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In the beginning...

God created the islands.

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

Some would pass the test and be transported to 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.

Not many...would escape this condition...

However, one notable group managed to pass the tests, resulting in the formation of a powerful team of six:

Lysander – the Messenger, well versed in tactics,

Cadence – the Guard, their leader,

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

Marcus, the Godhand, the muscle,

Vergil, the Archangel,

And Farah, the Faithful.

Together, they quickly became known throughout Heaven for their teamwork and commendable bravery.

Yet even these attributes would soon be pushed to their limits. 

Lucifer, a powerful Archangel, decided to wage war against God in Heaven, arguing that he would be a more fitting ruler than their Creator. 

And in the process, he managed to persuade many to his cause.

Including a member of Team Six: Vergil.

After an exhausting battle, God ended the war.

Lucifer and his followers were banished.

And Vergil...was lost with them.

No one is certain of their condition...

And there is no time to investigate.

With the advent of the human beings on Earth, all focus is averted to their sole well-being, leaving the status of the fallen angels to an afterthought... 

Still...there is a feeling that the planet and its new inhabitants are more than just another of God’s creations...

That if one could see beyond its beauty and majestic aura

They would realize...it is a battleground.

And a raging thirst for blood and spirit is in the air...

“Open rebuke is better than secret love. Faithful are the wounds of a friend; but the kisses of an enemy are deceitful.”


– Proverbs 27: 5-6



“...for Satan himself is transformed into an angel of light. Therefore it is no great thing if his ministers also be transformed as the ministers of righteousness; whose end shall be according to their works.”


– II Corinthians 11:14-15
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CHAPTER 1: Think on These Things

“I am too far gone.”

His words echoed through my mind as I stared at the clear, transparent dome again, rotating silently in its bronze holder – nothing more than a circular table composed of polished wood. I barely noticed anything else, the rest of the room eclipsed by my curiosity. Only my hands realized the design of the table, for it was all they had to rest on. And I needed this support, so I could lean in, and examine the contents beyond the crystal shell. 

It was a globe.

A full representation of Earth itself - displaying all of its weather patterns in an animated fashion.

Spinning ever so slightly, it tilted at an impressive angle, allowing seasons to occur intermittently across its surface. The way its core, mantle and crusts were assembled, it reminded me of Heaven at first glance. After all, we had our own circular structure. Four rings to be exact, making up our city, neighborhoods, fields, and spatial background, respectively. One could argue that what differentiated Earth’s structure from Heaven’s was the latter’s interactive dynamic. While Earth’s composition was static, Heaven’s was ever-changing.

And yet, the funny thing was that, no matter how much time I spent at home with the rest of my angelic brethren, I found myself captivated by the blue and green Earth rotating below. I kept returning again and again to stare at the model in Raphael’s esoteric room. Some called it an obsession. Others brushed it off as a hobby. But for me? It was reconnaissance, for a special mission I had placed upon myself. 

I just hadn’t mustered the courage to execute it yet.

And besides, I had little information to go off of, and I was never much of a risk-taker. Recent events in my life were proof enough of that. Despite my friends visiting the planet like it was their vacation home, I refused to go there entirely. Not that they didn’t try to make me. But I habitually declined their invitations (much to their annoyance) and stayed home to hold down the fort, so to speak. They just didn’t understand. I had to prepare my mind first, and determine a course of action in case I saw him. They had nothing to worry about. He had never really cared for them. But I had been involved in his life up until the end, so that made me the only one he would bother striking up a conversation with, and listening to. The amount of pressure was rapping on my nerves like a ruler, but I couldn’t acknowledge the pessimism. It was of the utmost importance that I made our first talk after the war worth his while – ensure that each word counted...was flawless...was perfect. Going down to save him, unprepared, would just end poorly for all of us. 

I stuck my nose down further toward the holographic Earth, unable to reach past the glass shield and give it a poke. I asked Raphael once why it was forbidden touch it, but all he said was that if I did, the world might explode. For two Earth days I believed him, until he outright laughed at my refusal to go back into the room and finally revealed that he had been joking. It wasn’t funny. Sure, I laughed at sarcasm as much as the next angel, but with the creation of Earth and the human beings, we were in a whole different domain. There were too many concepts we didn’t know. Not even our mental database gave us answers to all the questions. 

Questions like: what was our mission concerning the humans’ well-being? Who would introduce them to the angels if God decided to leave them alone and not take a personal stake in their lives? Would they trust us if they found out about our existence? These were troubling notions that kept many an angel quiet, even at the Fellowship Hall. And it wasn’t uncommon to find several angels stooped over a table, silently munching on apples or honeycombs, contemplating these mysteries. Sure, some went over to the Throne Room and asked God Himself these questions, but not one came back with an answer. Of course, we waited patiently, knowing that God would reveal all in time, but that didn’t mean we weren’t a little bit anxious. Since the Earth had been created, the two humans and their botanical sanctuary had been kept off limits, leaving us wondering when the grand opening would occur. Everyone was excited to see the new creations, but until the day we were given permission, He offers only His presence and the Earth’s landscape - to revel in, and enjoy. 

“Geez,” a voice squeaked behind me. “There’s enough gloom in this room to knock an angel unconscious.”

“Hello, Farah,” I said flatly, not budging from my position. I heard her pipsqueak shoes tapping, getting louder as she walked closer. Soon she was right beside me, leaning on the table harder than I ever would. “Farah, what are you...” I began to say, but she had already reached beyond the glass dome, that impenetrable armor, and poked a stubby end of a finger into the Earth. Being a holographic projection, it didn’t stop or skid, and thankfully it maintained its spinning as if nothing had happened at all and I heaved a sigh in relief. After a quick recovery, I decided to follow suit, ready to pounce on the wonderful opportunity Farah had just presented, but my finger, despite being of the same spiritual composition as hers, bounced against the shield, nearly causing my hand to whip back and hit me in the forehead. Farah giggled and rubbed my back in consolation.

“How did you do that?” I marveled, but we both knew the answer. It was her specialty.

“Faith,” she declared proudly, a grin cracking from ear to ear and ridiculously overshadowing the rest of her facial features. “You can do it too, Lysander. Just believe that your hand can go past the glass.”

“I’m not supposed to touch it...and neither are you,” I added. “Raphael’s orders.”

“Yes, I was there when he claimed the world would explode, but c’mon, he was joking! God wouldn’t destroy the world because you touched a model of it.”

“Says you...”

“And yet you tried it right after I did,” she mused, shaking her head. “Double standards...”

“Well, why did you do it in the first place?”

“I had to see what it felt like...just once,” she whispered mischievously. “You’ve never considered it?”

She stared at me with big puppy eyes, waiting patiently for a response, and knowing full well I’d thought about it since the first time I saw it spinning in its case.

“So what was it like?” I asked casually, like I didn’t care that Farah had just done the impossible. “I mean, if you want to talk about that sort of thing.”

“You’re so funny,” she giggled and inspected the glass once more. She reached out, and tried poking through the shimmering globe again, but her finger didn’t faze through the dome this time. She stepped back and stretched the same finger out in front of her, searching for flaws.

“You lost faith on purpose,” I accused her childishly. “You could do it if you wanted.”

“Losing faith on purpose,” she snickered. “I’ve never heard of such.”

“Okay. Fine,” I sighed. “I’ll stop pretending. I really want to know what it felt like.”

“Break the glass with your sword - that should do the job,” she said assuredly. “Then you’re free to do as you please and touch the globe to your heart’s content. I can’t believe you didn’t consider it earlier.”

“I’m not trying to break it, it’s not mine. And besides...I forgot I had a sword altogether.”

“It sits right on you,” she whined in disbelief, pointing directly at the scabbard dangling by my thigh. I had barely noticed it since the war in Heaven. It didn’t matter if it wasn’t the same sword I had used to slash my way through a horde of Lucifer’s angels, desperately reaching for my friend to come to his senses. It didn’t matter that it was a completely different blade than the one that had plunged through my chest when I was ultimately betrayed by my brother. It was of no consequence. Whether it was this one or the next - a sword to me was a symbol of destruction and violent suffering. A trinket that drudged up too many bad memories: the island, the Absent, God’s disappearance, the bickering in Heaven over whether Lucifer should take His place, the war, the division, Vergil’s betrayal and banishment from Heaven...as long as I was able, I was determined to keep that sword chained and locked until all was restored to its rightful place, no matter how long that took. After all, I was immortal...

“I don’t want to use it,” I said. “Not unless I have to.”

“You might as well. We weren’t given these after the war for decoration.”

“It stays sheathed,” I said adamantly and Farah puffed in disappointment, her dragonfly wings twitching slightly.

“Well, anyways, your time is up. We’re supposed to be meeting at the Café.”

“That wasn’t even close to five minutes.”

“You’re right. It was actually ten. We know how much you like to sulk so we gave you some extra time.”

“You can go without me. Seriously.”

“Lysander, don’t make me get Alessa...”

“Why can’t you just let me stay?”

“Because we’re concerned,” she said. Her eyes remained fixed on the globe, but her fingers were manifesting her emotions through a rhythmical tapping on the table. 

“I’m fine.”

“Are you? We hardly see you anymore. And I’m not talking about our trips to Earth. You haven’t been to any of our houses except Cadence’s, and sometimes you go out of your way to avoid us.”

“It’s not you,” I muttered, cringing over how corny it sounded. “It’s me?”

“You’re the saddest angel I’ve ever seen!” she exclaimed. “Do you realize what I’m saying? You’re in Heaven...and you’re depressed! That shouldn’t be!”

“But I am, Farah...you weren’t there.”

“Yes I was! I fought in the war and had to put aside my fears like everyone else. I had to watch angels get stabbed! I saw our troops getting slaughtered, our morale defeated. And I worried about going unconscious too! Waking up to a Lucifer-dictated world...but it’s over now. It’s over. And nothing’s changing. We’re not going back in time. We’re not able to reinstate the angels that fell, so why dwell on it anymore?”

“We could talk to them - make them see that their decision to side with Lucifer was a mistake.”

“It’s done, Lysander. Let it go,” she said frantically. “If there was a way Lucifer and the members of his army could be saved, they would have been. God is omnipotent, remember?”

“What I can’t understand is how you can act so normal. As if none of it ever happened.”

Farah began walking out of the room, motioning for me to leave with her and sit down on the carpeted floor in the main hall. I followed reluctantly and sat down beside her, surprised by how plush the rug was. Raphael had definitely upgraded the tapestry in the past year, though the walls were still pretty bare. The same metallic purple drapes extended down the hall, culminating into the arched entrance, although a couple new banners did hang across the ceiling. But that was basically it. The layout of his home hadn’t changed, merely the décor. Besides the stretch of hallway, there was an alcove at the opposite end of the entrance to the left, making Raphael’s entire building the shape of an “L” that was lying on its side. The alcove housed two rooms: the first being the Earth room, and the other - its contents were still a mystery. I’d tried to open the second door on occasion but it never budged. Once, Raphael caught me and goaded me on, telling me that if I wanted to know what was in there so badly, I should break the door down, use all of my strength. This, of course, was impossible as some kind of force field outlined its edges, but I still tried with all of my might and Raphael laughed heartily at my efforts. Lately, I’ve left it alone. 

“Hey, what is that?” Farah asked me, now that we were relaxed on the carpet. The second locked door was well within view.

“The second room, right?” I said excitedly. “Raphael’s keeping secrets in there and I would love to find out what they are.”

“No one’s seen what’s inside?” she asked and I struggled to suppress a grin.

“No one but Raphael,” I said slyly, “but you can investigate.”

“Sneaky sneaky,” she mused, wagging a finger at me. “Trying to get me to do your dirty work?”

“Maybe,” I said, looking away like I had seen a gnat zip past. 

“I should let you suffer and not even bother.”

“Aren’t you curious?”

“Not as much as you. Really, you think too much.”

“Only about what’s important.”

“Nooooo...you dwell on memories that won’t change anything. Just let God be in control.”

“I’m trying, but it’s not that easy.”

“At least talk to Raphael about what you’re feeling. You two seem to have a good rapport with each other.”

“I would, but he’s been busy.”

It was true. One would think Raphael’s home belonged to me with how often I visited. And I had to admit that my afternoons there only increased once I saw how seldom angels came for advice. The hall was never closed to outsiders but many were determined to keep their distance from Raphael’s less-than-sunny disposition. He had the tendency to say what was on his mind, and his established tone of speech didn’t exactly welcome you to his advice. I found, however, that if you could get past his cold exterior, you couldn’t ask for a better mentor and guide, and this instilled in me great respect for him. As a result, I visited his hall more than anyone, whether he was there or not, constantly watching the Earth spin or waiting for him to return so I could ask another question. He was always happy to oblige.

But recently, God had called on him to oversee many of the duties in Heaven, such as ensuring that all of the angels were satisfied and happy after the war, giving speeches in the Fellowship Hall, or asking Gabriel to create new and exciting foods. Ironically, I was one of the sole angels who found it hard to move on after the war, and yet I saw Raphael the least out of Heaven’s host, constantly missing him in transition. I could barely remember the last time we had spoken.

“Our paths don’t seem to cross anymore,” I admitted and Farah shook her head.

“Well, you need to speak to someone.”

“Raphael will be here eventu-”

“-I guess that someone will be me!” she exclaimed cheerfully. I groaned. Farah gave me a scowl but then she quickly reverted back to her excitement, motioning to me with her right hand to lean in closer - to catch her words of wisdom.

“Listen, I wasn’t conscious in the end,” Farah said to me softly. “I didn’t hear what Lucifer said, or what persuaded Vergil to join him, but we can’t harp on it. If angels still feel pain caused by the war, then Lucifer’s clutches have not yet been broken. Why do you think God’s top priority in Heaven is to make sure we’re all happy? Why do you think His Throne Room is always open and you can be engulfed in His presence at any given moment? Because we need to move on.”

“How?” I cried out desperately. “How can we forget what happened?”

“If there’s sadness and unrest, we could start having unhealthy thoughts again. What if a sect of angels, unhappy with the way Heaven is progressing, decided amongst themselves to take up Lucifer’s doctrine? Think of the division it would cause...and there’s no guarantee it couldn’t happen again. Imagine the fallout of a second war...you sure would have a reason to be depressed then. At that point, you may as well become an Absent just to deal with the pain.”

“Might as well be Absent?” I said solemnly. “What are you saying...that I’m a threat?”

Farah slapped me upside the head and I winced at the sudden drop in my angelic pressure.

“Lysander, if you were a threat, would God have kept you here? He knew what angels were going to turn from the beginning. He just waited until all of them were accounted for, then He made his move.”

“But Vergil wasn’t like that.”

“It’s hard to tell what is going on inside an angel’s mind...but all I know is that Vergil sided with Lucifer, and that was wrong.”

I rubbed the back of my head absent-mindedly, and I was reminded of how terrifying it was when we had fought Lucifer and his army – the fear of going unconscious and being unable to move scaring us far more than his endgame. 

When we fight, we lose “angelic pressure” from exerting ourselves, and the same thing also happens if we are “hurt” in battle. Take enough damage or expend enough energy, and your spiritual body shuts down, forcing you to go unconscious for an unspecified amount of time. Part of Lucifer’s plan had been to knock out all of God’s followers for millennia, thus making an opportunity for himself to shape Heaven after his image. All in all, being unconscious sounded better than death, which I knew little about, but it was still nothing an angel was willing to experience.

“I don’t see how Vergil had evil within him,” I said, refusing to budge from my stance. Farah relinquished her side of the argument, bowing her head in secession. 

“Maybe if you find him someday, we’ll have the answer.”

“Maybe...” I said, satisfied the discussion was over.

“So!” Farah piped up cheerfully, shooting up to her feet in excitement. “Are we going to leave now?”

After recovering from her sudden burst of joy, I chuckled to myself. From where I sat, I was still noticeably taller than her. 

“What’s so funny?” she eyed me accusingly, placing her hands on her hips.

“Nothing we can fix,” I laughed. I eyed the top of her head and she joined in my laughter.

“Yes, yes. I’m small. I get it, but don’t change the subject!”

“I don’t remember what we were talking about.”

“I was going to say that we should go look at the Earth soon.”

“I’m absolutely fine with that,” I said in a chipper tone. Farah closed her eyes and sighed.

“I meant we should go there and see it...in its actual physical form.”

I had realized what she had meant from the start, but I wasn’t ready to go yet. I didn’t feel like my research had been exhausted yet and a couple more ideas were at the forefront of my mental database, nagging at me to realize their full potential.  Perhaps I could still get out of this...

“Well, it wouldn’t be right for just the two of us to go,” I related to her quickly. “We should wait for the others.”

“I never said we were going alone.”

I let her words sink in as anxiety crept up my back. It was going to be harder to wiggle my way out of her clutches than I had thought.

“Cadence asked you to check on me, didn’t he?”

“Yep,” she confirmed, “but if it makes you feel better, I did want to see you too.”

“Where are the others?”

“They’re at the East Café, enjoying the new food.”

“And you didn’t mind babysitting? I hear Gabriel’s new raisin bread is the talk of Heaven.”

“It’s not babysitting when you’re checking on a friend,” she said, running a hand through her lightning green hair.

“I’m not losing my mind,” I said matter-of-factly, “so you don’t have to worry about me. But with that said, I’m not ready to see the group yet either. I figure I’ll get some fresh air first – stroll around a bit. Give me a solid hour and I’ll join you at Café when I’m ready. Then, we’ll discuss this trip to Earth.”

“You’re sure? I don’t have to follow you?”

“No,” I said, giving my best cheesy smile. “And to put your mind at ease, I’ll say this. If you have to search for me after an hour, I promise I’ll go to Earth. No discussion, no dragging involved.”

“That makes me feel better,” she said. “You do have to keep your word.”

I said nothing else as we walked out of Raphael’s hall, and admired the galaxy from the front steps. Nothing, as far as space was concerned, had changed since the war and the view was as breathtaking as always. The stars and nebulae firing past like bullets, our houses gliding around us on their own small islands, the bustling city core where the Fellowship Hall, the Throne Room and the infamous Symphony Hall lay. I didn’t get out much but I had heard there was talk of future remodeling, which would include some new architecture. I wondered what an angel had to do to get on that planning committee. 

Farah, hands on her hips, shook her head in awe and threw a hand out toward the landscape.

“Depressed with all this beauty around,” she said in a low tone. “You know, you should visit the Throne Room. That will cure your ailment.”

“Perhaps I will,” I said, beginning my preliminary take-off, slowly floating upwards and keeping my face toward her. “Are you sure you’ll be at the Café? When I’m done sight-seeing?”

“Definitely. Before I came here, I heard rumors that another Godhand had challenged Marcus in who could eat the most.”

“That doesn’t sound too good,” I laughed, backing further away. “Well, I’ll see you there.”

“Yes,” she said suspiciously. “Yes you will...or I’m sure Alessa will come looking for you.”

“Bye,” I said as my voice wavered, doing my absolute best not to dwell on Alessa’s matriarch complex.

I headed toward the city, preferring to maintain a healthy distance from uncomfortable conversation. Occasionally I would glance out from the corner of my eye to see if she was following me, but I was sure she wouldn’t be - after all, if she needed to find me, she could do so with little effort. Her uncanny ability to defy impossible situations and do the unthinkable were well known, even among those of her class. She had more faith than any other angel I’d met, and this granted her some kind of unknown power that made me uneasy at times. Her classification was that of a Faithful, a generally small type of angel that had extraordinary faith in God, and Farah lived up to her namesake with horrifying excitement. During the war, I’d seen her take down Godhands and Guards like it was second nature. So, I was sure a game of hide-and-seek wouldn’t end in my favor. 

And, to make matters worse, I was undeniably a creature of habit. Therefore, it didn’t take a detective to figure out where I was going - which right now was my second favorite spot in Heaven: the Fellowship Hall. A gigantic athletic stadium that boasted a buffet-style dining commons, lavished with diverse foods cooked and tailored for our consumption. Being angels, we didn’t need it for survival, but the tastes were enjoyable and many of Heaven’s host were not shy about it. Because we had no indicator in our anatomy to tell us when we were “full,” many fell to borderline gluttony. Marcus, my fellow teammate, was a habitual offender, and we often had to drag him out of the cafeteria kicking and screaming. 

But I wouldn’t have to worry about that today. One of the reasons I loved the Fellowship Hall so much more than the brand new Café was because it was now deserted. Before the war, there had been an obvious division between those who embraced Lucifer’s doctrine, and those who followed God. The violence hadn’t started yet, but there was still separation. Those in Lucifer’s camp had resided in what was now the Café, and as a result, many who sided with God kept their distance. It was just a simple cafeteria at the time, but that didn’t mean it didn’t peak anyone’s interest. Every so often, an angel from one camp would visit the other, but from what I’d heard, the awkwardness had been profound, not to mention the fear of a fight - verbal or otherwise - breaking out. Rumors had only intensified the anxiety and eventually, each angel had stayed exclusively with the faction they had sided with. 

After the war, with Lucifer and his fallen angels banished from Heaven, the Café was open to everyone, and in a great migration, the angels had stampeded there with abundant joy, thrilled over the all-new hot spot for them to enjoy. Not to mention the prospect of new food and new surroundings. 

Naturally, I stayed behind.

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to see the Café, it was just that I needed more time to think, to mull over my next move. But the longer I took, the harder it was to concentrate. My friends, the unofficially designated Team Six, wanted me around. And in lieu of recent events, an angel in isolation looked suspicious at best, prompting their increasing number of visits to be laced with more and more concern. But I had to come up with some kind of plan to save Vergil, and ideas were coming up short no matter how hard I tried. Spending my hours staring at the representation of Earth was becoming synonymous with hoping a magic 8-ball could provide the right answer, and despite my immortality, I knew I couldn’t be in this pondering limbo forever. Sooner or later, I would have a job to do. Sure, no duties had been assigned, and the humans had yet to be revealed to us, but the end of our leisure was near. As soon as we were to report for duty, I would have no more time to plan, and I would be no closer to a solution than when I had first started... 

So what was the answer? Maybe...maybe a trip to the Earth, unprepared or not, would give me some insight into my next move. As long as I was cautious and didn’t get too heavily involved...

And who knows? 

Maybe it would be fun.
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CHAPTER 2: Infiltration

Floating above the Fellowship Hall, I wondered if I should even bother going inside, when I heard an irritating guffaw behind me. I turned slowly, because, like facing any big animal, it was best to not make any sudden movements. This particular beast was a large, husky angel named Amos – a Godhand, sporting the only beard and bald head seen in Heaven. He stood out like a dead plant in paradise, which was only exacerbated by his indifference to his appearance. 

“LYSIE! WHAT YOU DOING UP YONDER?!” he called from the steps below. I was currently about a mile up in the air but his voice was so loud, it was like he was right in front of me.

“DON’T CALL ME LYSIE!” I yelled back.

“WHAT?”

“DON’T CALL ME LY-”

“HUH? YOUR VOICE IS TOO SOFT! SPEAK UP!”

“God help me,” I muttered as I made my descent. The burly angel was chuckling to himself like he had just told himself a good joke. 

“Hi, Amos,” I said, waiting for him to come back to his senses. If he were anyone else, I might have taken off to the sky, avoiding the conversation altogether, but Amos deserved all of Team Six’s respect. After all, he did help save us during the war by throwing a house on top of one of Lucifer’s generals. 

“Why are you at this place? The Café’s better,” he said, his accent thick like he had a swarm of bees in his mouth and it was his mission to not let one sting him. 

“I need to be alone,” I said, hoping he would get the hint. “Sort out a few things.”

“But why be alone outside then? You got food and thinking on the inside.” Amos gestured toward the Fellowship Hall.

“Well put...so why are you here?”

“Marcus,” the big angel said, rubbing the top of his bald head. “He asked if I could come here where the honeycombs are and pick up some to go with the onions he got. The honeycombs aren’t over there at the Café.”

“Onions and honeycombs...it doesn’t sound like a great combination. “

“Naw. But Marcus was all determined and serious, saying he’s doing it for research.”

I had to laugh at that. Whenever I had a project I was researching, Marcus was usually the last one to assist. 

“Marcus doing research, huh? When it comes to food, he’s full of surprises.”

“Speaking a surprises, how do you feel about my company?” His wide grin was beginning to creep me out, and somehow I suspected there were ulterior motives behind his question.

“Why don’t you tell me why you’re asking and I’ll consider answering.”

“I might be joining Team Six!”

I felt an alarming drop in my angelic pressure. Was it possible for an angel to faint? Could I go unconscious from a feeling? Amos didn’t take much seriously, even in battle, and he had the reputation of being a klutz.

“Who told you that?” I asked, maintaining my composure.

“Cadence offered me the job when we were discussing...uh...you know, what happened....to uh, why Team Six only has five members right now.”

“I’m not a baby. You can say it – when Vergil left. And now it’s strange that we’re a five angel team with a name like Team Six.”

“Yeah,” he said, rubbing his paunch idly. “But, I wouldn’t join if it weren’t, you know, unanimous.” He said the word like a bee had finally hit its mark.

It took me all of two seconds to find my answer. Team Six had fought many angels in the war, including Lucifer himself, and had somehow survived to battle on, but we had been unsuccessful in averting Vergil’s betrayal. And that wasn’t because he was evil from the beginning, or had a hidden agenda. It was because we had chased him into Lucifer’s arms. We had made him feel unwelcome. He was an Archangel, and we had been so afraid of his power, and worried that he would outshine us, that we treated him like an outcast. By the time we realized our folly, it was too late. The damage had left serious scars and Lucifer had been able to persuade him to join his cause. At that crucial moment, I was the only one there to see his transformation take place. I was the only one able to stop it, and I didn’t. Such division couldn’t happen again. Regardless of my opinion or anyone else’s, if someone wanted to join the team, they were on the team. 

“You have my vote,” I said strongly, grabbing his hand and shaking it. “Never too many Godhands right?”

“Thanks, Lys-”

“But on one condition,” I said, interrupting him. “Don’t ever call me Lysie again. It’s Lysander. That’s the name God gave me. I want to keep it that way.”

“Sure thing,” he chuckled. “That name sure gets you heated, don’t it?”

“I’ve discovered I can get quite serious when I’m emotional,” I laughed, the anger dissipating.

“I see that. Hey, while we’re talking – Cadence wanted to see you when you’re free. He left the Café to head over to his place. Says he misses his friend and wants to talk to you about something urgent.”

“Thanks for the message. I’ll go see him now.”

“Welcome. And uh, you think it’s okay for honeycombs and onions to be combined like that?”

“No,” I chuckled. “But Marcus would declare war on the whole building if you came back empty. Let him have it.”

“Thank you for the advice,” he said and I gave him a half-salute, gliding upwards to catch an adequate current. I couldn’t help but notice the black hole in the distance, so close to Heaven, sucking in everything around it like a chained-down tornado - everything except Heaven itself. Heaven was so animated and alive, yet unaffected by the powerful phenomenon in its backyard. There was no doubt in my mind. God was still in control. If He wasn’t, Heaven would have been sucked into that hole a long time ago. There would be nothing but chaos and disorder. I mean, why put a black hole there at all? Why not another expanse of land, or more space? Why not another painting of colors, blues and reds, oranges and greens, swirling around endlessly like pollen in a light meadow breeze? Why a monster, that destroyed all in its path, yet unable to devour the one thing sitting beside it? Why would God have put that black hole right next to the paradise He built? 

Perhaps Heaven had a future in God’s plans that extended far beyond the black hole’s pull. Perhaps it was needed and therefore protected in sight of a greater plan...or maybe I was just overthinking again. Maybe God just liked black holes...

I considered asking Cadence about his opinion on the subject when I arrived at his home. As I descended to his front steps, I saw that I wouldn’t have to knock because he was already closing his door, rushing out like he was late for an appointment, his thin wings outstretched and ready to fly. I met him in the air. 

“Where are you off to so fast?” I asked him. He chuckled to himself, half startled by my intrusion.

“Looks like I’ll have a partner in this.”

“Where are you going?” I asked, feeling that old sense of brotherhood at his use of the word ‘partner.’

“I’m about to check out Alessa’s house.”

“Okay,” I said flatly, furrowing my brow. What was the hurry?

“I see that look on your face,” he laughed, his lanky arms pointing at me. “You’re wondering what’s going on.”

“I would say that’s a fair assessment.”

“You know how Alessa comes over to my place all the time? Unannounced?”

“Yes. I remember watching the two of you argue about how it was becoming a staple in our get-togethers.”

“Well, she makes fun of my furniture arrangement every time she’s here, constantly trying to change it around.”

“I’m sure she gets frustrated when nothing happens,” I laughed. 

“Furious,” Cadence confirmed amusingly. 

“I take it you’ve never budged on this.”

“Of course not. I just ignore her ranting, but she has been getting more aggressive lately.”

“It’s because she’s bored,” I said. Cadence nodded in agreement. 

“True. She’s been to the Earth a couple times, but she doesn’t want to go anymore until we all can, like a family. She says we should have another war if it will mean we can all sit down and have a simple dinner together.”

“She’s insane,” I snickered, “but at least her heart’s in the right place.”

“Or she wants more attention...” he trailed off. “Lysander, I’ve missed your company.”

“I’ve been busy,” I said shyly. “You understand.”

“I do, but just remember that we’re all here to help. Being divided never ends well, and unfortunately we learned that the hard way.”

“That’s the issue, Cadence. We are still divided. Our team is incomplete.”

“Lysander, you understand what I’m saying.”

“But you refuse to acknowledge what I’m saying,” I stressed, slowing down my flight. Cadence matched my speed but still kept an eye out for Alessa, in case she intercepted us.

“I get it.” He said, his voice rising an octave. “We’re an angel short, but there’s nothing we can do about that right now.”

“You can help me with my mission.”

“It’s...” Cadence sighed, closing his eyes. “It’s...”

“Pointless?”

“You said it, not me.”

“It’s only pointless if you believe it is. Whatever happened to God being in control of all things? There may be a way to save him!”

“He made his choice.”

“So now he’s not family anymore?”

“If you really want to go down this road, then why don’t we get to the heart of it?” he said, gritting his teeth, waiting for my permission to say some harsh truth.

“Fine. Go ahead.”

“You’re scared,” Cadence replied. “You’re so afraid to fail that you hide away at Raphael’s when you should be scouring the Earth, searching for him. If you truly put his well-being above your feelings, you’d be down there. Tell me I’m wrong.”

“No,” I said, picking up speed, more to avoid the conversation than to reach our goal. Cadence was my confidant, my brother and my friend, but sometimes I hated it when he spoke the truth in such a cold, matter-of-fact tone. Saying I shouldn’t be afraid didn’t make me any less apprehensive.

“I guess you’re right,” I muttered finally. I saw him relax at my response.

“I don’t want to be,” he said. “But it needed to be heard. Tell you what. If you go to Earth with us and be a part of the team, then I’ll make sure we do things your way if we see Vergil. We’ll stand behind you and support your lead.”

Now this was different...my team willing to join in my Vergil project?

“You’ll help me?”

“We were never against your research, or what you’ve set out to do. It’s a noble thing to save a friend. It’s just...we think his decision finalized matters, while you think it hasn’t. I’m not sure how to put it. But maybe I’m wrong about this...and my doubt...is enough to convince me to give you a shot.”

“Well, thank you,” I said, beaming with joy. It would be a lot easier to face Vergil with the others by my side, especially since I wasn’t sure if I could accomplish anything on my own. I was beginning to believe that all I did was think too much for my own good and spend all my time analyzing, rather than actually doing something.

“There’s one more thing we need to discuss,” Cadence said, growing serious again.

“You better hurry,” I said. “We’re almost at Alessa’s.”

“We’re still an angel short,” he said solemnly. “And until we find Vergil and get him back, we could use some extra firepower.”

“I already talked to Amos,” I admitted, to Cadence’s surprise. “He told me about your conversation. I shook his hand and congratulated him, giving him my vote for his membership.”

“That was pretty nice of you.”

“Is it that hard to fathom considering recent events?”

“True,” Cadence laughed. “Then I guess that’s taken care of. You were the last vote to usher him in. I figured -”
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