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​THE RESTLESS FOOLS LIKE ANGELS FLYING DOWN
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​I. THE SHADOW BEFORE THE FALL
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They came from the distance where the winds move like dead prophets,

where the sky folds in on itself as if ashamed of what it carries.

People would whisper of them—

the restless fools,

those figures who once wore heaven lightly upon their shoulders,

those wanderers who forgot the shape of peace

and sought something far heavier.

No one knew their real names.

Some said they were born from the grief of stars collapsing.

Some said they were made of broken prayers,

the ones children whispered into locked rooms

after the screaming stopped.

Some said they were nothing at all—

just the dust left behind when faith is stepped on too many times.

But I knew better.

I had seen them once,

when the night flayed itself open

and the sky melted like wax around a trembling flame.

I saw the first of them fall—

wings charred, mouth full of secrets,

eyes reflecting something older than human misery.

They looked like angels

only in the way a broken statue still remembers the hands that shaped it.

And they were fools

only because they still believed

they could find what the world owed them.

They flew down

not in grace

but in desperation—

trying to gather what they needed,

what they believed belonged to them after all the centuries

of wandering through shattered heavens.

And the first one who landed whispered:

"I have come to take back the heart that was stolen from me."

The wind trembled at his voice.

The moon hid behind its own pale skin.

And the earth, foolish earth,

opened her arms to them

like a mother who had forgotten the cruelty of her children.

They descended in droves,

falling like ash from a burning cathedral.

Their wings dragged across the sky,

scratching new wounds into the clouds,

bleeding light that looked like dying hope.

And the world—

our fragile, frightened world—

knew something had changed.
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​II. THE UNHOLY PROCESSION OF WINGS
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The restless fools walked as though they remembered being divine.

They held their heads slightly too high,

as if expecting halos that had long since rusted into nothing.

Their feathers fell behind them—

black, gray, sometimes white,

each one softer than forgiveness,

each one colder than regret.

But they kept moving.

For what is a fall

if not the beginning of another hunger?

They walked through abandoned cities,

their footsteps echoing through empty train stations,

across rooftops collapsed under old snow,

through graveyards where the names had peeled off the stones.

Everywhere they went,

the air quivered with the memory of hymns

that had long ago lost their melody.

Some carried broken swords.

Some carried jars full of dead starlight.

Some carried nothing but their own agony.

But all of them—every last one—

carried the same hunger inside their chests.

A hunger to reclaim

what had been taken from them.

A hunger to find

what the world refused to give.

A hunger to feel whole again

even if wholeness required ruin.

And when they spoke,

their voices sounded like prayers on fire.

One said:

"I want my name back. I want the world to know it burned me and I still breathe."

Another said:

"I want the memory of the woman who believed in me before she vanished into smoke."

Another whispered:

"I want to forget the man I used to be."

And one, trembling like a candle in violent wind, whispered:

"I want nothing but death, but death keeps denying me."

The children of shadow kept walking.

Their wings dragged behind them like shrouds.

Their eyes reflected distant, unreachable heavens.

They looked like angels,

yes—

but only angels who had learned that mercy was a myth

told to keep the hopeful blind.

They searched beneath the ruins,

in the dust,

in the bones of old wars,

in the hearts of the living—

seeking what they needed

but never truly finding it.

Because need is a bottomless pit,

and they were born of bottomless things.
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​III. THE FIRST DEVOTION: WHAT THE HEART REMEMBERS
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Let me tell you a secret:

every restless fool carries a story that mirrors our own.

They were never meant to be gods.

They were never meant to be pure.

They were created by longing—

and longing is the most human thing of all.

One of them walked beside me once.

His name was unreadable,

a whisper shaped like a wound.

His wings shimmered like broken mirrors.

His hands shook whenever he touched anything alive.
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