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"All my life, I lived in fear, for he was coming to get me. I did not know who he was... It turns out it was you..."
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AUTHOR’S NOTE



Dearest Reader, 
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WHEN I SET OUT TO WRITE The Pendulum Strikes Three, I had many reasons in mind, and just one line that obsessed me for 6 months. 

“And so, the angel hung, upside-down, by a thread, suspended in a timeless, spaceless void.”

That was the way I felt. 

First off, corny as it may seem, I wanted to write a story that would change the world for the better. I remember thinking, “God, help me write this book, because I don’t know what to write.” And, in more than one way, God did. 

It’s safe to say that this book terrified me. Now, whether this was because the prospect of facing my own enraged self was horrific, or because the first third of this story is a philosophical horror – that’s difficult to say. What I can tell you for a fact is that I felt the same split between what I needed and what I did, and sometimes I felt as if the soul would tear itself apart from the flesh for all the ways in which I could not satisfy its calling. It was an otherworldly pain, fueled by depression. Nevertheless, whenever I struggled most, I came back to the Pendulum to find solace, and every time I read through it, I felt God speaking to me again and again. Not because I wrote it, but because I’m pretty sure that I would not have been able to imagine even half of what is in this book on my own. 

I want to be perfectly frank – the book might seem that, at certain points, it depicts suicidal ideation. This is a fallacy that even I had come to accept. Seeing that it concentrates on an angel’s battle with his own enraged self, it does cycle through eons of suffering. As such, he does ask God to take him. But there is no reason to consider that this provides a reason to think as such for yourself. 

On the contrary, reading the full book, you will discover that there is an inverse point to this thought pattern. 

Among my other reasons was the desire to make a point – nowhere in the Bible does it specifically state that Lucifer is the devil, but this is a false truth that has been widely accepted despite the lack of proof. I felt that, for as long as this belief endures, we allow ourselves a loophole, justified as such, to assign our human error to others, disregarding the effects of our doing, both on them and ourselves. 

I was also particularly interested in the fact that language can be so manipulated to allow for subtle changes in meaning that can echo all the way to a human being’s core and produce reactions and behaviors potentially uncharacteristic of them. As such, you will come across several biblical episodes that are recounted from an entirely different point of view. 

Most of all, seeing the emotional pain I was in, I wished to write a story to prove to myself that, for all the bad that had happened to me, good would prevail. And it did. And it does. And it will continue as such. And it’s the same for you, regardless of the suffering you’ve endured so far, which only you may know in the deepest corners of your mind and in the darkest night of your soul. It does get better, and good will prevail for you, too. That is all you need to know. 

In short: 

This is the story of an angel who, after an eons-long life, rediscovers all things divine from scratch. After facing betrayal, failure, loss, hatred, fear, loneliness, and the weight of blame, after his own self, turned against him, attempts to murder the remains of sanity, he rises to tell the story of Eternity.

It is Lucifer’s story. 

It is the story of mankind. 

It is the story of the soul. 

It is the story of the vessel.

It is the story of God.

It is the most beautiful love story of all.

––––––––
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SPIRITUM VERITATIS, quem mundus non potest accipere, quia non videt eum nec cognoscit. Vos cognoscitis  eum, quia apud vos manet; et in vobis erit. (John 14:17)
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OVERTURE—THE COMING UNDONE
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Non potest mundus odisse vos me autem odit quia ego testimonium perhibeo de illo quia opera eius mala sunt! (John 7:7-17)



THE ANGEL’S HAND RESTED on the massive body of the immaculate orchid tree. 

Its fingers seemed to crave for the very heart of the structure, Its fingernails continuously scratching the pure holiness of the surface.

Its other hand was sunk deeply in Its white robe, in Its chest, just as willing to imprison the foe that taunted It from within. 

It could not exchange essence with the orchid. It did not want to either. 

Its breaths chased one another – an endless marathon. Its mind was haunted by memories, images, words running backwards in a countdown of doom. Its hair glowed dark in the radiant Garden of Eden, descending in throbbing curls over Its broad shoulders and muscular back, alive with the terror of their bearer. 

Its lungs suddenly refused the nurturing air. For a single moment in Its mind’s continuous chase, the angel transgressed the barrier of Its existence. 

Life flashed before Its eyes; mistakes unreeled. It witnessed the explosion that had birthed It, the involution of the celestial object that had been Its womb. It beheld holy hands joined in the agony of the ever-burning passion of the Artist imprisoned by His own purpose, and eventually, through the eyes of Its Maker, It heard the vibration of the will, the latent craving for fulfilment, the horror of failing Its soul. 

Its lips were parted with a shiver, forced open by something greater than Itself.

“Fiat Lux!”

The angel gasped. Sapphire-blue eyes opened, consumed by a darkness sharper than the cosmos. 

Violently throwing Its head back, It gazed upon the star-studded sky through marvelously painted flowers. The darkness called.

Its hands mechanically pushed apart the heavy hanging branches, every decided step taking It further away from the Garden, passing by every sleeping angel guard, paces soundless, heartbeats stifled, all land of the Lord gradually flooded by thick, heavy fog. 

Finally, having trespassed the gates, It lingeringly inhaled the ice-cold air. Around lay utter blackness. 

A game of shadows lurked within deafening silence, dancing to the rhythm of the cosmos. They tumbled and crawled on the surface of the particles that the darkness concealed, playfully trying to touch Its feather-tips and prove themselves worthy of being embodied.

Colossal wings extended, arousing vibration, as Its long, wavy hair flew sideways and backwards.

"He's coming to get you..."

Through the curtain of shadows, whisperers of threats, disfigured soldiers, grossing, grotesque, seemingly struggled to change state. 

Its weary eyes glanced around swiftly as cold words scratched the surface of Its freezing heart yet again. "He's coming to get you..."  They did somehow sound familiar, their echo preserving a touch of ghastly anxiety of a child’s pure heart. 

"I am an angel of God's army. I fear nothing!" 

"He's coming to get you..." the voices repeated, filling the universal night.

Feeling the vibration caused by the obvious contact with some kind of entity, afraid of imprisonment and torture, It flapped the white wings once more and plunged into the pitch-black, after looking back at the gates one last time.

Few memories dared show themselves to the mind that strove for oblivion. 

It would wake up every heavenly morning with Its pair by Its side, then wander about the endless paths of the Kingdom. The tranquility of heavenly nature was overwhelming. 

Having long before renounced Its angelic duties, It subsisted barren of feelings other than awe for Its pair, drunk on the stillness of heavenly life. 

However, a dark pool of feelings had been rotting Its mind for two thousand years. The moment this taunting sensation had stopped had been the pinnacle of silent torment, when the unforgiving voices had come alive.

Whispers resounded hauntingly, most often leaving It in a cold sweat as It ceaselessly tried to fight them. They never came at night, though, for when It dreamed, the angel watched lovingly how part of Its soul mate lived a human life. She was so young, the angel thought, and fragile, and yet so brave to stand apart. The rest of her soul was there, in the Kingdom, and the angel silently consented that, had the whole Heaven fallen, she would have been the most important treasure to rescue.

This particular morning had found her covered in silken sheets as white as her beautiful face, on a bench closest to the fountain in the Garden of Eden, among roses glowing red, just like her perfect cheeks when she cried, kneeling at Heaven's gates. 

"Please, don't go!"

"You know I must..."

"But I am afraid..." she had whispered in tears.

The angel had softly caressed her hair.

"...that you will never come back..."

"You know I would never leave you alone. Why would you doubt me?"

Desperate arms had been thrown around Its neck. "I dreamed of—" She had sighed profoundly after choking on a sob. "You... Dead... "

"That is nonsense..." the angel had argued. But even as she had cried uncontrollably, clinging like a child scared of losing her most precious dreams, she had glowed with the divine touch. Knowing that It stood before a prophet among angels, It had postponed Its departure.

It could remember her tormented sleep through the haze of Its escape. 

Alone, she lay on the marble bench, and white covers overflowed the edges of her secluded bed, resting on the dusty ground, trembling in the short breezes of silence and peace. Golden hair contrasted with reigning purity, and her long eyelashes trembled, possessed by the hatred of a dreadful nightmare. Her rose-red lips whispered continuously, their words strangled by unrelenting silence.

The angel suddenly squeezed Its eyelids together, hopeful that this image would thus be erased. It feared for her.  

"She felt it too..." It finally thought as Its wings battered nothingness. "Something’s wrong... Something is happening to me. I cannot bring this curse upon her or anybody else!"

It allowed Itself to be propelled through the Black Gate by the energy that the passage constantly compressed. 

Stars shone bright in the distance of the mirror universe. The throbs of their cores and motion, barely perceptible, made the angel want to scream out loud with despair, yet It stopped, for thoughts and words had fled. 

Like a gigantic heart pumping blood in the endless body of the cosmos, the surroundings reverberated with the universe's song.

"Shut up!" It eventually roared, covering Its ears. "Shut it!" 

Floating aimlessly. Icy drops thrillingly travelled down Its cheeks and neck. For the length of a moment, It felt at peace. An uncontrolled smile foretold the illusiveness of the forthcoming danger, even though Its returning thoughts echoed indecipherably for the infernal noise produced by the living cosmos. 

When the rhythm of the universe’s beating heart finally aligned itself with the rhythm of the angel's aching core, the winged white being felt a sudden urge to run.

"What is this?" It wondered breathlessly. 

Tears of fright suddenly coated Its surreal face.

"Can you go any faster? Can you? Can you?!" The voices were back, choiring demonically. 

"I can't!" the angel shouted desperately.

"No, no, you can't! But why?"

"I don't know!" It squealed, covering Its ears. "Leave me alone!"

The lack of self-control made It turn and look behind, forgetful of Its trajectory. Distorted time and space seemed to be bloating into material pseudopods, reaching to embrace It.

A small meteor birthed by the gloomy void quickly threw It into a state of immobility. The pain refused to set Its limbs free. 

Beholding broken fragments of rock spinning in the heart of the Shadow, the angel momentarily forgot that It was being chased.

"I'm okay...” It assured Itself while regaining Its breath, a numb hand holding on tightly to the white garment, fingers ready to stick in the flesh and choke Its hysterical heart to complete stillness and quietness. 

Warping surroundings fell back into place. The noisy cosmic song decreased, slowly dissipating into deadly silence.

“It was just an illusion..."

Particles spiraled vividly among Its long fingers as It beheld the twisted lines carved in the palm of Its hand. Darkness seemed to gape from its center. 

I’m bleeding the Void! screamed the angel’s dimming mind.

Silence became overwhelming as Its eyes fixed on the empty distance. The night suddenly blazed with the fury of wildfire. 

White wings pushed through emptiness. Vivid redness burnt bright, mirrored by particles bared of their protective dimness. An almost lifeless body was instinctively cast aside. Its arm mechanically extended into the nearby distance to grab the oncoming weapon.

It carefully analyzed the shiny, pointy end of the spear, then touched it with a finger. Drops of blood came running down the polished metal.

"What is your name?" a hoarse voice asked, words multiplying in echoing, hissing armies of hidden demons.

It squeezed the spear in Its hand. Its heart raced as It turned to fly away, seeking to leave this perpetual nightmare behind. Its white clothing started to come apart, clawed by the wrath of the unseen. Its legs were gradually forced together until the ankles went numb.

"Stop now or everything shall come apart!" commanded the cryptical voice.

Its spine stretched close to the point of breakage. A squeal was viciously muted by the immensity of the Shadowed Void. 

Sharp pain travelled down Its muscular, naked back, culminating in a roar when It forcefully tried to escape the bond that originated in the depth of Its being.

It felt entrapped. A burden was keeping It still. It could barely breathe, as Its arms struggled to swim through emptiness. There was nothing to grab onto. It couldn’t scream. Long feathers were blown sideways, uncovering the flesh of wings willing to break, bent viciously by the outstanding pressure. It reached out for salvation, yet salvation had forsaken It. 

“Father!” It squealed breathlessly. “Holy Being!”

‘Light... Never, ever fear the loss of things! I promise you...’ whispered the darkness, softly.

Cold shivers ran down Its spine in waves. 

“God? Somebody? Help! Help me!”  

The throbbing universe refused to allow Its words to travel throughout space. 

It surrendered, unable to feel Its feet anymore. Nothing seemed to have strangled Its ankles, yet something beyond Its once unlimited understanding had taken it hostage.

Approaching pressure deafened It to the core.

"What is your name?"

The angel hesitated. "I don’t know..." It heaved a blood-curdling sigh. It failed to remember. “But why?”

"Struggling is pointless. As we speak, I am assembling an army to decimate all that is alive with spirit and flesh. You are my army! For—"

But the angel failed to further understand spoken words. Numbly watching Itself being turned upside down and hung by the legs, It sensed a dark fog settling over Its thoughts, as Its entire body appeared to be gradually freezing.

"What is your name?" It asked Itself. "I can't remember... I don't know," It answered. "Who am I?"

The chanting of distant spheres increased. A barely visible shadow trembled, standing above It. The angel felt nonexistent, when this mirrored entity beheld It as if It had become the shadow’s shadow. 

"Were I you, I would not try to move. What you've been caught in, you can never get out of. Tell me... How much do you love people? Angels? Creation? ‘Cause if you do love them, your eternal pain will be a fair price for letting them live."

"Who are you?" the angel eventually managed to stutter fearfully.

"I am... That I am.”
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​CHAPTER I—ANIMA MUNDI
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SO THE ANGEL HUNG UPSIDE-down, by a thread, suspended in a timeless, spaceless void.

‘Tied to a life-defying atom!’ whispered the night.

Not a gust of wind made a single hair tremble, and Its wings, unfolded, cried in silent pain.

Sometimes It felt like screaming, but what would a scream have helped with? 

“Father! Holy Being! God! ... Somebody! ... Help! Help me!”

“Who are you?”

“I... don’t... know!”

What weird coincidence had ravaged through Its thoughts then, to only pour salt grains on Its open wounds... “Light... Never ever fear the loss of things!”

The uncertainty lingered, and sometimes It felt like crying, but what if a sigh would have made Its heart throb faster, harder, and the blood rush would have run upwards, to Its hung legs, causing the veins to swell imperceptibly and break the thread? 

‘You shall be lying here forever!’ whispers occasionally repeated, and the angel’s eyes followed their words ever so carefully that Its mind grew darker on any such moment for the realization that they encircled and stalked It the way a hunter does his prey.

'It’s just a matter of perception, don’t you think?’

“What do you want from me?” It had once asked, for ages had gone by, both backwards and forward.

‘Strive hard enough to believe that the world you’re in exists at 90 degrees an angle from the point you find yourself in now. That should be easy, when the universe you know might simply reorganize on its own...’ 

So this devil had spoken, therefore the angel obediently hung on. 

“I’m but a humble servant,” It thought from time to time. “The universe... It might simply reorganize on its own... But... How could all there is be on my shoulders?”

Running energy seemed to pressurize Its heart, as if It had come to contain the cosmos; as if every cosmic trill emerged from universal strings hooked to the carcass of Its former chest. 

‘Compelled to see the beauty of hell, the ugliness of heaven, would you rather survive or die? Can you take everything as it is and try to turn it into something less ghastly?’

“Like a hunter does his prey...” Its empty mind echoed. 

It could barely perceive the words of the vile darkness that enshrouded Its body. There must have been a reason, there must have been an exit, a different dimension perhaps...

“All is not endless that is incredible; all is not endless that is scary,” It answered mindfully.

‘Know you not that nothing lasts in composition, but only in shape?’

It couldn’t follow the intricate philosophy of the voice. It did suppose that was the devil toying with Its mind, hidden behind nightly layers, for the stars had dimmed until they had faded to black.

‘The shape of a memory, or the memory of a shape that, in the distant past, was filled with matter. Travel for a lifetime, and you might find yourself before that which you used to know, but only in shape, for the composition may have been deceiving you.’

“I know it’s you! Leave me alone! Free me!” the angel’s mind screamed, striving to unite Its thoughts with the universal vibration. 

‘You will have been promised gold and given lead. Thus, I daresay, you will have found nothingness, or it may take just as much as you’ve spent searching to discover that it’s the soul that will elate the heart.’

It momentarily thought It perceived flakes of matter, though the night allowed no silent epiphany. 

‘Or murder it! What will you allow?’

It wished to catch one. They seemed to be changing shape as they lured It to put out a hand. Blizzard hissed furiously, and Its body appeared to be no more. It feared freezing to death and exploding in the violent pressure of everlasting night.

“Where have the stars gone?” It wondered mazedly, and found Itself beholding falling leaves, and butterflies, and dancing white petals.

‘What will you allow?’

“I... What should I allow?”

‘A shadow of the past. A vision of the future. The end.’

Then, there was silence.
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​CHAPTER II—DENIAL
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THE SPEAR IN ITS HAND and the eyes filled with throbbing hatred, the angel lay there, upside down, for It did lie in Its own mind. 

As a consequence of Its God-forsaken sentence, a sense of oblivion tortured Its mind. It had been challenged by what It deemed a devil, yet the greatest unknown was Itself. 

“It’s your fault!” the cosmos appeared to shout now and then, while shapes seemingly struggled to become. “You made us do it!”

Pain prevented the angel from thinking clearly. A fear of the dark greater than Its certainties of eventual absolution made It picture another world, a whiteness beyond complete chastity that nurtured bubbles of light, containers of a myriad structures, and through the timeless existence that It would soon become, they all were within It, foaming furiously beyond the limit of the wall Its projection stood upon. 

“Am I male or female? Angel or demon? Sinner or saint? I know... I know, somebody... whoever that is, is somewhere... here or there, everywhere or nowhere... Answer! Answer me!” But Its mind closed on every vibration of Its forehead, for “What if it falls?”

“You made us do it!” 

Ah, voices, whispers, darkness, demons, “I can’t bear to look!” 

It shut Its eyes, and shut they remained, and against all the things that contradicted Its existence, the angel decided It was being punished for Its very life. 

“It’s your fault! Your fault! Your fault!” they chanted with Its every thought. 

“I know of God... But what is it? I’ve never harmed anyone, have I? At least... I don’t know... I don’t know! I may not be an angel, for all I know... And that might not be the devil... And if it’s anything near my perception... I might be battling this... God creature...”

The despair induced by this loss of identity left It speechless. The universe’s collapse would crown everything It thought It had put together by now. Fire and ashes, fire and sword, justice be done to the poor sinner! Injustice upon the sinless... as humans do unto one another.

“Number one, number two, number three, number four...” the voices growled. “A mistake in the circle of holiness, a mistake in the circle of holiness! There’s a spear in your hand... Spear in your hand... Cut! Cut! Cut  the thread!”

“That wouldn’t be unprecedented,” It thought wearily. After all, a universe in its fourth cycle of life was bound to self-destruct, or at least so It had calculated.

“A mistake in the circle of holiness! Spear in your hand! Cut the thread! Cut, cut, cut the thread, number three! Mistake! Miss-take! Mistake!” 

It opened Its eyes and briefly glanced around. Complete destruction seemed soothing compared to the avalanche of whispers and grumbles. Matter would have instantly spread everywhere in waves of tremendous force and pressure, in real tsunamis of flames fueled by the winds of hatred. It would take billions of years to rebuild what would have been made extinct within that short a shock. 

“Humans are so stupid! Whatever they are... They are... Humans...” 

It wished to cry, yet tears refused to come. 

“I don’t know what humans are... I... Who am I?!” Its mind echoed throughout Its frozen body.

“A mistake in the circle of holiness!” the voices choired. “Cut the thread! Cut, cut, cut the thread, number three!”

Exhaling icy particles, It gazed upon the spear. Its hand was frozen, but It decided that, by conveying all force, It would manage to move it.

“Cut! Cut! Cut!” the chorale of doom cheered on.

“On the count of three!” It thought, concentrating on the weapon.

“Cut! Cut!” they moaned, and the angel closed Its eyes, and the foaming bubbles exploded into seeds and attached themselves to the wall Its projection stood upon. Trees burst out, and flowers egressed from the white vertical wall. Their perfume spread throughout the air and filled Its lungs, and a child was born from the cocoon of a butterfly, and he fell to the ground and let go of the translucent butterfly from the prison of his small hands, and the angel looked down disquieted, for the child was crying. So It ran vertically down, for Its wings refused to unfold, and the butterfly flew right through him, and the angel smiled, for the child, upon seeing him come, yelled out, “Papa!” 

“Cut!”

It opened Its eyes to see evil bloating up under layers of darkness. 

“I need to know what humans are...” It whispered almost breathlessly.
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​CHAPTER III—TRUTH
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SO THE ENTIRE UNIVERSE was in an atom. Figuratively, yes, but the actual universe was immeasurably greater, and the atom with its suspended angel was located in a common part of the universe: everywhere, anywhere, and nowhere in particular.

The mask of emptiness was a nurturing womb to a myriad things. Hidden matter, not dark, but rather shadowed by the Creator’s eternal will, lay where only the spirit may reach.

As the epitome of the universe’s structure, dancing everywhere, inconspicuous, this underlying secret of silent creation was perfectly guarded by the eonian night, for what is employed for great purposes must never be flaunted. Thus, concealed white particles, although weaving the void limited by limitlessness – a canvas that only the soul may touch – may never alter the density of space. 

Layer upon layer opened the gate to the eternal quest for truth, a journey to where one is allowed to drink out of the very Holy Grail. And so, against all stories of the nightly cold, a meteor shot across the layers of white matter now and again, and the stars seemed lost among waves, for they could not be seen by the eyes of the awakened. 

The Earth span wearily, quite naturally, somewhere among its replicas, where history never repeated itself, for lack of time and meaning. Among the stars of the Milky Way, the night seemed warm enough, looked upon through material eyes, prison bars to the spirits within. 

Simultaneously, an angel prayed for absolution, wishing to know the bodies that sought to know the souls.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER IV—THE AWAKENING
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I'M NOT ON TOP... BUT if I tried... It thought decidedly, for pain often becomes the great deceiver. "I could stand on top of the thread... Then I'd be ruler..."

Little did the angel know, though, for the end was near, and It ignorantly played the part of the Dark Architect. Possibly, probably the biggest responsibility to have fallen in Its hands, the downfall of life was a two-sided edge of a knife. It didn’t pertain to the angel being an angel, and it didn’t pertain to the angel being the devil, and whichever the angel might have been, the total loss wouldn’t have spared It of eternal self-damnation. 

Playing the martyr would have probably turned out splendidly, It thought, yet living strangled into numbness for the rest of Its days surpassed any suffering granted by a purgatory. 

“What I think is... I can control the universe!” it suddenly occurred to the angel. “And, being able to do so, I might instill my positivity into the abyss. As for this demon— the devil take him! So he shall perish under everything I build!”

Like a snake waiting to bite into its ignorant prey, the shadow crawled, as the angel proceeded to challenge Its mind. 

"I’m on top, standing, not hanging...” 

Blood pumped furiously in Its entire body. Its eyes, drunk on tears of denial, shone in the pitch black. 

"What if it's an illusion?” It thought suddenly, when Its fatigued body seemed to have shifted poles, when Its head froze and Its legs burned, and the spear seemed to be shining strangely, flinging about soft, flickering shards of light.

Had It grown so tired that the surroundings had turned upside down in Its mind? 

And there It stood tall, a statue of marble, an emptiness captive in a forgotten body of God, or of the devil, or of an angel that had fallen prey to both.

“I do remember looking back on a canvas full of stars...” It rejoiced upon imagining the populated part of the artistic cosmos. “I wonder... Every star, and planet, and the rest... Do they ever feel quite as lonely as I do? And... whether a statue like myself brings any beauty to the void I’m in... And whether, after being taken hostage by nothing - as it clearly appears - whether...”

A peculiar darkness enshrouded Its eyes. 

‘I do think a great deal!’ 

“I’m far too tired!” It thought, attempting to clear Its mind. It recalled the white bubbles, but the bubbles were covered by darkening fog. 

‘Were I a statue, I’d be among humans.’

Oh, what a thought, what a thought! “Yes, yes, humans!” It approved silently.

‘What are humans? What are humans?’

“I don’t know...”

‘You should be a statue, angel! You’d get the best place on Earth! In a park full of motley trees, and people would come to admire the flawlessness of your wings...’

“Am I thinking these thoughts?” the angel wondered, for it seemed quite peculiar that Its mind spoke of things It knew not.

‘Yes, yes! I’m thinking these thoughts!’

The shadow danced lustily all over Its frozen body, and the angel knew It had found home when Its eyes met the sight of creatures peeping in through Its statue eyes. They did admire Its wings and wonder where the piece of art had come from, and when lightning shot across the horizon and the clouds started to whirl furiously above the Earth, they bid It farewell by knocking on the statue’s temple.

“Lucky fellow, you never have to run and hide!” 

The angel wished to move, but Its heart started to pound, and Its eyes started to soak, for It couldn’t move, and It couldn’t talk, and It was prisoner within a corpse of stone, alive within, yet dead on the outside. Humans did not have the time to listen.  

“I do not wish it!“ It protested in waves of thoughts. “I know there is something or someone out there, or here, or somewhere! If you can hear me, know that I do not wish it!”

And as the lightning in Its illusory scene struck the clouds a second time, upon awakening into the blackness of the universe, the angel’s blue eyes sparkled violently, setting the night ablaze. 

The shadow was cast away from Its hanging body. The angel beheld it rather amazed, for the featureless thing, crucified by the sudden light against dancing particles, seemed to be choking on its own words for as long as the light uncovered it, spitting out a begging growl. 

‘Don’t look at me like that!’  

“What are you?” the horrified angel thought, for It had never seen anything shape-shifting until it watched Its foe unreel his blackness into what looked like the tail of a genie.

‘Don’t look at me like that!’’ It was commanded again, and sparking darkness attacked Its face, making It shut Its bright eyes.

“It was an illusion... An illusion...” It almost whispered. 

‘It baffles me that you did that...’

The angel stopped breathing. A tear ran down Its flawless white temple. 

‘I must say, it’s been too long a time since our last encounter. And to think that you have come to master your hollowness!’ 

The tension of the devil’s words made the surroundings reverberate violently.

‘However, I’ll keep in mind that you cheated...’ he concluded, letting a sound of unreeling metal echo in the deaf void.
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CHAPTER V—OF THE NATURE OF SOULS
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‘THROUGH THE MIST OF your horrific past you see yourself the clearest...’

Weary eyes opened to the tango of a myriad flakes lit by the reflecting sun. 

White hands reached for these bedazzling epiphanies, but they wished not to be touched. They whirled around a white being empty of color and emotion. 

“Are you... him?” It inquired fearfully, for Its legs were free, and this creature was blinding, but the image of the shape-shifting demon crushed Its every fading thought.

The manifestation nodded disapprovingly, then glanced to its right, where a sphere span visibly, spiraling dust as it went. 

“Then—”

The being signaled It to hush, and the mesmerized angel watched how every particle that passed by this manifestation reflected the latter’s light into the others, and how, infinitesimal as they were, they were born into visibility with the light, and faded into oblivion with their straying. 

“Are you God?”

The manifestation smiled, shaking its head.  

“Am I the devil, then? Am I being punished?” It insisted, irritated by the phantasm’s inconclusive smile. “Well?”

But the latter put its hands together, and when apart they came, a storm of dust and ice was cast upon the universal night.

‘It is the air that chokes you,’ the angel heard as It struggled to breathe. 

Increasing speed uncovered flares of heat in the light of the white creature, and ice, prisoner in a maelstrom of energy, had surrendered to a state of fluidity, mingling with the dust to create... something. The angel felt covered, and dared not speak, but when It finally sought to inhale, Its stratum of drying mud was crushed into its components.

“What...” whispered the angel, attempting to salvage the collapsing mixture.  

‘Earth, water, fire, and air,’ voiced the white being, putting a hand forward to display four lifted fingers, ‘must be kept in perfect balance for the soul to properly reside within. Otherwise, the soul will leave much sooner, thus the being shall stop existing.’

“I don’t understand...” 

‘Neither do they,’ retorted the manifestation, and its eyes shortly glimmered black.

“Who’s ‘they’?”

‘The makers and breakers of statues...’

“I still don’t understand!” It shouted as Its companion began to disperse, and the rotating sphere collapsed into a tumult of colors and voices. 

‘And here you hang, attempting to elude my emptiness. I’ll have you know that the Gates of Heaven are open.’ 

Was it the voice of lingering silence that blew this thought right into the angel’s ears? 

‘Thank you!’ it hissed malevolently.
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​CHAPTER VI—SPIRITUAL REALITY
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IMMACULATE FEATHERS cluttered the air, mingling with the light to inundate the scenery before the eyes of the Great Keeper. 

Agitated angels flew about chaotically, suddenly changed direction, and bumped into one another, raining ivory-shaded feathers upon the dusty paths. 

The Keeper was stunned, for Heaven had never known such clamant pandemonium. The world behind the tall marble gates had been corrupted.

"Peace is silence. Silence is life,” he whispered softly, knocking the scepter against the crystal door behind him.

Vibration briefly caught the angels’ attention.

“What is it?” he then inquired, grabbing one by the wings, holding on tightly when the latter appeared to want to hoist himself. 

"A sha-shadow..." stuttered the angel.

The Keeper continued calmly, his forehead gradually wrinkling with every passing moment of hesitation. 

"Who saw it?"

"The angels from the Garden of Eden." 

"When?"

"Last night," the angel responded after being violently bumped into by a sibling.

The Keeper hovered over the peculiarity of the situation, for angels’ essence is within, and all projections are cast on the souls inside. 

"What did the shadow look like?"

The angel hesitated. "Well... Flat... It glided across the ground..."

"A young soul..." guessed the Keeper. 

“How... How do you know?” 

The returning noise ceased.

“You see, child,” the Keeper answered, lovingly placing an arm around the angel’s shoulders, “a shadow on the ground is merely a reflection of its most recent state. Young or damned, it will crawl either until it learns to climb, or to preserve the memory of its obedience.”

His sudden pause had made nearby angels gather around. 

“Tell me, was there anyone at the gates?" he then proceeded, betraying their expectations.

“Well... Um... No... But I did check before the shadow’s apparition...”

"When?" 

With cheeks invaded by blood out of the shame of not serving his duty properly, the angel answered hesitantly. "Right after you left." 

"And how is she?"

The angel was silent, for he did not know.

"Be kind and check the gates," the Keeper asked. "I'll see that she’s safe."

––––––––
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THE RETURN HAD TAKEN its toll on the soul of the unredeemed. Awaiting approval to enter, Its fragile body had nearly given up before the Gates that refused to make way. A colder night than the very empty patch of cosmos where It had lain stranded had left It voiceless and afraid. Tainted was Its soul. Tainted It felt from the skin to the core. 

They were to meet in the Garden. 

She rested on a secluded bench, awaiting the moment his large, protective wings would be wrapped around her. Time had slowed down.

His fragile constitution trembled dizzily in the distance. 

Her heart pounded as she stood up to greet him with a hug.

As he approached slowly, her eyes could barely contain the happy tears. 

"You didn't open the gates," he observed from a fair distance.

Her gaze suddenly fell on the ground, straying away from the tips of his toes with every step forward.

"I told you to keep the gates open for me! Why didn't you?!"

She stepped back. It was uncommon for angels to lose their temper, especially him, especially with her.

"I..."

He turned to leave. The sudden spread of his wings carved an open wound across her cheek. She covered her burning face with her hand, speechless and dazzled. Warm blood evaded through her fingers, making its way down for the marble tiles, each contact resounding viciously.

His shadow stretched indefinitely, burning the grass it covered. For a moment, she had felt its smothering touch.

"But— " She choked, haunted by the loud sound of her own dripping bodily essence. "I am not allowed near the gates!" she eventually cried out. "And neither are you, nor anyone else but the Great Keeper!" 

"Did you not know that I was coming back?! Had I not told you?!"

She shuddered.

"You've changed... For the worse..."

She had woken up screaming voicelessly, right at the hour when the gates of Heaven had just been shut. 

––––––––
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THE KEEPER STOOD BEFORE an empty bed. A glance at the darkening horizon wove a palpable sense of terror around his mind. She could have been anywhere, he thought, in a Kingdom that was a maze within a maze. The abrupt remembrance of the shadow startled him as his body broke into a violent, short shiver.  

"The gates are open!" 

“How convenient!” he whispered cynically before grasping the meaning of the scream.

"The gates are open!" 

He ran.

"Is anyone there?" 

Darkness seemed to glow, slowly pouring in through the cracked doors.

"Not as far as I could see. But I was unable to shut them."

"Maybe on the outside. Did you look?"

"No. I had to tell you..." the angel motivated briefly. He had, in truth, been afraid.

The Keeper, on the other hand, was a brave soul. Having been the third being created by the Father, he had learned for eons before being appointed guard of the Kingdom. He was not old-looking, but rather weary, peaceful, and very kind-hearted. All full of love, his grey eyes sparkled whenever one of his juniors asked for advice, or stopped to say "hello". 

He stepped out boldly, under the curious and evidently frightened eyes of his angelic kin. The gates were but slightly open, as opposed to what the scared angel had described, but nevertheless numb. 

Nightmarishly, he encountered the sight of the female angel sleeping with her back against one of the thick, heavy doors, missing several fingernails, for she had pulled the doors open barehanded. As far as the Keeper could tell, her right wing was broken. 

"Are you going to shut them?" the angel asked, overwhelmed by the horrific scene.

The Keeper took a moment to reevaluate words spoken days before: had he been out there and ever to return, tired and hurt, would he have been content to agonize on the cold marble stairs until the break of dawn?

"We'll keep them open," he answered loudly, then concluded to himself, "That makes a lot of sense..."
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​CHAPTER VII—THE BEGINNING OF THE BEGINNING
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"There was a time when there was only darkness. Beholding it with eyes wide shut, for the first time am I staring into the unknown.” 



FRAMES OF LIGHT CARVED stepping stones within the abyss of darkness, shining successively, divulging a way deeper into the occult. 

‘Come!’ a distant voice called out. 

The angel took a step forward, and the frame poured its light into the square piece of marble, dissipating when Its foot forsook it.

‘I have the answers you seek!’

Its pace quickened. A fear of falling possessed Its troubled mind. It could sense the touch of holy dust on Its face, in Its eyes, invading Its lungs only to be breathed out. 

“Where are you?!” It hollered in utter desperation. 

The darkness began to gray out in the light of a brilliant bridge. Flowers of blinding silver shades uncovered themselves, as the cosmos unveiled white columns on the two sides of this uncommon path.

‘Here!’ echoed the voice, and as the angel looked ahead, It rediscovered the white creature.

“Where am I?” It asked loudly, and Its words boomeranged throughout the blackness.

‘Here!’ 

The angel breathed in, mazed by the versatility of the energetic dust. 

‘Auroras...’ whispered the creature. 

“They shine surreally... Do they not need the sun?”

‘What is ‘the sun’?’

The angel was puzzled. 

‘You do remember, although you don’t... I’ll tell you a story...’

Ribbons of colorful light shone ever brighter, discharging their luminosity into the abyss. Looking down, the angel shortly pondered the depth of the cosmos.

“I am afraid I’ll fall!”

‘You need only believe...’ 

Winds started stirring the playful particles into maelstroms of color. 

‘A sun is a star, and you asked for you knew. Once upon a time, a Being was born out of nothing. Nothing is nothing, therefore He was born out of something. He named Himself “The Artist”, for He held a brush in the form of eternity. Do you know that He painted the universe in light, and that every one of His hairs stays connected immaterially to the particles He sets free?’
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