
          
	          The End of Us

          
        
          
	          The Last Water on Earth

          
        
          
	          The Romance Collection

          
        
      

      
    
    


​Angels and the Ark

Angel Story III

By

Julius St. Clair

Copyright © 2022 by Julius St. Clair

All rights reserved. This story or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This story is told from Cadence’s point of view.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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Before the creation of the Earth,

God created the islands.

Small testing grounds that new angels were taken to after birth.

Those that passed their tests were allowed into Heaven.

Others...became the Absent: angels who couldn’t handle the pressure, and therefore found solace only in their mental databases—the internal encyclopedia given to all angels when they are created.

One particular group of angels passed the tests and entered Heaven, just as war began.

They were Cadence—the Guard, and their leader,

Lysander—the messenger, the tactician,

Alessa—the Glory, with an inseparable connection to God,

Marcus, the Godhand, the muscle,

Vergil, the Archangel,

And Farah, the Faithful.

Together, they created a formidable team that fought against the charismatic Lucifer and his army of angels. Unfortunately, before the war was over, Vergil was persuaded by Lucifer’s words, and in the end, he betrayed his teammates.

Lucifer and his army were banished from Heaven...along with Vergil.

Vergil was gone, however, he was not forgotten. Though human begins were soon revealed to the angels, and guardianships were developed, Lysander couldn’t accept his friend’s fate—believing that Vergil could still be saved...

As Lysander began to neglect his guardianship duties in order to search for answers, Team Six begins to fracture amidst the growing demon threat. 

Mistrust and uncertainty starts to affect their friendships. 

Marcus begins to lose consciousness on occasion and no one knows why. 

Cadence—over fear of losing his friends, begins to make decisions that just creates more problems. Alessa is not getting the answers they need from God.

And when Vergil finally appears, Team Six is broken. Cain and Abel are murdered under their watch, and they are defeated in battle. 

A former archangel is too much for them to handle.

But Lysander is not ready to give up. While most of Heaven’s angels are on Earth, fighting the demons in the great Battle of the East, Lysander prepares to face Vergil one more time. 

He creates a master plan, and Team Six executes it beautifully. Team Six defeats the archangel Vergil—boosting their morale, and gaining even more respect in Heaven. 

But there is little time to celebrate.

Before losing consciousness, Vergil tells them of six other demons—stronger than he—that will soon come to hunt them down. 

The Battle of the East has still not been concluded. 

And as the war between angel and demon intensifies, man is caught in the middle. 

Team Six has a lot of work to do.

If they have any hope of surviving the incoming flood...

“But he that is greatest among you shall be your servant. And whosoever shall exalt himself shall be abased; and he that shall humble himself shall be exalted.

—Matthew 23:11-12

––––––––
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“EVEN A CHILD IS KNOWN by his doings, whether his work be pure, and whether it be right.”

—Proverbs 20:11
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Chapter 1 – Reflection
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Without a reflection, I’m not sure how I can examine my flaws.

The humans can do it every day, and sometimes, they’re not even trying to see who they really are. It just happens. 

While heading down to the stream to wash their clothes, or evaluating their land after a torrential downpour, they catch a glimpse—in a puddle, in the stream itself—their reflection is always there to greet them, speaking in volumes of their current condition. They never keep going with the task that they set out to do. 

They always stop, even if it’s for a moment. 

The vain might run their fingers through their hair or wipe the grime from their face. Those that lost loved ones—either through sickness or worse—just stare back at themselves, wondering when the sorrow in their eyes would cease to exist. When their eyes would sparkle and shine again, and match the forced smile coming from their pursed lips. 

I imagine that my visage must have looked similar to them—those filled with sorrow. 

But once again, I have no reflection. So there’s no way for me to know for sure. 

My friends could tell me, if I asked. But I was tired of asking questions. Lately, I haven’t liked the answers. 

“Your face is going to get stuck like that!” Farah screamed behind me. I flew up about a foot up into the air and hunched forward, so that her fist would catch the surface of the bronze shield strapped onto my back. Though there was little force behind her punch, I propelled myself forward anyway, falling down to the row of abandoned houses below. I could hear her suck her teeth above me, but I stifled a chuckle. I was sure she knew what I was doing. 

I crashed into one of the houses, located on the third ring of Heaven. My eyes were closed, but I knew immediately when I hit the gold floor. It rippled on impact, like I had landed onto a waterbed. I yawned and stretched out my limbs. I turned my face onto its side and laid there on the floor, closing my eyes and waiting for Alessa to inevitably ruin my rest.

On cue, a slender hand grabbed the back of my collar and yanked me to my feet. Alessa’s face was scrunched up and she was scowling so hard that her eyebrows looked like they were going to fuse together. I bit my lip to cut off a laugh, but it was too late. A small chirp escaped my lips, and she cocked back a fist to hit me in the face. I didn’t budge. I just waited for it. Who knows? Maybe I would get another three second nap in. 

But she didn’t hit me. 

She didn’t even yell. 

Her face softened, and her body relaxed as she let go of me. I just stared at her as she studied me. I looked around me absentmindedly, examining the bare walls and floors. They were all made of gold, and they shone magnificently, but for some reason, it was like the hue had been dimmed. They didn’t shine as brightly as they once had. Would I see my reflection in their shiny surface? The thought bounced off the walls of my mind, but before I could dwell further on the matter, I already had my answer. Of course, it wasn’t the one I wanted.

I was a spirit. So the answer was a resounding no. I was invisible to all but other spirits. But wasn’t all of Heaven spiritual? Wasn’t it the same composition? So why couldn’t I see my face in the rivers? Why did God leave this out? 

“Snap...out of it,” Alessa said in disgust. “What is wrong with you?”

“I’d rather not talk about it,” I said, as I heard the voices of my other teammates flying down to rendezvous with us. 

“So when?”

“When what?”

“When do you want to talk about what’s going on?”

“Um...how about when cell phones are created on Earth.” We had all talked about that particular invention in depth many times. Lysander had discovered the concept while delving into his database and he was thinking about coming up with a version for Heaven. Though we could talk to one another at any time, regardless of distance, it was only when God allowed it. Otherwise, we had to wait until we were in each other’s presence, or wait for a messenger to give us some news. An angel’s version of a cell phone would come in handy, but I wasn’t sure what to think of Lysander’s idea. Everything was spiritual. We couldn’t just create human technology, and most of all, God had not created such a device or method for us. If it was necessary, it would be in Heaven already. 

And I wasn’t about to start trying to create things that God didn’t want us to have. That’s how discontent began. That was how angels began thinking that they didn’t need God, and started questioning why he wasn’t just giving us everything we wanted from the beginning. That was how war broke out in Heaven. 

I had a job to do...well, I had a job to do. Either way, I was going to do what I was designed to do. Anything else was either counterproductive or detrimental to God’s plans.

“Cell phones?” Alessa scoffed. “That’s when you’re ready to talk? Do you have any idea how long from now that is?”

“Exactly,” I winked at her. I tried to flash her a smile, but she wasn’t buying it. She just crossed her arms across her grey and purple armor. Her face remained expressionless as the others arrived, gliding down around us.

“What’s going on?” Farah asked, her tiny wings flitting so fast that I could barely see them move. She was small and petite, as most Faithful were, but she was certainly more rambunctious than any I had ever met. Even though she had the same dragonfly wings and long, lightning green hair as other members of her class, she was recognizable all throughout Heaven for her fiery spirit and insane strength. The Faithful’s power lied in their faith in God, and Farah had more than enough for our entire team. She might punch you in the arm as hard as she could and it could barely register a feeling, but don’t you dare make fun of her for it. The next punch will send you into the next century. 

“Cadence is having another one of his moments,” Alessa sighed.

“He’s probably too hurt from that punch I gave to his back,” Farah said, bobbing her head up and down. I kept my mouth shut.

“No, he’s just trying to get out this training session.”

“I’m confused, did the training begin?” Lysander said, scratching his head. 

“Thank you!” I exclaimed, throwing my hands up in the air. “That’s what I’m wondering! We’ve been sparring for an hour, but there’s no direction. We might as well just be flailing at the air.”

“I was,” Marcus huffed, crossing his arms across his massive Godhand chest. “Farah so fast I got whiplash. Neck hurt like Lysander’s.”

“What are you talking about now?” Lysander raised an eyebrow at him. Marcus pointed at the messenger angel slowly, as if he was about to declare death upon him.

“Your neck hurt...because your head...BIG.” 

Lysander just sighed and closed his eyes, but Farah fell onto her back, holding her stomach as she cackled. A smug smile came upon Marcus’ face as he stretched out the palm of his right hand toward Alessa.

“What?” she asked, just staring at it. “You want a cookie or something?”

“It’s high-five,” Marcus said, with his hand still out. “You take your—yes. Yes, I want cookie.” Alessa rolled her eyes, and I couldn’t help but chuckle. I wish I hadn’t, because their attention was immediately drawn back to me. 

“So it’s my leadership that you have a problem with?” Alessa asked me. Before she even finished her sentence, the room fell deathly silent. I didn’t take my gaze off of her.

“You are a fine leader,” I said. “Many of your ideas have boosted the morale of the team. That’s more than I’ve done. I’m happy with what you’ve done. I just think that if we’re going to have a sparring session, we should know what we’re supposed to be focusing on.” 

“I would give the leadership back to you whenever you like,” she said in a small voice. I just shook my head. 

“I don’t want it. Not after what I did.”

“Did what?” Lysander asked me, placing a hand on my shoulder. “Cadence, don’t tell me you’re talking about Vergil again. We went over this. I thought you understood that the only reason I fought you and implemented that plan was because it was the only way to beat him. I wouldn’t have used you otherwise.”

“I should have listened to your input and followed your lead from the beginning.”

“I was all over the place,” he sighed. “There was no reason to trust me.”

“Well, Alessa’s doing a fine job,” I said, my eyes still fixed upon hers.

“No,” she said, bowing her head and rubbing her arm. “You’re right about what you said earlier. There’s no direction. I have no clue what I’m doing. I’m just going with whatever pops into my head.”

“At least you’re keeping us all together.”

“Hey,” Lysander said, “where is Amos anyways? He said that he was going to be late, but he should have been here by now.”

“The rivers,” Marcus gruffed. “Amos still at rivers...probably.”

“What’s he doing there?” I asked, but Marcus just shrugged his shoulders.

“He needs one of us,” Alessa said, rubbing her forehead. “I just received the message from God.”

“Just one of us?” Farah replied. “Not all of us?”

“No. Just one.”

“Then I’ll go,” I spoke up, already beginning to stretch out my wings. “I’ll talk to him.”

“And then you’ll be back?” Alessa asked, her eyes pleading. 

“I’m not sure.”

“We’ll wait for you.”

“No, no,” I said, giving her a smile. “Go on without me. Have fun.”

“Fun isn’t going to fix this,” she said. “We have to work this out. What we did down there on Earth all those years ago...we defeated an archangel. An archangel in demon form, Cadence. No one in Heaven has done that yet, not even Michael. From the little bit that we hear, the Battle of the East is still raging on, and it shows no signs of stopping. They need us, but we’re not going anywhere until we get clearance from Raphael.”

“And that’s not going to happen,” Lysander said, “until we’re all working as a unit again. That includes all of us. Not most.”

“I’m not ready to go back into battle,” I said.

“But why?” Lysander asked me, seeking understanding. I could see him searching my face, analyzing my body language for signs of my problems, but none would appear. Besides Marcus, I was the most reserved out of them all. I had to be. Though no one had ever said it, I was the leader. 

Even with Alessa taking the reins temporarily, I knew that I would be forced to step up again one day, and I wasn’t ready for that. I would fight it as long as possible, because I wasn’t going to be responsible for the loss of anyone else, ever again, whether it was angel, demon, or human. 

Sure, Alessa was doing well with the team—everyone was laughing again, and there were times in which it felt like the old days, but we were still in Heaven, where no harm could come to us. There were no wars or opposition. There was just peace and majestic beauty. Not a single reminder of the blood and violence galaxies away. With so many years having passed, I’m surprised that they remembered Earth at all, and that they were so eager to go back.

Didn’t they remember the Garden of Eden? Cain and Abel? How strong and powerful Vergil was? We had defeated him, but according to Vergil, there were more coming for our heads, and those demons would stop at nothing to get to us, even if it meant destroying the lives of every human we came across...every angel we got close to. We could never again be guardian angels without a gigantic target on us.

Since the islands, for every victory, there were also profound losses. And with each loss, the weight grew heavier upon my shoulders. I didn’t want to take my team for granted, but their jobs were focused and narrow when it came to carrying out missions. 

Lysander, my tern-winged, tactical friend, got to stay back in battle and watch. He rarely participated, and therefore, there was a disconnect between what he saw was happening and what it felt like.

Alessa was a Glory, and therefore, she was always in communication with God. No matter what happened, her faith could not waver, for our Master was always right by her side. She couldn’t see past his radiant light into the darkness that flooded the hearts of demon and man.

Farah’s faith was borderline blinding. Though it was her greatest strength, it was also a horrible weakness. She couldn’t relate to the suffering she witnessed. She was only affected when her own shortcomings rose to the surface.

Marcus was mighty and strong, but his mind was simple. He only thought of one thing at a time, so how could he ever know what a leader had to mull over? Amos was no different.

They just didn’t know what it was like, and I didn’t hold it against them. I knew that they were waiting for me, wondering when I would finally come to my senses, but that was the problem. I could see all too clear. There would be much suffering before there was relief. Our team had a great record, but only when one looked at the win column. 

“Why aren’t you ready for battle?” Lysander said again, and I turned to him with what I could only guess were weary and exhausted eyes.

“Because there’s too much at stake,” I said. He shook his head. He didn’t understand. I continued. “When I was Cain’s guardian...I saw just how much we were alike. Not that I had a propensity to violence, but that we both carried the burdens of those around us. In the land of Nod, there was little order. He was a father to all, and yet respected by none. His people would press him for a decision in matters, yelling in his face how he was to be a provider, but then, behind their back, they would curse his name, wondering why they couldn’t enjoy the fertile land that the descendants of Seth enjoyed. 

“They wanted to kill Seth and his family so bad. They figured, why not? Cain had already killed Abel. But Cain kept them at bay. He denied them. He did the right thing, but the burdens of the people were still too great for him. He would drown his sorrows in wine or flesh, he would rent his clothes and hurt himself. He was troubled until the day he died.”

“But we’re not pressing you,” Alessa replied. “We’re here to help. We just need you to trust us.”

“It has nothing to do with trust now,” I said. “It’s just the reality of things. When I’m asked to make a decision, I try to do what’s best for everyone involved, but that’s not always the case. And when things go bad, I’m the one that has to deal with the choices that were made. You all perform your jobs wonderfully, but I haven’t. I’m a Guard. That’s my class, yet all I’ve done is succeeded in getting you all hurt.”

“We’re not—“Alessa began, but I cut her off.

“—if we go out there,” I said, pointing behind me. “There will be losses. There will be suffering. It’s fortunate that after all we’ve been through so far that we’ve only lost Vergil. I wouldn’t be able to take it if I lost any of you...so no, I’m not ready for battle. I want to stay here, and be lazy, and eat, and relax, and just have some fun. I don’t want to be a leader anymore.”

“What are you saying?” Lysander said. “You’re going to quit?”

“No, I’m saying that I’m not going to be the leader again. I know you all are waiting for me to take over, but it’s not going to happen. Now you can all stay here in Heaven with me, or you can fight. If you leave, I won’t stop you. You would all be better warriors under someone else anyways.”

“You can’t just stay here forever,” Farah said. I turned to her.

“I’ll try. As long as I don’t do anything, I won’t be fit for war.”

“But they might need us over in the Battle of the East.”

“They might, but I won’t know for sure.”

“We could help turn the war in our favor!”

“Or make it worse.”

“Cadence,” Alessa said, catching me by surprise and hugging me. “We’re not going anywhere without you. We need you.”

“Alessa’s right,” Lysander said, as Marcus nodded. “We’re a team, and if that means you need centuries, that’s what it’s going to take. Besides, I could use a little more time in the Archive Building.”

“And what if it takes longer than centuries? What if I never come around?”

“Oh, I doubt that will happen,” Farah laughed, slapping me on the butt. With her being so short, it was the furthest up she could reach. “Trouble has a way of finding us.”

“Truth,” Marcus stated, and I had to chuckle at that.

“But before you start napping for years on end,” Alessa said, letting me go, “why don’t you carry out your last task. Amos still needs someone to talk to.”

“Right,” I said. “I will. I’ll see you guys later?”

“Of course,” Alessa smiled. She was worried about me, and I knew that we would be having another conversation later about what we just talked about, but that was okay. I knew she was just worried about me.

“Bye!” Farah waved to me as I began floating out of the hole I created. The others waved at me as well, and I gave them all a smile. Before they were out my sight, I saw Marcus grab Farah by the head and throw her through one of the side walls. I shook my head and continued on. 

The plains were located in the 1st ring of Heaven, right next to the homes of the angels in the 2nd, so it wasn’t that far at all, and I could have transported there in a second, but I found myself lazily flying there. My mind wandering as it tended to do. 

My thoughts once again turned to Cain. My only sole guardianship. After he had been killed by Vergil, I thought that I would be relieved to be free from my job, but I was actually saddened by it. Even though I was just there to watch him, I felt like maybe my presence would have some kind of effect on him, like a parent watching over a child. 

But it wasn’t so. 

He was haunted by his own internal demons to the bitter end. 

And even though he tried to do right by his people, he didn’t have the effect I had hoped he would on them. I returned to the Land of Nod only once after Cain’s death, and it was the last time I had gone to Earth since. 

They were all unorganized and unsure of what to do next. Leaders were elected. Families were restructured. Some moved from Nod, some stayed. But one common denominator was present. That fact that not one was ready to adopt the philosophies of Cain. 

Not one sought to adhere to his wishes of maintaining peace and order with their surrounding neighbors and each other. Before I left for good, I saw a boy, only eleven, talking with his father by their tent. 

The boy had asked him, with sand blowing into his eyes, if they should be nice to their neighbors like Cain wanted. After all, they had been nice to them, and there were no signs of hostility. In fact, there might even be hope of forming some kind of truce. Imagine the possibilities! The people of Nod could indulge in their relatives’ fertile lands and eat of their crop while they helped with the workload or provided other services. 
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