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    Paradise Lost

        By John Milton

    chapter_0001

Of humankind’s first mistake, and the fruit Of that forbidden tree—a taste that brought Death to the world, and all our sadness, The loss of Eden, until one greater Man Restores us and reclaims that blissful place— Sing, Heavenly Muse, who on the highest peak Of Oreb or of Sinai, inspired That shepherd who first taught the chosen people In the beginning how the heavens and earth Rose from Chaos. Or, if Zion hill Pleases you more, and Siloa’s brook that flowed Fast by the oracle of God, I call on you To help me with my ambitious song— A song that aims to soar higher than anything Written before, in prose or poetry. And especially, you, Spirit, who loves The sincere heart and purity above All temples—teach me, for you know; you were There from the start. With mighty wings, you Sat like a dove, brooding over the vast Abyss, And brought it to life. Illuminate what’s dark In me, lift up what’s low, and support it— So I can reach the heights of this great story, And show how God’s ways are just for people. Tell me first—for Heaven hides nothing from your sight, Nor the deep darkness of Hell—tell me, what caused Our grandparents, in that happy place, Favored by Heaven so greatly, to fall Away from their Creator and break his rule Because of just one restriction, while being Lords of the world? Who first seduced them to that awful betrayal? It was the infernal Serpent; his deceit, Stirred up by envy and revenge, tricked The mother of humankind, when his pride Had cast him out from Heaven, with all his army Of rebel Angels—by whose help, aspiring To place himself in glory above his equals, He thought he could equal the Most High, If he resisted and, with an ambitious goal Against God’s throne and kingdom, He started a proud war in Heaven and a fierce battle— A battle he lost. The Almighty Power Threw him headlong, flaming from the sky, With terrible destruction and burning, down To endless ruin, there to live In chains of diamond and punishing fire, Who dared defy the All-Powerful to fight. Nine times the length of a day and night For mortal humans, he and his horrible crew Lay defeated, rolling in the fiery gulf, Confused, though immortal. But his doom Reserved him for even more anger; now The thought of lost happiness and lasting pain Torments him. He throws his hateful eyes Around, eyes that saw huge suffering and shock, Mixed with stubborn pride and steadfast hate. At once, as far as angels can see, He surveys the dismal, wasted land— A horrible dungeon, on every side, Like one huge furnace, blazing; yet from those flames No light, but rather darkness visible, Serving only to reveal sights of misery, Regions of sorrow, gloomy shadows, where peace And rest can never live, hope never comes That comes to everyone but torture without end Still pushes, and a fiery flood, fed With ever-burning sulfur that never dies. Such a place Eternal Justice has prepared For those who rebel; here their prison is set In complete darkness, and their portion is fixed As far away from God and light of Heaven As from the center thrice to the farthest pole. Oh, how unlike the place from which they fell!
 There, his fallen comrades, overwhelmed by a storm of fire, he saw. Next to him, in power and in crime, was one long known in Palestine, now called Beelzebub. To him, the Arch-Enemy – Satan, as he was known in Heaven – spoke, breaking the awful silence.
“If that’s you—but wow, look at you, fallen, changed! Not like the one who, in the bright realms of light, outshone countless others! If the one I once fought alongside, sharing hopes and dangers in our grand plan, is now suffering equal ruin... look how far you're fallen. He proved so much stronger with his thunder. Who knew he had that kind of power? But I don’s regret it, or change my mind, even though my appearance has changed. My pride, my refusal to accept injustice, raised me to challenge him. And I brought countless spirits with me—those who dared to dislike his reign and preferred me. Together, we defied his power in a fierce battle on the plains of Heaven, shaking his throne. So what if we lost the field? It’s not over. We still have our unbreakable will, our eternal hate, and our courage to never submit. What else can’t we overcome? He’s not going to force glory out of me. To bow and beg for forgiveness, to deify his power—the one who doubted his own empire because of my strength—that’s beneath this downfall. Fate gave us the strength of Gods, this heavenly substance, and it won’t fail. Through this experience, we’re stronger, wiser. We can plan a war, using force or cunning, against our grand foe, who now celebrates his victory and reigns over Heaven. Seriously.”
The fallen angel spoke, though in pain, boasting loudly but racked with deep despair. His bold companion answered quickly:
“Prince, leader of the many powerful beings who led the angelic armies to war under your command, fearless in our deeds, endangering Heaven’s eternal king and testing his power—whether held by strength, chance, or fate—I see and regret the disastrous event. It lost us Heaven and destroyed this mighty host. They’d been laid low, as much as Gods and heavenly beings can perish. But our minds and spirits remain invincible, and strength will return, even though our glory and happiness are gone, swallowed up in endless misery. But what if our conqueror—the one I now believe to be all-powerful—has left us our spirits and strength, so we can endure our pain and serve his vengeful anger? Or, as his thralls, bound by war, we can work in the heart of Hell, or run errands in the gloomy depths?”
 “So, what's the point of feeling strong, even forever, if we’re just gonna face eternal punishment?” Adam asked, his voice low.
“Being weak sucks, no cap,” Satan retorted, snapping back. “But listen, we’re never gonna do anything good. Our whole vibe is to be the opposite of what He wants. If He thinks He can somehow twist our bad stuff into something good, then our job is to mess that up—to find a way to turn good into evil. It might even annoy Him, and mess with His plans. But check it—the Victor’s called back His revenge crew. The fiery storm’s blown over, and even the thunder’s quieted down after unleashing all that rage. Let's not miss this opportunity, whether it's out of spite or just pure fury.
"Do you see that bleak, desolate plain over there, totally void of light, except for the eerie glow of these flames? Let’s head there—get off these burning waves. Let's rest, if there’s even a chance of that. And then, let's regroup and figure out how to keep messing with Him, how to fix our own mess, and how to bounce back from this disaster. What reinforcements can we find? If not, what's our next move?”
Satan, talking to his closest friend, lifted his head above the waves, his eyes blazing. His massive body stretched out across the lake, a truly monstrous sight—like the Titans or Typhon from ancient tales, or even Leviathan, the biggest sea creature God ever made.
“He's probably napping on the Norway foam,” Satan continued, “like some sailor might mistake him for an island and moor his tiny boat to his scaly skin, while night covers the sea and everyone wishes for morning.”
Satan lay chained on the burning lake, never having risen or stirred, except because of Heaven’s permission. He was left to his own dark designs, piling up damnation on himself as he tried to spread evil and make Him see how all his malice only brought forth infinite goodness, grace, and mercy—shown on Man, but poured down on himself in triple confusion, wrath, and vengeance.
Suddenly, he shot upright from the lake. The flames recoiled, rolling back in waves, leaving a horrifying valley in the center. Then, with his wings spread, he launched himself into the dusky air, the weight of him feeling strange. He landed on what seemed like solid ground—though it burned with the same intensity as the lake. It looked like a chunk of Pelorus or Etna, ripped away and fueled by volcanic fury, sublimed with mineral rage. The ground left behind smelled of smoke and stench.
 That’s where the tired feet of the unlucky ones rested. Next, his second-in-command followed, totally psyched they’s escaped the Styx River. Like, they thought they did it on their own, no divine help needed.
“Is this the place?” the lost Archangel asked, sounding low-key unimpressed. “This gloomy, depressing soil? Is this what we’re trading Heaven for? This endless gloom instead of celestial light? Fine, whatever. Since he’s the boss now, he can decide what’s right. It’s best to be as far away from him as possible—the one reason has made him equal to us, force has made him supreme over everyone else. Later, happy fields! Hello, horrors! Hail, Hell! And you, deepest Hell, welcome your new owner—a mind that can’t be changed by location or time. The mind is its own place, and it can create Heaven in Hell, or Hell in Heaven. Does it even matter where I am, as long as I’m still me? And what would I even be, besides less than him—the one thunder made bigger? At least here we’ll be free. The Almighty didn't build this place out of jealousy, and won’t kick us out. We can reign here, secure. And honestly, reigning in Hell is better than serving in Heaven.”
But why leave our loyal friends, our partners in loss, just lying there, stunned on the forgetfulness pool?
“Wake up, people!” Satan yelled.
Then Beelzebub answered, “Leader of those awesome armies that no one could defeat—except the Almighty! If they hear your voice, their last shred of hope—heard so often in the worst moments, right on the edge of battle when everything's raging, it’s our signal—they’re gonna find new courage, even though they’re groveling and face down on that lake of fire, like we were, shocked and amazed. It's not surprising, falling from such a crazy height!”
He barely finished when the top Fiend started moving toward the shore. His giant shield, made of some unreal material, was huge and round, and hung behind him. It looked like the moon, which a Tuscan artist might see through a telescope from Fesole, or Valdarno, looking for new lands, rivers, or mountains on its spotted surface.
His spear—so huge, a pine tree from Norwegian hills, cut down to be the mast of a massive admiral’s ship, would just be a stick—he carried it to steady his steps across the burning ground, nothing like the steps you’d take on Heaven’s blue sky. The heat was intense, filled with fire. Still, he pushed through it, until he stood on the beach of that fiery sea and called out to his legions—Angel Forms, scattered like fallen leaves in Vallombrosa, or like reeds floating on the Red Sea when Orion's fierce winds blew, scattering Busiris and his Egyptian knights, who were chasing the people of Goshen. They watched from the safe shore as their bodies and broken chariots floated by.
 So many were scattered, lost, and broken, covering the flood, stunned by their awful change. He yelled so loud that the whole deep of Hell echoed: “Princes, rulers, warriors—once the best of Heaven, now lost! Can this shock even shake eternal spirits? Or did you choose this place, after fighting, to rest your weary souls? Is this posture a vow to worship the Conqueror, who now sees angels and seraphim rolling in the flood, with their weapons and banners thrown aside? Will his swift followers from the gates of Heaven see us like this and crush us? Or transfix us with thunderbolts to the bottom of this gulf? Wake up! Rise! Or fall forever!”
They heard, and were frozen, then they leaped up like soldiers startled awake on guard duty. They realized how bad things were, but they instantly obeyed their leader’s voice—a massive wave of them.
It was like when Amram’s son, in Egypt’s worst days, waved his staff, summoning a dark cloud of locusts on the east wind. They blanketed the land of Pharaoh like night.
So many fallen angels hovered under the fiery roof of Hell, between the upper, lower, and surrounding flames. Then, like a signal, their great leader raised his spear, directing their course, and they descended in perfect formation, landing on the solid brimstone, filling the entire plain. It was a crowd unlike any the North ever poured out from her frozen lands to pass Rhene or the Danaw—when her barbaric sons flooded the South, spreading beneath Gibraltar to the Libyan sands.
Immediately, every squad and every group rushed toward their leader—godlike shapes, forms beyond human, princely titles, and powers that once sat on thrones in Heaven. Though their names are gone from Heavenly records, erased from the Books of Life by their rebellion.
They hadn’t yet received new names among the sons of Eve, wandering the earth by God’s allowance, to test humanity. Through lies and deception, they corrupted most of mankind, leading them to abandon God, their Creator, and the invisible glory that made them. They transformed into beasts, adorning themselves with fancy religions full of pomp and gold, and worshipping devils as gods.
Then, they became known to people by various names, and various idols were worshipped throughout the heathen world.
Tell me, Muse, who were the first and last to awaken from their fiery slumber, answering their great Emperor’s call? Next in worth, they came singly to where he stood on the bare strand, while the masses remained aloof.
The most important were those who, from the pit of Hell, dared to fix their seats, roaming Earth to hunt their prey—long after settling near God’s seat. They built their altars beside his, gods worshipped among the nations, daring to hear Jehovah thundering out of Zion, throned between the Cherubim. They even placed their shrines within his sanctuary, abominations profaning his holy rites and solemn feasts, daring to confront his light with their darkness.
 Moloch, a seriously messed-up king, dripping with blood—human sacrifice and parents’ tears—ruled supreme. But the noise of drums and cymbals was so loud, their kids’ screams as they were tossed into the fire went unheard. That’s how it was for his creepy idol. The Ammonites worshipped him in Rabba, across the watery plain, in Argob and Basan, all the way to the Arnon River.
Still, it wasn’t enough. He tricked Solomon, the smartest dude around, into building his temple right next to God’s temple, on that shady hill. He turned the pleasant Valley of Hinnom into Tophet, then called it Gehenna—basically, the ultimate symbol of Hell.
Then came Chemos, the gross-out god of Moab, from Aroar to Nebo and the wildlands of southern Abarim. He was worshipped in Hesebon and Horonaim, beyond the flowery valley of Sibma, covered in vines, and all the way to the Asphaltic Pool. They called him Peor, too, when he tempted Israel in Sittim, during their march from Egypt, to perform some seriously wild rituals that cost them big time.
But he didn't stop there; he spread his chaos to that hill of scandal, right next to Moloch’s place—hate mixed with lust. Thankfully, good King Josiah kicked them all out to Hell.
Along with them came those from the Euphrates River to the stream separating Egypt from Syria—Baalim and Ashtaroth. Baalim were the male gods, Ashtaroth, the female. Spirits can be anything they want, any gender or both. Their essence is pure, not limited by bodies or bones. They can change shape, become bright or dark, and get things done, whether it's love or hate.
Israel often abandoned their true source of strength and left God's altar, bowing down to these animalistic gods. As a result, their heads bowed low in battle, falling before their enemies.
Next came Astoreth, the Phoenicians called her Astarte, queen of heaven, with crescent horns. Sidonian virgins paid their vows and sang songs to her bright image every night under the moon. She wasn’t unheard of in Zion either, where her temple stood on that offensive mountain, built by a king whose heart, though big, fell for these seductive idols.
Then there was Thammuz, whose annual “wound” in Lebanon made Syrian girls cry and lament his fate with love songs all summer long. Smooth Adonis ran purple to the sea, supposedly with the blood of Thammuz, wounded every year. Zion’s daughters got caught up in the love story, their passions burning in the sacred porch. Ezekiel saw it all, led by his vision, surveying the dark idolatries of a lost Judah.
Then came someone who mourned when the captured Ark crippled his brute image, lopping off his head and hands in his own temple. Dagon, a sea monster with a human head and a fish tail, had a temple high in Azotus, feared along the coast of Palestine, in Gath and Ascalon, Accaron, and Gaza’s borderlands.
Following him was Rimmon, whose awesome seat was fair Damascus, on the fertile banks of Abbana and Pharphar, clear streams.
 He was bold against God's house too. Once a leper, then a king—Ahaz, his total loser of a conqueror, whom he tricked into disrespecting and moving God’s altar. It was for a Syrian altar, you know, to burn his nasty offerings and worship the gods he’d crushed.
Then came a crew, calling themselves Osiris, Isis, Orus, and their whole squad. They had monstrous forms and messed with magic, brainwashing fanatic Egypt and her priests. They were looking for their wandering gods, disguised as these weird, brutish things, not even human.
Israel wasn’t immune either. Their borrowed gold made a calf in Oreb. The rebel king doubled down on that sin in Bethel and Dan, basically comparing God—Jehovah, who in one night, escaping Egypt, wiped out their firstborn and their idols—to a grazing ox. Seriously.
Belial showed up last. No spirit was more depraved, or more obsessed with vice. No temple, no altar for him. But who was more common in temples and at altars, when the priest goes atheist, like Eli’s sons did, turning God’s house into a den of lust and violence?
He rules in courts and palaces, in cities overflowing with noise—riot booming above the highest towers, packed with injury and outrage. When night falls and darkens the streets, Belial’s crew flies out, fueled by arrogance and wine. Remember Sodom? Or that night in Gibeah, when a welcoming door exposed a matron to a worse kind of violation?
These were the big hitters, the main event. The rest? Too many to count. Even the Ionian gods—descendants of Javan—claimed to be gods, but they were acknowledged later than Heaven and Earth. They bragged about Titan, Heaven’s firstborn, and his huge family, who lost his birthright to younger Saturn. Saturn, in turn, got taken down by his own son, Jove, a match for his power.
These gods first gained fame in Crete and on Mount Ida, then ruled the middle air from the snowy top of Olympus. Or on the Delphian cliff, in Dodona, or throughout Doric lands. Or who fled over Adria to the Hesperian fields, roaming the farthest Celtic Isles.
They all flocked there, heads down, looking kinda bummed. But you could see a flicker of hope in their eyes—to find their leader not in despair, to realize they weren’t completely lost. It showed on his face.
But he quickly remembered his usual swagger, using impressive words that lacked any real meaning, gently boosting their fading courage and chasing away their fears.
Then, he gave orders that, with the blast of trumpets and clarions, his mighty standard should be raised. He claimed Azazel, a tall Cherub, for this honor.
Azazel immediately unfurled the imperial ensign from the glittering staff. It shone like a meteor streaming to the wind, rich with gems and golden luster—Seraphic arms and trophies. All the while, the metal blared martial sounds.
At that sound, the entire host unleashed a shout that ripped through Hell’s dome and terrified the reign of Chaos and old Night.
 All at once, out of the gloom, ten thousand banners burst into the air. They rippled with vibrant colors—like a seriously aesthetic vibe. Then, a massive wall of spears rose up, followed by a sea of helmets and shields, stretching on forever.
They moved in perfect sync to the sound of flutes and soft recorders—music that used to inspire legendary heroes to gear up for battle. But instead of rage, a calm, unshakeable courage filled them. No one thought about running or giving up. The music eased their worries and banished fear and pain.
Moving together, their strength united, they marched in silence to the enchanting pipes across the scorched earth.
Now they stood in view—a terrifying sight, long and dazzling, like ancient warriors armed and ready. They waited for their leader’s command.
His experienced eyes scanned the ranks. He quickly surveyed the entire battalion—their order impeccable, their faces and bodies like those of gods. Finally, he counted them.
His heart swelled with pride, his strength hardening. He gloried in their might. Never before had humankind seen such a powerful force. Even if all the giants of Phlegra joined forces with the heroes of Thebes and Ilium—mixed with gods on both sides—and even if it rivaled the tales of Uther’s son, surrounded by British and Armoric knights—and all those who jousted in Aspramont, Montalban, Damascus, Marocco, or Trebisond—or those sent from the African shore when Charlemagne and his entire court fell at Fontarabbia—none could compare.
Yet, they watched their leader. He towered above them all, a majestic figure. Though time had dimmed his original glory, he still resembled a fallen archangel. He was like the sun rising through misty air, its light weakened, or a disastrous twilight cast by the moon.
Darkened as he was, he shone brighter than all. Deep scars marked his face, remnants of thunder and years of worry. But beneath his fearless brows, pride and determination burned. His eyes were cruel, but also showed signs of regret and raw emotion, as he looked at the countless spirits—once blessed—now condemned to eternal pain because of his fault.
Millions of spirits had been banished from Heaven, stripped of their eternal splendor. Yet, they stood faithful, their glory withered—like trees scorched by heavenly fire, standing bare on a blasted heath.
He was ready to speak. At his signal, the ranks bowed, folding in on themselves, almost encircling him and his peers. A hush fell over them, complete and absolute.
 He tried, and tried again, but each time, even with the insults stinging, tears like an angel’s welled up. Finally, words tangled with sighs, finding their way out: “Oh, countless immortal Spirits! O Powers, unmatched except by the Almighty!—and that battle, though devastating, wasn't a total loss. This place proves it, this awful change. It’s beyond words how much I hate it. But what mind, foreseeing or predicting, could have feared that such a united force of gods, like these, could ever be turned back? Who can believe, even after this defeat, that all these mighty legions, whose exile emptied Heaven, will fail to reclaim their home? I swear to all the host of Heaven, if my doubts or my avoidance of danger lost our hopes... But he who reigns in Heaven, secure on his throne, upheld by reputation and tradition, displaying his regal power, but still concealing his strength—that strength tempted our attempt, and caused our fall. Now we know his might, and we know our own. We won’t provoke, or fear, new war. Our best option is to work in secret, using trickery and deception—what force couldn’t achieve. He’s not truly defeated until he overcomes us. Space may create new worlds; a rumor spread through Heaven that he plans to create one soon, and plant a generation favored equal to the Sons of Heaven. We’ll pry our way there, or somewhere else. This infernal pit will never hold Celestial Spirits in bondage, nor will the Abyss forever hide us. But these thoughts need full consideration. Peace is impossible; who can think of surrender? Then war—open or understood—must be decided.”
He spoke, and to reinforce his words, millions of flaming swords flew out from the thighs of mighty Cherubim. The sudden blaze illuminated Hell far and wide. They raged against the Highest, fierce with grasped arms, clashing on their shields—a deafening din of war, hurling defiance toward the vault of Heaven.
Not far away stood a hill, its grisly top belching fire and rolling smoke. The rest of it shone with a glossy coating—a clear sign that metallic ore was hidden within, the work of sulfur. A large group hurried there, wings beating with speed—like bands of pioneers, armed with spades and pickaxes, clearing a field or building a rampart.
Mammon led them on—Mammon, the least impressive Spirit who fell from Heaven. Even in Heaven, his gaze and thoughts were always downward, admiring the riches of Heaven’s pavement, trodden gold, more than anything divine or holy enjoyed in blissful vision. He was the first to teach humans to ransack the center and with impious hands, to rifle the bowels of their mother Earth for treasures.
Soon, his crew opened a spacious wound in the hill and dug out ribs of gold. Don’t be surprised that riches grow in Hell; that soil deserves the precious bane.
 Let those who flex about their achievements, and who are obsessed with places like Babel and the old kingdoms of Memphian kings, check this out. Their most impressive monuments—their fame, their strength, their art—are totally eclipsed. Spirits, banished from grace, can accomplish in an hour what they, with endless work and countless hands, barely manage over a lifetime.
Nearby, on the plain, in a bunch of prepared cells, ran veins of molten fire tapped from the lake. A second crowd, working with incredible skill, began to build the solid ore, separating everything and skimming off the impurities. A third group quickly formed a mold within the ground, and from the boiling cells, using bizarre methods, filled every nook and cranny. It was like an organ—one blast of air filling rows and rows of pipes.
Then, suddenly, a gigantic structure rose from the earth, like a puff of smoke, with the sound of beautiful music and sweet voices. It was built like a temple, with columns all around, and Doric pillars covered in golden carvings. There was a cornice and a frieze, decorated with detailed sculptures, and the roof was all fretted gold. Not even Babylon or the amazing city of Alcairo—with all their glory—could match it, not for housing their gods, Belus or Serapis, or for seating their kings when Egypt and Assyria battled for dominance in wealth and luxury.
The towering structure stood tall and straight. Then, the massive doors, made of bronze, swung open, revealing the vast space within, over the smooth, level floor. From the arched roof hung countless rows of starry lamps and blazing torches, fueled by naptha and asphalt, yielding light as if from the sky itself.
The eager crowd rushed in, admiring the work and praising the architect. His hand was known in Heaven, having built countless towers where winged Angels ruled like princes, chosen and elevated by the supreme King, each holding power and authority in their bright hierarchy.
His name wasn’t unheard or unrespected in ancient Greece. And in the lands of Italy, they called him Mulciber. They told stories of how he fell from Heaven, thrown by angry Jove over the crystal battlements. From morning to noon, from noon to evening—a whole summer’s day—he fell, dropping from the sky at sunset like a shooting star onto the island of Lemnos in the Aegean Sea.
That’s what they say, but it’s wrong. He fell long before that, along with this rebellious group. It didn't matter how high he built in Heaven; his inventions couldn't save him. He was cast headlong into Hell, along with his hardworking crew.
Meanwhile, the winged Heralds, by order of the highest power, with a formal ceremony and the sound of trumpets, announced a solemn council to be held immediately at Pandemonium, the magnificent capital of Satan and his peers. Their summons called from every division and regiment—the most worthy chosen by rank or merit. They arrived quickly, in hundreds and thousands, accompanied by crowds.
The gates and wide entrances were overflowing. The spacious hall—like a covered field where brave champions rode in armor and challenged the best of the Paynim knights before the Sultan’s chair—brimmed with activity, both on the ground and in the air, buzzing with the rustling of wings.
 As bees in springtime, when the sun vibes with Taurus… they just flood out of the hive. A massive swarm. They’re buzzing around, hitting fresh dew and flowers. Zipping back and forth, or chillin’ on the smooth planks – basically, the edge of their straw-built fortress, freshly coated in balm. They'd be gossiping and planning, all about their business. The crowd was insane—totally packed.
Then, a signal! And whoa. A serious visual. Just a second ago, they looked bigger than any giant. Now? Tiny. Like, smaller than dwarves. Crammed together in a super-small space. Like that tiny tribe way up in the Indian mountains. Or faeries, you know? Those mythical creatures whose wild parties some late-night farmer might see—or just dream he sees—next to a forest or fountain. The moon’s watching over everything, like the ultimate judge, spinning closer to Earth. They’re lost in their music and dancing; their joyful sounds fill the air. The farmer’s heart leaps—a mix of joy and serious fear.
It's like that: incorporeal spirits shrinking themselves down to the smallest forms, even though there are still countless of them. They’re loose in the hall of that creepy, infernal court.
But deeper inside, in their own size, the Seraphic Lords and Cherubim—the highest-ranking angels—were meeting in a secret session. A thousand demi-gods sat on golden thrones, the place totally packed.
After a beat of silence, then the summons was read. The big meeting started.
chapter_0002

High on a throne, dripping with more power than anywhere—more than the riches of Ormus or the East—Satan sat. He’s been elevated to this awful position, a consequence of his despair. But from this fall, he aims higher, fueled by an insatiable desire for war with Heaven. He thinks, “Seriously, look at us! No abyss can contain our strength, even after this defeat. Celestial spirits will shine brighter, more terrifying, after falling. They’ll trust themselves and fear no second fate!
“Yeah, I’m the OG—I created you all. Free choice, battles… I earned my place. But this loss? I’m recovering, securing my throne with full consent. Being top dog in Heaven brings envy; here, nobody envies anyone. Who wants to be the first to face the Thunderer’s wrath? Who wants the biggest share of endless pain? There’s no good to strive for in Hell, so there's no factionalism. Nobody here wants more than they already have.
“So, let’s unite, be firm, and agree. We’re stronger than anything Heaven can offer. Now, let’s figure out how to reclaim what’s rightfully ours—through open war or sneaky tactics. Who’s got ideas?”
He stopped, and Moloch, the fiercest and strongest spirit who fought in Heaven, rose. He’s even fiercer now, fueled by despair. Moloch trusted the Eternal to be his equal, and rather than be less, he’s willing to cease existing entirely. Without that concern, there's no fear. He doesn’t care about God, Hell, or anything worse.
“My vote is for open war,” Moloch declared. “I’m not a master of deception; let those who need it handle that. While they’re scheming, what are the millions of warriors going to do? Sit here, fugitives from Heaven, and accept this dark, shameful prison? Accept his tyranny because of our delay? No way! Let's charge Heaven’s towers with Hell-fire and fury! Turn our torture into weapons against the Torturer! When he hears the thunder of Hell, he’s going to see black fire and horror shot with equal rage among his angels! His throne will mix with sulfur and strange fire, his own inventions turned against him.
“But maybe the climb seems difficult, the path steep against a stronger foe! Let those who remember—if the forgetful lake hasn’t dulled their minds—that ascending to our native seat is our natural motion. Descent and fall are against us.”
 Who hasn't felt it lately? When the enemy was all up in our faces, messing with us, chasing us through the Deep? What made us sink so low? Climbing back up is the easy part. The outcome is what’s scary! Should we push our luck and provoke him again? He might find an even worse way to destroy us, if there's anything worse than being destroyed in Hell! What could be worse than being here, kicked out of paradise, stuck in this awful place, suffering forever? Where we’re tortured by endless fire, with no hope of escape. We're his angry servants, forced to pay the price when the punishment—the agonizing hours—call us to penance. Being completely wiped out, ceasing to exist, would be worse. What are we so afraid of then? What’s making us doubt our ability to completely enrage him? He’s gonna explode with fury, and that will either destroy us completely, reducing us to nothing. Honestly, that’s better than this miserable, eternal existence! Or, if we are truly divine, and can’t just disappear, then at worst we’re nothing, right? And we can feel our power. We can shake his Heaven and constantly threaten his throne—even though it's untouchable. If we can’t win, then we can at least get revenge.” He stopped, glaring, his look screaming for desperate revenge, a battle too risky even for gods.
Then Belial rose, his movements more graceful, more human. A fairer person wouldn’t have lost Heaven; he seemed dignified, built for greatness. But it was all fake, all hollow. His words were like honey, twisting things to make the bad seem good, confusing even the wisest. His thoughts were shallow—industrious in pursuing vice, but terrified of doing anything noble. Yet, he sounded convincing, and he began to speak: “I’m totally down for open war, my peers. I’m just as angry as the rest of you. But the main reason I’m hesitant to start a war is because it feels like a bad sign. The one who’s the best at fighting, the one who's advising us, is basing his courage on complete despair and destruction. Seriously, what's the point of revenge? Heaven is packed with armed guards, making any attack impossible. They’re always camped out near the Deep, or scouting the realm of Night with their shadowy wings, totally ignoring the possibility of surprise. Even if we somehow broke through, all of Hell would rise up to challenge Heaven’s light, but our great Enemy—completely pure—would just sit on his throne, untouched. The heavenly material would instantly reject our evil, purging us with victorious fire. So, our only hope is to make the Almighty spend all his rage...and that’s what will destroy us. That’s our solution—to cease to exist. A sad solution! Who would want to lose this intelligent being? These thoughts that wander through eternity? To just disappear into the vast emptiness of uncreated Night, devoid of feeling and movement? And who knows if our angry foe will even grant us that?
 How he can do it is anyone's guess; that he won’t is a done deal. Will he, so smart, just explode with rage, maybe because he’s powerless or clueless, and give our enemies exactly what they want, ending us while his anger supposedly saves us from endless torture? “So why are we even here?” they ask, pushing for war. “We’re doomed, reserved for eternal suffering. No matter what we do, what could possibly be worse?”
Is this the worst—just sitting here, arguing, armed and ready? Remember when we ran, chased and struck by lightning from Heaven, begging the ocean to protect us? That Hell felt like a safe haven. Or when we were chained on that burning lake? That was definitely worse. What if the force that started those fires woke up and blew them into a sevenfold inferno, plunging us into flames? Or if Heaven unleashed its fury again, with its hand raining fire down on our heads? While we’re here, planning some epic war, we could get caught in a fiery storm, hurled onto rocks, becoming sport for wild winds or forever sinking beneath that boiling ocean, chained and groaning, unheeded, unpitied, for ages with no hope of an end? That would be worse.
So, war—whether open or hidden—I’m telling you, it’s a bad idea. What can force or trickery do against him? Who can fool a mind that sees everything at once? From up there in Heaven, he’s laughing at our pointless movements, no more able to resist our might than he is to thwart our plans.
Are we just going to live like this—the descendants of Heaven, trampled, expelled, suffering chains and torture? Better this than worse, if you ask me. Fate is unavoidable, and the Victor’s will is absolute. To suffer, as to act, we’re equally capable, and the law isn’t unfair just because it ordains it. We should have realized this, if we were smart, facing such a powerful foe and unsure of what might happen.
I can’t even deal with those who are brave with their spears, but then shrink back in fear when they fail—terrified of what’s coming: exile, shame, chains, pain, the Conqueror’s sentence. That’s our fate now. If we can endure it, our Supreme Foe might eventually cool down, and from this distance, he might just forget we ever offended him, satisfied that we’re being punished. Then these raging fires will die down, if he doesn't stir them up again. Our pure essence will rise above the toxic fumes, or we’ll get used to it, or we’ll change, adapting to the heat and becoming one with this place, feeling no pain. This horror will become mild, this darkness will turn to light.
And who knows what the endless days ahead might bring—what chance, what change is worth waiting for? Our current situation isn't great, but it's not the absolute worst, if we don't make things worse for ourselves.
That's what Belial said, cloaking his words in reason, advising us to just chill and be lazy, not even peace. And then Mammon chimed in: “Either we overthrow the King of Heaven, if war is the best option, or we reclaim what’s rightfully ours.”
 “Maybe we can dethrone him, right? If Fate just, like, lets Chaos win. It’s a long shot, though. What’s even the point? We can't just hope for a spot in Heaven if we haven’t taken down the big guy. What if he just, like, chills out and offers grace? Would we just bow down and sing his praises while he’s sitting on his throne, smelling all good? Ugh, no way.
Worshipping someone we hate forever? So boring. Let’s not try to force a win, or even beg for it. Let's just build our own thing, on our own terms, in this huge space. We’d be free, accountable to no one. That’s way better than being a glorified servant.
Our greatness will really shine when we create something amazing out of nothing, turn bad into good, and thrive even in the worst situations. This dark world? Not even scared. Heaven’s boss hangs out in clouds and darkness all the time, rocking his throne. He can roar and make it look like Hell. If he can do that, why can't we bring our own light?
This place has hidden treasures—gems, gold, you name it. And we're not lacking in skill or creativity. What can Heaven offer that’s better? Even our suffering can be a strength, these fires softening, changing, making us stronger.
It’s time for calm, for planning. How can we fix things, given where we are? Let’s forget about war. You heard it here first.
He barely finished talking when a buzz filled the room—like when wind echoes off rocks all night, lulling sailors after a storm. Everyone loved it. They were so done with another battle—they’d rather face anything than another round with Michael and his thunderbolts. They were totally hyped to build their own empire, a rival to Heaven, built over time, through smart moves.
Then Beelzebub spoke—second only to Satan. He rose up, a pillar of power. You could see he was deep in thought, really caring about the public good. He looked majestic, even in ruins. He stood tall, like he could carry the weight of any kingdom. People were instantly drawn to him, like it was midnight or the hottest summer day.
‘Thrones and Imperial Powers,’ he began, ‘Children of Heaven, Ethereal Virtues! Are we really ditching these titles to become Princes of Hell? The people want to stay, to build something here. But are we really fooling ourselves? Does the King of Heaven have other plans? Is this a trap, a prison, not a safe haven? Are we just dreaming, thinking we can escape his power, banding together against his throne? We’ll just be captives, even this far away, under his control, waiting for his wrath.
He's got a whole army of us, you know.’”
 He still reigns, obviously. The ultimate boss, top to bottom. He won't lose a single piece of his kingdom, not even because of our little rebellion. Instead, his power stretches over Hell, and he’s ruling us here, just like he rules those angels in Heaven, with an iron fist. So, what are we even doing, planning for peace or war? War already crushed us, leaving us with irreparable losses. No peace has been offered, and honestly, why would it? What kind of peace could they give us except harsh imprisonment, beatings, and random punishments? And what peace could we offer them but hostility and hate? Stubborn resistance and revenge, slow maybe, but always scheming how to make the Conqueror regret his victory, how to steal away his joy.
And we don’t even need to launch a full-scale assault on Heaven. Those walls are impenetrable. What if we found something easier? There’s a place—if the ancient prophecies in Heaven are wrong—another world, a happy place, about to be created. It's inhabited by a new race called Man. They’re like us, but less powerful and less perfect, yet favored by the one who rules above. That's what the Gods declared, and confirmed with an oath that shook Heaven itself.
Let’s focus our minds on learning about these creatures. What are they like? What are they made of? What are their strengths and weaknesses? How can we best attack them—with force or trickery? Heaven may be locked down, and the ultimate power is secure, but this place could be exposed, the very edge of his kingdom, left to be defended by whoever holds it. Here, we might achieve something big. We could unleash Hell-fire and destroy everything, or take it all as our own, just like they drove us out. Or, if direct force fails, we could seduce them, turn their God into our enemy, and watch him tear down his own creation.
That would be way more satisfying than just getting revenge. It would mess with his head, and our joy would rise with his turmoil. His beloved sons, cast out to join us, would curse their fragile beginnings and fleeting happiness—gone so fast! So, what do you think? Is this worth attempting, or should we just sit here, hatching useless plans?
That’s what Beelzebub argued, offering his devilish advice—an idea first conceived by Satan and then proposed. Where else could such deep malice come from but the source of all evil? To corrupt humanity at the root, to mix Earth and Hell, all just to spite the Creator? But, ironically, their spite only serves to amplify his glory.
The bold plan thrilled the infernal States, and a spark of joy lit up their eyes. They voted unanimously, and then he renewed his speech:
“You’ve judged well. The long debate is over. Synod of Gods, you’re as great as your decisions. We’re resolving something huge that will lift us from the deepest abyss, defying fate itself. Perhaps we'll even glimpse those bright confines of Heaven, and with a coordinated attack, we might re-enter. Or maybe we’ll settle in a milder zone, still touched by Heaven’s light, secure and cleansed by the brightening rays. The soft, sweet air will heal the scars of these corrosive fires, breathing balm into our souls.”
 But, like, who do we send into this new world? Who’s actually up for it? Who’s brave enough to wander into the dark, endless Abyss, and somehow find their way through the thick, confusing shadows, and soar through the vast, sudden emptiness, to reach the happy Isle? What strength, what skill, could even get them there? Or how could they dodge the vigilant Angels guarding the way? We need to be super careful in our choice; because our last hope rests on whoever we send.
He sat there, and everyone was waiting, holding their breath, wondering who would step up, either to support or to stop it, or to take on this crazy mission. But everyone just sat there, totally freaking out, lost in their own thoughts; and in each other’s faces, they saw their own shock. Not even the strongest, most powerful warriors could be found willing to risk it alone; until, finally, Satan spoke. He was radiating confidence, feeling his own incredible power.
“Oh, Empyreal Thrones, rulers of Heaven! Why are we all so quiet? It’s a long and hard journey from Hell to the light. Our prison is a huge ball of fire, built to destroy us. Nine layers of burning metal bars block our way. If anyone escapes that, they’re swallowed by the empty void, lost forever. If they somehow get past that, then what dangers await them in some unknown world?
But it would be embarrassing for me, the king, to back down now, wouldn't it? I’m in charge, and I’m powerful. Why would I let a little danger stop me from doing what’s best for everyone? I’m taking on this risk, and I’m expecting you to do the same. So, mighty Angels, even though you’ve fallen, focus on making Hell a little more bearable for us. If there’s anything we can do to ease the pain of this awful place, do it. But don’t let your guard down against our enemy, while I go searching for a way out for us all. No one will join me on this mission.”
Saying this, Satan stood up, stopping anyone from responding. He didn’t want anyone else to offer to go, knowing he’s going to shut them down. He’s earned his position through danger; he’s not letting anyone else try to steal his glory. But they were even more scared of defying him than they were of the mission itself. And so, they all stood up with him, like a thunderclap echoing in the distance.
They bowed before him, showing their awe and respect, treating him like a god, equal to the highest Angels in Heaven.
 They totally hyped up how much they appreciated that he put everyone’s safety above his own. Seriously, even the damned Spirits don't lose all their good qualities. Otherwise, what’s to stop people on Earth from bragging about their awesome deeds, all for glory or fake zeal? That’s the vibe. So, their super intense meeting wrapped up, and they were all stoked about their legendary leader.
It was like when dark clouds roll in from the mountains while the wind’s chilling out, and suddenly the sky’s gloomy. Then, if the sun peeks out with a sweet goodbye, the fields come alive, the birds start chirping, and the animals are all happy – the whole place just vibes.
Ugh, it’s embarrassing for humans! The devils are totally united, but people—rational beings, supposedly—are always fighting. Even though God is offering peace, they’re full of hate and endless wars, destroying everything. It’s like, do they really need extra hellish enemies on top of that? They’re already waiting to destroy us!
Okay, the meeting in the underworld was done. The top devils started filing out, led by their big boss. He looked like the ultimate showdown against Heaven—basically Hell's emperor, dripping with power. He was surrounded by a circle of fiery angels, all decked out with weapons and emblems.
They blasted a trumpet call to announce the results! Four speedy angels took blasts of magical sound to their mouths. The announcement echoed across the abyss, and the whole army of Hell roared their approval.
Feeling a little more chill—and maybe a little too confident—the devils dispersed. They wandered off in different directions, following their own whims or whatever felt right. Some raced across the sky like it was the Olympics. Others held back their fiery steeds or formed battle lines. It was like a war appearing in the clouds, with knights charging and armies clashing—the whole sky was on fire.
Others, super angry, tore up rocks and hills, riding the wind in a crazy whirlwind. Hell barely contained the chaos! It was like when Hercules, after winning a big battle, was poisoned and ripped up Thessalian pine trees by the roots, then tossed Lichas into the sea.
Some of them just retreated to a quiet valley, playing angelic music and singing about their own heroic deeds and their tragic falls. They complained that even virtuous people get trapped by fate. Their song was biased, but the harmony was so intense it silenced even the underworld.
 The words flowed so sweetly—like poetry hitting different. Eloquence feeds the soul, and music grabs your senses, period. Elsewhere, a group chilled on a hill, totally lost in thought. They were debating big stuff: destiny, what we know ahead of time, free will, and fate itself. They went down rabbit holes, honestly.
They argued about good versus evil, happiness versus endless misery, passion versus apathy, glory versus shame. It was all just…extra. A bunch of pointless, fake wisdom, tbh. Still, it had a weird charm, like a spell. It could distract you from pain for a minute, spark false hope, or give you the strength to just…deal with it. Like armor made of steel.
Other groups were on a mission—a whole squad, really—trying to find a better place to live in this messed-up world. Four groups split up, marching along the banks of four rivers that dumped into the burning lake. First, the Styx, a river of pure hate. Then Acheron, black and deep with sorrow. Cocytus, where you could hear the loudest cries of despair. And Phlegeton, a river of fire that made you rage.
Far away, a slow, quiet river called Lethe flowed. It was a maze of water where, if you drank from it, you’d forget everything—joy, grief, pleasure, pain—everything.
Beyond that river, a frozen continent stretched out—dark, wild, and constantly battered by storms, blizzards, and hail. It didn't thaw on land, just piled up, creating a landscape of ruins. Everything was snow and ice, deeper than the Serbonian bog between Damiata and Mount Casius. Armies had vanished in that bog, and the air burned with cold, like fire.
The Furies—creepy, winged monsters—dragged the damned there, forcing them to experience the worst of everything, switching back and forth between raging fire and freezing ice. They’d freeze solid, stuck in place, for what felt like forever, then get thrown back into the fire.
They crossed the Lethean river, both ways, to make their suffering even worse. They’d desperately try to reach the river, hoping for just one drop to erase all their pain and misery, all at once, and it was so close. But Fate wouldn't let them. Medusa, with her terrifying gaze, guarded the river. The water itself rejected any living thing, just like it rejected Tantalus’s lips.
The groups wandered on, in a confused, hopeless march. They stared at their terrible fate and found no peace. They trudged through dark, dreary valleys, over frozen and fiery mountains, past rocks, caves, lakes, swamps, bogs, and shadows of death. It was a universe of death, cursed by God to create only evil. All life died there, death thrived, and Nature produced only monstrous, hideous things—things more horrifying than any story ever told. Gorgons, Hydras, Chimeras—things too awful to even imagine.
Meanwhile, Satan, the Adversary of God and Man, fueled by his ambition, spread his wings and headed for the gates of...
 He flew solo, sometimes hugging the right coast, sometimes the left. One moment, he skimmed the ocean, level as can be; the next, he shot up, soaring high into the fiery sky.
Like a distant fleet at sea, spotted way out there—hanging in the clouds, driven by those equinox winds. Sailing from Bengal, or the islands of Ternate and Tidore, where merchants haul their spicy goods. They cross the vast Ethiopian Sea, all the way to the Cape, pushing forward each night toward the pole. That's how he looked, far off.
Finally, he saw Hell-bounds—towering gates reaching the awful roof. Three sets of gates, each with three layers. Brass, iron, and adamantine rock—impenetrable, circled with fire that never went out.
Before the gates, on either side, sat monstrous figures. One looked like a woman from the waist up, beautiful, but below that…scales, endless folds, huge and reptilian—a serpent armed with a deadly sting. A pack of hellhounds barked around her, a never-ending chorus, their mouths wide and Cerberus-like. If something disturbed their noise, they'd vanish into her belly and kennel there, still barking and howling within.
Less awful than these was Scylla, bathing in the sea that separates Calabria from the rough shores of Trinacria. Even uglier was the night-hag, when, summoned in secret, she rides through the air, lured by the smell of infant blood, to dance with Lapland witches while the moon goes dark at their spells.
The other figure…if you could even call it a shape. It had no recognizable limbs, joints, or features. It wasn't substance, more like a shadow. Sometimes black as night, fierce as ten Furies, terrible as Hell itself. It shook a dreadful dart. What looked like its head wore the likeness of a kingly crown.
Satan was now close, moving from his seat as fast as the monster could stride. Hell trembled as he walked.
The fearless Fiend gazed at what this thing might be—admired it, not feared it (except for God and his Son; he valued nothing created and shunned nothing). With a look of disdain, he spoke first:
“Who are you, execrable Shape, daring to advance your miscreated front across my way to those gates? I mean to pass through them, and I will, without asking your permission. Step aside, or learn through experience the price of challenging Spirits of Heaven, Hell-born.
To which the Goblin, full of rage, replied:
“Are you that traitor Angel? Are you he who first broke peace in Heaven and faith—faith that had been unbroken until then? Did you raise your arms in proud rebellion, drawing a third of Heaven’s sons against the Highest? For which, both you and they are here condemned to waste eternal days in woe and pain! And do you think you, a Spirit of Heaven, are Hell-doomed, defying and mocking me here? I am your king and lord! To enrage you further, go back to your punishment! Add wings to your speed, or I will pursue you with a whip of scorpions, or with one stroke of this dart, seize you with a horror and pangs you’ve never felt.”
 The Terror, all grim, spoke, and as he did, he shifted, growing ten times more terrifying, more messed up. On the other side, Satan, fueled by pure rage, stood his ground, totally unbothered. He blazed like a comet, burning across the vastness of Ophiuchus in the arctic sky. Pestilence and war crackled from his wild hair.
Each leveled a deadly aim, ready to strike. No second chances. The frowns they threw at each other? Like two black storm clouds, loaded with lightning, barreling across the Caspian Sea—then just stopping, hovering, waiting for the wind to signal their final clash in the air.
Their frowns were so intense that Hell itself grew darker. They matched each other perfectly. No one had ever faced a foe like that… except once.
Great deeds had been accomplished, shaking all of Hell. But then, the snaky Sorceress, who sat guarding Hell-gate and held the fatal key, jumped up with a horrible scream, rushing between them.
“Father, what are you doing with that hand?” she cried. “Against your only son? What fury, son, possesses you to aim that mortal dart at your father’s head? And do you even know who you’re doing this for? For the one above, who’s laughing at you, ordering you to do his bidding—his ‘justice,’ which will destroy you both one day!”
Her words stunned the hellish horde. Then, she turned to Satan:
“So strange your outburst, your words so weird! You interrupt, preventing my swift hand from telling you… by actions… what it intends. First, tell me who you are, this strange double form, and why you’re meeting me here, in this infernal valley. Why do you call me ‘father,’ and that phantasm ‘son’?”
To which the Portress of Hell-gate replied:
“Have you forgotten me? Do I seem so awful to you now? Once, I was considered beautiful—in Heaven, when we were at the assembly, in sight of all the Seraphim, plotting together. Suddenly, excruciating pain struck you, blurring your eyes, leaving you dizzy. Flames erupted from your head, thick and fast, until, on the left side, opening wide, a figure shone—bright, heavenly fair, a goddess armed. Out of your head, I sprung!
Amazement seized the host of Heaven. They recoiled, afraid. At first, they called me Sin, a portentous sign. But, growing familiar, I won them over—especially you. You often gazed into me, seeing your perfect image, and became enamored. You took such secret joy in me that my womb conceived a growing burden.
Meanwhile, war erupted in Heaven. And (what else could have happened?) Almighty Foe secured a clear victory; we suffered loss and rout throughout the Empyrean. Down we fell, driven headlong from the heights of Heaven, down into this Deep. And during that general fall, I also fell. It was then that this powerful key was given into my hands, with the charge to keep these gates forever shut—which no one can pass without my opening.”
 Pensive, I sat alone. But I didn’t stay that way for long. My womb, pregnant by you, now huge and overflowing, pulsed with awful motion and throbbing pain. Finally, this horrible child—your own—burst through my insides. It was a violent, terrifying birth. My body twisted and changed, transforming before my eyes. But he, my sworn enemy, emerged, brandishing his deadly dart, made to destroy.
I ran, screaming, "Death!" Hell shuddered at the name, a mournful sigh echoing from its depths. I fled, but he pursued—driven more by lust than rage—and quickly caught up. My mother, utterly devastated, embraced me with a forceful, disgusting passion, and from that violation, these screaming monsters were born. They surround me, conceived and born hourly, bringing endless sorrow. Because whenever they please, they return to the womb that birthed them, howling and gnawing at my insides—their gruesome feast. Then, bursting forth again with conscious terror, they torment me, offering no rest.
Before my eyes sits Grim Death, my son and my enemy, the one who set them on me. He’s eager to devour me, his parent, but he knows his end is tied to mine. He knows I’d be a bitter morsel, his bane. That’s Fate’s decree. But you, my father, listen closely: avoid his deadly arrow. Don’t foolishly believe you’re invincible, protected by those shimmering, heavenly arms. That mortal blow can’t be resisted by anyone—except the one who reigns above.
She finished. The subtle Fiend absorbed her words, now calmer and smooth in his response:— “Dear daughter—since you claim me as your father, and show me your beautiful son—the precious reminder of our sweet dalliances in Heaven, joys now turned to sorrow because of this awful change—know that I come not as an enemy, but to free both him and you, and all the heavenly host of Spirits who, armed with just cause, fell with us from on high. I undertake this strange errand alone, exposing myself to the void immense. I’ll search for a place foretold—a vast, round place of bliss, located near Heaven. It's meant to be created by signs already in place. And there, I’ll place a race of upstart creatures—perhaps to replace us. Heaven, with its potent multitude, might spark new conflicts if it becomes too crowded.
Whether this—or something more secret—is the plan, I’m eager to know. Once I do, I’ll return and bring you to a place where you and Death will dwell in peace, silently gliding through the air, surrounded by sweet scents. There, you’ll be fed and filled beyond measure; all things will be your prey.”
He paused; both seemed highly pleased. Death grinned a horrifying, ghastly smile, thrilled that his hunger would be satisfied, blessing the hour destined for him. His mother rejoiced as well, and addressed her sire:— “I keep the key to this infernal Pit, by Heaven’s all-powerful King’s decree. I’m forbidden to unlock these adamantine gates. Death stands ready to interpose his dart, fearless of living might.”
 But what do I even owe him, my dad? He hates me, seriously, and just yeeted me down here. Into this super gloomy, deep-level Tartarus. I’m stuck doing this lame job, basically a prisoner of Heaven, born into all this. Forever in agony and pain, surrounded by terror and noise. My own kids are feeding off me, can you even imagine?
“You’re my dad, you made me. Who else am I supposed to listen to? Who else should I follow? You're gonna get me out of here soon, right? To that new world of light and chill vibes, where the gods just lounge around and I’m gonna reign beside you, like your fave daughter, forever.”
Saying that, she grabbed the key – a seriously messed-up thing, like the source of all our problems – and started rolling her beastly crew towards the gate. Suddenly, the giant portcullis started rising. No one but her could have even budged it. She twisted the complicated lock, and every bolt and bar of solid iron or rock just popped open with ease.
The infernal doors swung open with a crash, the hinges screaming a deafening thunder that shook the very bottom of Erebus. She opened them, but closing them? Forget about it. They stood wide open, like a giant furnace mouth, spewing out smoke and red flames.
Before their eyes appeared the secrets of the deep – a dark, endless ocean. No boundaries, no limits. Where length, width, height, time, and space just vanish. Where the oldest Night and Chaos, the ancestors of Nature, hold eternal chaos, surrounded by constant war.
Hot, Cold, Moist, and Dry – four fierce champions – fight for dominance, bringing their tiny building blocks to battle. They swarm around their flags, light-armed or heavy, sharp or smooth, fast or slow, unnumbered like the sands of Barca or Cyrene. Whoever they cling to rules for a moment. Chaos is the umpire, making the fight even wilder. Chance is the ultimate arbiter.
Into this wild abyss – Nature’s womb, and maybe her grave – a place with no sea, shore, air, or fire, but all these mixed together in their rawest forms – the wary Fiend stood on the edge of Hell and stared. He wasn't crossing a simple river here.
The noise was insane – louder than when Bellona goes full war mode, tearing down a city. Like if Heaven itself was falling apart, and the elements were ripping themselves from the Earth.
Finally, he unfurled his massive wings and launched himself into the swirling smoke, rising like he was riding a cloudy throne. But that ride quickly failed, and he found himself in a vast emptiness.
 Suddenly, his flags drooped, and he plummeted—straight down, like a stone. Ten thousand fathoms deep, he kept falling, and would still be falling now if not for a crazy, fiery storm cloud that shoved him miles upward. That storm calmed—swallowed by a swampy, lifeless bog—and he pressed on, half-sinking, half-flying. Now he needed both oars and sails, no joke.
It was like a gryphon hunting an Arimaspian, chasing him through the wilderness across hills and moors. The Arimaspian had stolen guarded gold, sneaky! So the Fiend, with wings, hands, feet, whatever worked, raced through bogs, over cliffs, through dense thickets—swimming, sinking, wading, crawling, flying.
Then, a massive, chaotic roar hit his ears—a wild jumble of sounds and voices echoing through the darkness. Undeterred, he charged toward it, ready to face whatever power or spirit lurked in the abyss. He needed to know the way to the nearest coast of darkness, the edge of the light.
And then, bam—the throne of Chaos! A dark pavilion spread out across the endless, empty sea. Seated on the throne was sable-vested Night, the oldest being of all, Chaos’s partner. Orcus and Ades stood beside them, alongside the dreaded Demogorgon. Rumor, Chance, Tumult, and Confusion swirled around them, all tangled up in discord—a thousand voices shouting at once.
Satan turned to them, bold as ever: “You Powers and Spirits of this deepest abyss, Chaos and ancient Night, I’m no spy. I’m not here to uncover your secrets or cause trouble. I’m just wandering through this dark wasteland, trying to get back to the light. Lost and without a guide, I need to know the quickest path out of your realm. Or, if another power has taken over, I need directions to get there. Just point me in the right direction, and I'll repay you. I’m on a mission to reclaim that lost region, kick out all the usurpers, and return it to your darkness and control—that’s my whole purpose. You’re getting all the benefits, and I’m getting my revenge!”
Chaos, ancient and weary, answered with a shaky voice and a face full of doubt: “I know you, stranger—that mighty leading Angel, who recently challenged Heaven’s King, but was overthrown. I saw it all. I heard it all. A massive army fled through the frightened Deep, a disaster upon disaster, confusion beyond belief. Heaven's gates poured out millions of victorious soldiers, chasing them. I keep watch on my frontiers here. I’ll do whatever I can to defend what little is left, even though we're constantly fighting each other—weakening the ancient power of Night. First, there’s Hell, your dungeon, stretching far and wide below. And recently, another world—Heaven and Earth—hung over my realm, linked by a golden chain to the side of Heaven from where your legions fell!”
 “If that’s the path you’re taking, you’re not far,” he said. “The danger’s closer than you think. Go, and hurry up! Havoc, ruin, and destruction—that's all I want.” He stopped. Satan didn’t even bother replying. He was just stoked that his sea was finally hitting land.
With renewed energy, he surged upward, like a giant fireball, blasting into the wild expanse. He fought against the elements on every side, pushing his way through. It was harder, more dangerous, than when Argo sailed through the narrow strait between the rocks. Or when Ulysses dodged Charybdis, steering clear of the whirlpools.
Satan struggled, working hard to move forward. But once he was through, things changed. When humans fell, Sin and Death suddenly appeared, following his trail—it was Heaven’s will. They paved a wide, well-worn path over the dark abyss, whose boiling depths patiently held a bridge of incredible length. It stretched from Hell to the edge of this fragile world. This bridge allowed the evil spirits to travel easily, tempting or punishing humans—unless they were protected by God and the good angels.
But now, finally, a glimmer of light appeared. It shot from the walls of Heaven, piercing the dimness of the night. Here, Nature began to take shape. Chaos started to retreat, like a defeated enemy, with less noise and less hostility.
Satan, with less effort now, floated along the calmer waters, guided by a hazy light. He was like a boat that’s seen better days, its sails and ropes torn, but still making it to shore. Or like air, he spread his wings, taking his time to look out at the heavenly realm, stretching out endlessly—not quite square, not quite round.
Opal towers and sapphire battlements decorated it—once his home. And close by, hanging on a golden chain, was this world, as big as a tiny star, not far from the moon.
Full of malicious revenge, he hurried towards it, cursed and arriving at a cursed hour.
chapter_0003

Hail, Light! Holy, radiant Light, firstborn of Heaven, or of the Eternal beam. Can I even try to praise you without messing it up? God is light, after all. And light has always existed, untouched, pure.
Or should I say, pure, ethereal stream? Who can even tell where it comes from? Before the sun, before the Heavens, you were there. And when God spoke, you wrapped the rising world—dark, deep waters won from the formless void—like a cozy blanket.
I’m visiting you again, bolder now. I escaped the Stygian pool, though I was stuck there a while. During my flight through total and middle darkness, I sang songs—not like Orpheus—of Chaos and eternal Night. The heavenly Muse taught me to descend into the dark and climb back up, even though it’s tough. I’m safe with you now, feeling your powerful light. But you don’t look at me. My eyes roll around, searching for your piercing ray, but find no dawn. A thick, calm darkness has extinguished them, or a hazy veil has covered them.
Still, I wander where the Muses hang out—clear springs, shady groves, sunny hills—struck with love for sacred song. Especially you, Zion, and the flowery brooks beneath you, washing your hallow’d feet, warbling as they flow. I visit you every night and sometimes remember those others, equal to me in fate. If only I had their fame! Your command, that Man should find grace...
Blind Thamyris, and blind Maeonides, Tiresias, and Phineus, old prophets—feed on thoughts that move freely, creating harmonious numbers. Like a bird sings in the dark, hidden in the shadows, creating its nightly song.
Seasons come and go, but day, or the sweet approach of evening or morning, or the sight of spring flowers or summer roses, or flocks, or herds, or a human face—doesn’t return to me. Instead, a cloud, an ever-lasting darkness surrounds me. Cut off from the cheerful ways of humans, I’m presented with a blank page—nature’s work expunged and erased, wisdom completely shut out.
So much the more, celestial Light, shine inward, and illuminate my mind with all your power. Purge and disperse all the mist from there, so I can see and tell of things invisible to mortal sight.
Now, the Almighty Father, from above, from the pure empyrean where he sits high on his throne, bent down to look at his own works and theirs. All the Sanctities of Heaven stood thick as stars, receiving beatitude beyond words. On his right, the radiant image of his glory sat—his only son. On earth, he first beheld our two first parents, the only two of humankind, happily placed in the garden, reaping immortal fruits of joy and love—uninterrupted joy, unrivall’d love, in blissful solitude. Then he surveyed Hell and the gulf between, and Satan was there, coasting the wall of Heaven on this side of Night, in the murky air, sublime, and ready now to stoop with weary wings and willing feet onto the bare outside of this world, which seemed like firm land without a firmament, unsure whether it was in the ocean or in the air.
 God, looking down from his incredible view—past, present, future, all laid out—spoke to his only Son. “Hey,” he said. “Do you see how mad our Adversary is? Nothing can hold him back—not the boundaries of Hell, not the chains piled on him, not even the huge, empty abyss. He’s bent on revenge, and it’s gonna blow up in his face.”
And now, breaking free from everything, he’s flying towards Heaven, right into the light, heading for the newly created world and the humans there. He’s gonna try to destroy them, or even worse, trick them. And he will trick them. They’ll listen to his lies and easily break the only rule, the only promise of their loyalty. They’ll fall, and so will their descendants. But whose fault is it? Only his. Ungrateful. I gave him everything. I made him just and right, more than enough to stand on his own, even though he was free to fall.
That’s how I created all the heavenly Powers and Spirits—those who stood, and those who failed. They stood freely, and they fell freely. If they hadn’t been free, how could they have proven their sincere loyalty, their constant faith, or their love? It wouldn’t have been real. How could I have enjoyed obedience that was just a matter of necessity, not a choice? They were created free, as they had a right to be. They can’t blame me, or their creation, or their fate. It wasn't predestination ruling them—it was their own choices. They decided to rebel. If I knew they would, that doesn’t mean I caused it. Their fall would have been certain even if I hadn’t known.
Without any push or shadow of fate, without anything I had immutably foreseen, they trespassed. They are the authors of their own decisions, both what they judge and what they choose. That’s how I made them—free. And free they must remain, until they trap themselves. Otherwise, I would have to change their nature, and revoke the unchanging, eternal decree that guarantees their freedom. They chose their own downfall.
The first group fell by their own suggestion, tempting themselves, corrupting themselves. But Man will find grace. The other won't. Through Heaven and Earth, my glory will shine—in mercy and justice. But Mercy will be brightest, first and last.
As God spoke, an amazing fragrance filled all of Heaven. The blessed Spirits felt a joy they’d never known. The Son of God was more glorious than ever before—all his Father shone through him. Divine compassion was visible on his face, endless love, and boundless grace.
And he spoke to his Father: “Father, your final word—that Man should find grace—was so amazing. Heaven and Earth will praise you endlessly, with countless hymns and sacred songs that will surround your throne forever. You are eternally blessed.”
 If humanity is finally gone, if my creation—my youngest, dearest son—falls, tricked and messed up by his own mistakes? Nah, that’s not happening. That can’t be your plan, Father, you who judge everything fairly. Or will the Adversary win? Will he ruin everything you’re about? Will he get revenge, making your goodness worthless? Will he drag the whole world to Hell, because of him? Or will you just erase your creation, undo what you made for your own glory? Then your goodness and greatness would be questioned and cursed, defenseless.
The great Creator answered, “My son, the one my soul loves most, the son of my heart, my only one. You’re speaking my thoughts, reflecting my eternal purpose. Humanity won’t be totally lost—but salvation is available to those who want it. Not through their own will, but through grace freely given by me. I’ll renew their lost powers, even though they’re trapped by sin and crazy desires. I’ll lift them up, and they’ll stand strong against their enemy again. They’ll see how fragile they are, and they’ll owe all their rescue to me, to no one else.
I’ve chosen some with special grace, set apart from the rest—that’s my choice. The rest will hear my call, and they'll be warned about their sinful state, and they’ll find grace to calm my anger. I’ll clear their minds, soften their hearts, and help them pray, repent, and obey. Even if they try with sincere intention, I won't ignore them. I'll listen, and my eyes won't be closed. I’ll put Conscience within them—my guide. If they listen to him, they'll gain light after light, and they'll reach the end safely, if they persevere. This patience, this grace—those who ignore and mock it will never taste it. They’ll become even harder, even more blind, stumbling and falling deeper. I'm excluding only those who reject me.
But it’s not over yet. Humanity disobeys, breaks their loyalty, and sins against the authority of Heaven. They’re trying to be God, losing everything, and have nothing left to pay for their betrayal but destruction. They, and all their descendants, must die—they must die, or justice must be served. Unless someone else, equally willing and able, pays the price—death for death.
“Tell me, heavenly powers,” the Creator asked, “where can we find such love? Who of you will become mortal to redeem humanity's mortal crime and save the unjust?” Does all of Heaven hold such dear charity?
He asked, but the heavenly choir was silent. There was silence in Heaven. No one appeared on humanity's behalf—no patron, no intercessor. No one dared to take the deadly punishment and pay the ransom.
And humanity would have been lost—doomed to death and Hell—if not for the Son of God, in whom the fullness of divine love dwells. He renewed his mediation.
 Dad, your word stands. Humans will find grace. And if grace doesn’t find a way—the quickest of your messengers—to reach every single creature, to visit everyone without being asked or sought, what’s the point? It’s a win for humanity that she’s coming. When we’re dead in our sins, totally lost, we can’t find our own forgiveness, can’t offer anything good enough. I’m here: I offer my life for his, take the anger meant for him. Consider me human; I'll leave your side, give up this glory, and die willingly. Let Death unleash his worst on me. I won't be defeated for long. You’ve given me eternal life; I live because of you. Even though I’m giving myself to Death, and it’s my due, everything that can die in me won’t be left to rot in the grave. You won’t let my pure soul be consumed by corruption. I’ll rise victorious, conquer my conqueror, and strip him of his bragging rights. Death will feel Death's sting, humbled and powerless. I’ll soar through the air in triumph, dragging Hell captive—take that, Hell!—and show the powers of darkness bound. You'll smile down from Heaven, pleased to see me destroy all my enemies, Death last, and feed the grave with his carcass. Then, with the countless I’ll save, I’ll enter Heaven, long absent, and return, Dad, to see your face—no more anger there, just peace and reconciliation. Wrath will be gone forever, replaced by joy in your presence.
His words ended, but his gentle expression spoke volumes—immortal love for mortal people, a filial obedience that shone brighter than anything. A willing sacrifice, he waits for your will.
Awe swept through Heaven—what did this mean? Where was this heading? But then the Almighty replied:
“Oh, you, the only peace found for humanity under wrath, my sole delight! You know how dear all my creations are to me, and humans are no exception, even though they were made last. I’ll spare you from my side, from my right hand, to save them—to save the entire human race, even though losing you hurts. You, who can redeem them alone, join their nature to yours. Become human among humans on Earth, made flesh from a virgin’s seed when the time is right, by a miracle. Be the head of all mankind, though Adam’s son. Just as Adam’s sin destroyed all humans, so you, like a second root, will restore as many as can be restored—none without you. His crime makes all his sons guilty; your merit, passed down to them, will absolve those who reject their own righteous and unrighteous deeds, living in you, transplanted, and receiving new life from you. So, it’s only right that human satisfies for human, be judged and die, and then rise, raising his brothers with him, ransomed by his own precious life. Heavenly love will triumph over hellish hate, giving to death, and dying to redeem what hellish hate so easily destroyed—and still destroys—in those who, when they could, reject grace.”
 You shouldn’t, by pretending to be human, make your own nature seem less important. You’re already equal to God, enjoying everything God enjoys, and yet you’re giving it all up to save a world from total destruction. You’re recognized, not because of your family, but because of your goodness—far more than just being powerful or high up. Because you love more than you crave glory, your humility will raise you to this throne. Here you’re going to live as a human, reign as both God and man, both Son of God and man, the universal King. I give you all power; reign forever, and claim your merits. Under your leadership, I’m reducing all thrones, princedoms, powers, and dominions. Every knee will bow—in Heaven, on Earth, even in Hell.
When you appear gloriously from Heaven, and send the Arch-Angels to announce your judgment, the living and the dead from every age will rush to their doom. The sound will wake them from their sleep. Then, surrounded by your saints, you’re going to judge the wicked and the fallen angels. They’re going to be condemned and sink beneath your sentence. Hell, completely full, will be sealed forever.
Meanwhile, the world will burn, and from the ashes, a new Heaven and Earth will rise—a place where the righteous will live, and after long trials, they’ll experience golden days filled with golden deeds, joy, peace, and fair truth. Then, you’ll lay down your regal scepter, because it won't be needed anymore; God will be all in all.
But, all you Gods, adore him who dies to accomplish all this; adore my Son, and honor him as you honor me.
No sooner had the Almighty finished speaking, but all the Angels, with a shout louder than any sound imaginable—sweet like blessed voices—filled Heaven with joy. The eternal regions rang with jubilation and loud Hosannas. They bowed reverently toward both thrones, casting their crowns woven with amarant and gold to the ground. Immortal amarant, a flower that once bloomed in Paradise by the tree of life, was removed to Heaven when humans sinned. There it grows, shading the fount of life, where the river of bliss flows through Heaven, over Elysian flowers. The chosen spirits bind their radiant locks with beams and garlands that never fade.
Now, they cast the bright garlands on the pavement, which shone like a sea of jasper, and smiled with celestial roses. Then, crowned again, they took their golden harps—harps always tuned, glittering like quivers by their sides—and began their sacred song, waking raptures high.
Every voice joined in—such harmony exists in Heaven. They sang first to the Father, Omnipotent, Immutable, Immortal, Infinite, Eternal King—the Author of all being, the Fountain of light, invisible amidst the glorious brightness where he sits throned and inaccessible. But when he shades the full blaze of his beams, and draws a radiant shrine around him, his skirts appear dark with excessive brightness, dazzling Heaven. Even the brightest Seraphim approach cautiously, veiling their eyes with their wings.
 Next, they sang about creation—the very beginning. About the Begotten Son, the Divine Reflection, whose bright face, clear as a mirror, showed the Almighty Father. No creature could look upon the Father directly, but through him, they could. His glory shone through him. The Father's Spirit rested on him.
He created Heaven and all the powers within it. And he threw down the arrogant, rebellious spirits. Remember that day? He didn’t hold back his Father’s thunder. His flaming chariot-wheels shook the very foundations of Heaven, as he drove over the defeated, scattered angels.
His forces cheered him on, hailing him as the Son of his Father’s might, sent to unleash fierce vengeance on his enemies. But not on humankind. No, the Father, full of mercy and grace, pitied them.
When his dear, only Son saw the Father’s intent—not to condemn fragile humans so harshly—he understood. To appease the Father’s wrath and end the conflict, he saw a path forward. He recognized the balance between mercy and justice, even though it meant giving up his own bliss, second only to the Father. He offered himself to die for humankind’s sins.
Oh, the unexampled love! A love found nowhere else but in the divine! Hail, Son of God, Savior of Men! Your name will be the focus of my song forever. My heart will never forget your praise, nor will it ever separate your glory from your Father’s.
And so they sang in Heaven, beyond the starry sphere, spending their joyous hours in hymns of praise.
Meanwhile, on Earth—a dark, opaque globe—Satan walked. It seemed far away before, now it felt like an endless, desolate continent. Lost in darkness, exposed to the starless sky and ever-threatening storms of Chaos.
The sky was bleak, except for one side, which caught a faint reflection from the wall of Heaven, though far away. The air there was slightly calmer.
Here, the Fiend roamed the vast field, hunting for his prey. He was completely alone. No living or lifeless creature could be found.
Not yet. But soon, all sorts of fleeting, empty things would fly up from Earth—vapors of nothingness—when sin filled the works of humankind.
All those vain things, and all those who built their hopes of glory and lasting fame on those vain things—all those who sought happiness in this life or the next, finding only the reward of praise from men—would find their fit retribution here, as empty as their deeds.
All the unfinished works of nature, the monstrous or unkindly mixed creations, dissolved on Earth, would wander here in vain—until their final dissolution.
Not in the moon, as some have dreamed. Those silver fields are more likely inhabited by translated Saints, or spirits between the angelic and human kind.
 Here came the messed-up kids and daughters, born First from the ancient world—those giants showed up. They pulled some major clout, even though it was kinda lame back then. Then came the builders of Babel on the plain of Sennaar, always chasing some pointless goal. They’d build another Babel, no doubt, if they had the cash. Others just showed up solo. Like, one dude, Empedocles, jumped into Aetna’s flames to be seen as a god. Another, Cleombrotus, thought he could chill in Plato’s Elysium by diving into the sea. Seriously, so many more, way too long to list—embryos, weirdos, hermits, and friars—white, black, and gray, all decked out in their ridiculous stuff.
Here wander pilgrims, lost so far to find Him dead, who lives in Heaven. And those trying to guarantee Paradise, dying, they rock the robes of Dominick, or think they can sneak in disguised as Franciscans. They cruise past the seven planets, past the fixed stars, and that crystalline sphere where the balance weighs everything—the wobble they talked about, the first movement. Now Saint Peter’s at Heaven’s gate, waiting with his keys. And at the foot of Heaven they lift their feet, when suddenly a crazy crosswind from both coasts blows them sideways—ten thousand miles off course.
You see habits, hoods, and robes, their wearers tossed and fluttering into rags. Relics, beads, indulgences, pardons, bulls—just toys for the wind. All this gets whipped up, flying way over the backside of the world, into a huge, empty space, later called The Paradise of Fools, unknown to most for a long time. Now, it’s deserted, no one around.
The Fiend found this dark world as he passed, wandering for ages, until finally a glimmer of light sped towards him. He sees it—a magnificent structure rising in stages, up to Heaven’s wall. At the top, even more amazing, a royal palace gate appears. The frontispiece is diamond and gold, thick with sparkling gems—impossible to recreate on Earth, no matter how talented the artist.
These stairs were like the ones Jacob saw, where angels ascended and descended, bands of bright guardians, when he fled Esau to Padan-Aram, in the field of Luz, dreaming under the open sky and waking to cry, “This is the gate of Heaven!” Each stair was mysterious, not always there, sometimes pulled up to Heaven, invisible. Beneath flowed a bright sea of jasper or liquid pearl, where anyone arriving from Earth, failing, would be carried by angels or fly over the lake, rapt in a chariot drawn by fiery steeds.
The stairs would then be lowered—either to tempt the Fiend with an easy climb, or to worsen his exclusion from the doors of bliss. They faced directly against the gate, opening from beneath, right over Paradise. A wide passage down to Earth—way wider than the ones over Mount Sion, or over the Promised Land to God so dear. This was the way his angels went back and forth, on high command, and his eye watched with special care, from Paneas, the source of Jordan’s flood, to Beersaba, where the Holy Land meets Egypt and the Arabian shore. So wide the opening seemed, like the bounds set for the ocean wave and darkness.
 Satan, from there, stood on the lower stair—the one he’d climbed using golden steps to reach Heaven's gate. He looked down, totally floored by the sudden view of the entire world. It was like when a scout, after battling through dark, dangerous trails all night, finally reaches the top of a high hill just as the sun starts to peek over the horizon.
Suddenly, he sees a gorgeous, foreign land stretching out before him—or maybe a huge, famous city with glittering towers and spires, all bathed in sunlight. That’s the wonder that seized him, even after seeing Heaven. But way more than wonder, it was envy that hit him hard.
He looked around, and he could—he was so high above the dark canopy of night. From Libra to the distant, fluffy star of Andromeda, across the Atlantic—he surveyed everything. Then, from pole to pole, he took in the whole breadth of the world. Without a second thought, he plunged downwards, shooting into the world’s first region. He effortlessly wound his way through the clear, marble air, surrounded by countless stars.
Those stars seemed distant, but close enough to be other worlds. Or maybe happy islands, like the legendary Hesperian gardens—fortunate fields, groves, and flowery valleys. How happy those islands were, he didn’t bother to find out.
Above it all, the golden sun shone, brighter than anything he's ever seen—it reminded him of Heaven. His gaze locked on it, and he changed course, heading through the calm, steady sky. It was hard to tell if he was going up, down, towards the center, or off to the side.
Far away from the common constellations, the great light source shone. It dispensed light from afar. They, as they moved in patterns that counted days, months, and years, turned towards its cheerful glow, or were turned by its gentle beam that warmed the entire universe. Its power shot unseen, reaching even the deepest parts.
There, the Devil landed—a place unlike anything an astronomer might ever see, even through the most powerful telescope. It was beyond description, brighter than anything on Earth, metal or stone. It wasn’t all the same, but everything glowed with radiant light, like iron burning with fire. Sometimes it looked like gold, sometimes like clear silver. If it was stone, it looked like carbuncles or chrysolite, rubies or topazes—like the twelve stones on Aaron’s breastplate, and one other stone, rarely seen anywhere else.
That stone, or one like it, is what philosophers have desperately sought for so long—in vain, even when they tried to bind the volatile Hermes or call up the shape-shifting Proteus from the sea, draining him through a limbeck back to his original form.
So, why wouldn't fields and regions here breathe forth pure Elixir, and rivers run with drinkable gold? After all, the arch-chemist sun, so far away, produces so many precious things here, mixing with earthly elements.
There, the Devil met matter unlike anything he’d ever seen—it dazzled him. His eyes swept across the endless expanse, finding no obstacle, no shadow, just endless sunshine. Like when the sun is highest at noon, shooting straight up and unable to cast a shadow from any object. The air was so clear, it sharpened his vision, allowing him to see incredibly distant objects.
And that’s when he saw a glorious Angel standing there—the same one John had seen too.
 His back was turned, but his radiance didn's fade. A crown of golden light circled his head, and waves of brilliant hair flowed down his shoulders, like wings. He seemed lost in deep thought, or on a serious mission.
The impure Spirit felt a surge of hope, eager to find someone who could guide his flight to Paradise, the happy home of Man—our beginning of woe. But first, he needed a disguise, something to avoid danger or delays.
Suddenly, a young Cherub appeared. Not the most powerful, but his face held a celestial smile, and grace flowed through every limb. He looked the part, perfectly. His long hair curled around his cheeks, and he wore wings adorned with shimmering gold. A sleek, speedy outfit hugged his form, and a silver wand pointed the way.
He didn’t approach silently. The Angel’s bright face turned, alerted by the sound. It was Arch-Angel Uriel, one of the seven who stand closest to God’s throne, ready to carry out his commands, his eyes scanning the heavens and the earth. Satan greeted him.
“Uriel,” he began, “you are among the seven Spirits who stand in God’s glorious presence. You are the first to interpret his will throughout Heaven, where all his sons await your message. Surely, it’s by his decree that you’re here now, to visit this new creation and see all his wonderous works, especially Man—his chief delight and greatest favor. He ordained all this for him. I’m alone, wandering from the Cherubim choirs.”
“Brightest Seraph,” Uriel replied, “tell me, on which shining orb does Man reside? Or does he have no fixed place, free to dwell anywhere? I want to find him, to gaze upon him with secret admiration—on whom the Creator has bestowed worlds, and poured out his grace. So that, in him and all things, we may praise the universal Maker, who justly drove out his rebel foes to the deepest Hell, and to repair that loss, created this new, happy race of Men to serve him better. Wise are all his ways.”
So spoke the false dissembler, unnoticed. For neither Man nor Angel can see hypocrisy—the only evil that moves unseen, except to God alone, through his permissive will, across Heaven and Earth. And often, even when wisdom is alert, suspicion slumbers at wisdom’s gate, resigning her charge to simplicity, while goodness assumes no ill where no ill appears. This, for once, beguiled Uriel, even though he was regent of the sun and the sharpest-sighted Spirit in Heaven.
He answered the fraudulent impostor with straightforward honesty. “Fair Angel, your desire to know the works of God, so that you may glorify the great Work-master, is not excessive or blameworthy, but rather merits praise. It’s admirable that you’re here, alone, from your empyreal mansion, to witness what some might only hear about in Heaven. For truly, all his works are wonderful, pleasant to know, and worthy of being remembered with delight. But what created mind can grasp their number, or the infinite wisdom that brought them forth, and hid their causes so deep?”
 I watched as he spoke, and the shapeless mass—basically, everything this world’s made of—just piled up. Chaos heard him and went wild. But then, his voice calmed it, contained that endless, sprawling nothingness.
Then, with his second word, Darkness bolted. Light exploded, and order burst from the mess. The heavy elements—earth, water, air, fire—rushed to their places. And this heavenly essence, this quintessence, soared upward, spinning into a million different forms. They rolled into spheres, becoming stars—like you see now—each with its own path, its own spot in the cosmos. Everything circled, building this whole universe.
Look down at that globe, the side facing us—it shines with reflected light from here. That’s Earth, home to humans. That light? That’s his day. Otherwise, like the other side of the planet, it would be all night. But there, that nearby moon—yeah, that’s the fair star opposite—steps in to help. Every month, she circles through the sky, constantly fading and returning, showing her face with borrowed light, filling and emptying, to brighten the Earth. Her pale glow holds back the darkness.
That spot I’m pointing at? That’s Paradise, Adam’s place. Those towering trees? His garden. You can’t miss your way, and mine calls me elsewhere.
He said that, then turned. Satan, bowing low—the way higher spirits do in Heaven, where respect is everything—said goodbye. Then he shot toward Earth, hoping for a win. He plummeted down, taking a crazy, spiraling path. He didn’t stop until he landed on the peak of Niphates.
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Oh, I wish I’d heard that warning voice—the one the guy who saw the Apocalypse heard echoing through Heaven. It was a cry! Then, after the Dragon got totally beat the first time, he came roaring back, fueled by rage, to get revenge on humans. Seriously, woe to everyone living on Earth! If only our first parents had been warned about their secret enemy, they might have escaped—maybe even dodged his deadly trap.
Now, Satan, totally fired up, descended. He’s the tempter, not just the accuser, and he’s out for blood, wanting to punish innocent, fragile humans for his loss in that first battle and his flight to Hell. But he’s not celebrating his escape, not even bragging, though he’s feeling pretty fearless from afar.
He starts his terrible plan, and it's boiling inside him, all chaotic and messed up. It bounces back on him like a broken engine. Horror and doubt tear through his thoughts, and he stirs up the Hell within. Because he brings Hell with him, and he’s trapped in it, no more able to escape than he is to escape himself.
Suddenly, conscience wakes up—it had been sleeping, you know? It brings back the bitter memories of what he was, what he is, and what he will be—it’s gonna be worse, so much worse. Sometimes he looks towards Eden, which looks pretty sweet in his view, and his expression is just…sad. Other times he stares up at Heaven and the blazing sun, which is high up in the sky.
Then, he starts sighing, lost in thought:
“You—the one with the incredible glory, looking down from your perfect kingdom like the God of this new world! At your sight, all the stars hide their light. I call out to you, but not with a friendly voice. I’m gonna drop your name—Sun!—to tell you how much I hate your beams. They remind me of how far I’m fallen, how glorious I once was, way above your sphere. But pride and even worse ambition threw me down, fighting against Heaven’s King. Why? He didn’t deserve that from me—he created me into what I was, and he never criticized my good work. His service wasn't hard at all. What could be less than to give him praise, the easiest reward, and thank him properly? But all his goodness turned sour in me, and it bred malice. I got so high up that I defied authority, thinking one step higher would pay off the endless debt of gratitude I still owed. I kept forgetting what I still received from him, and I didn't understand that a grateful mind doesn't just owe—it pays, all at once, indebted and free. What a burden it was! Oh, if his powerful destiny had made me a lesser angel, I would have been happy. No boundless hope would have raised ambition! But why not some other power, as great, who might have aspired, and drawn me, even though I’m small, to his side? But other powers as great didn’t fall—they stand strong, both from within and without, armed against every temptation. Did you have the same free will and power to stand? You did. So who or what do you have to blame, except for Heaven’s free love, which deals equally to all? Cursed be his love, since it deals eternal woe to me, whether I love or hate. No, curse you—because against his will, you freely chose what you now so justly regret.
Me, miserable! Where can I run from infinite wrath and infinite despair?”
 Which way I turn is hell. I am hell. And even down here, in the lowest pit, a deeper darkness threatens to swallow me whole—a darkness that makes the hell I’d already suffered feel like paradise. Seriously, is there any chance for forgiveness? Any chance to start over? Nope. Only submission will do. But “no way,” my pride screams. I’m not about to show weakness in front of the spirits I manipulated—the ones I tricked with empty promises and bragging about how I could beat anyone. Ugh. They have no clue how much this boast is costing me, how much pain I'm hiding while they worship me on my throne in hell.
I sit here, wearing a crown and holding a scepter, but I’m just sinking deeper and deeper, the only thing I’m supreme in is misery. That's what ambition gets you, right? But, like, what if I could repent? What if I somehow got my old status back? I’d be right back to thinking big, undoing all my fake submission. Ease would instantly reject the vows I made in agony. True peace can't grow where hate has cut so deep—it would just lead to an even worse fall, costing me twice as much.
My Punisher knows this. He's as far from granting me peace as I am from begging for it. So, all hope is gone. Instead, we’d be outcasts, exiled. And for him, that means a whole new playground: mankind. And this world. So, bye-bye, hope! Bye-bye, fear! Forget about remorse! All that’s good is lost to me. Evil, at least, is something I can work with. At least I hold a divided empire with Heaven’s King. Maybe I’ll even reign more than half the time. As humans will soon find out, and as this new world will know.
As he spoke, each emotion drained his face—three times over. Pale, angry, envious, despairing. It ruined his borrowed look, revealing him as a fraud, if anyone had bothered to look. Heavenly minds don’t get messed up like that. He realized this quickly, smoothing out his expression with a practiced calm—the ultimate manipulator, hiding deep malice and simmering revenge. But he hadn’t perfected his deception enough to fool Uriel, whose eye followed him down the path, spotting him on the Assyrian mountain—disfigured beyond what could happen to a happy spirit. His fierce gestures and crazy behavior—alone, as he thought, unseen—were all noted.
He continued on, reaching the border of Eden. Paradise, so delicious, was now closer, crowning the landscape with its green enclosure—like a grassy hill on the edge of a wild, hairy wilderness. Thickets grew everywhere, access denied. Towering above, impenetrable shade stretched up, cedar, pine, fir, and branching palm trees forming a gorgeous, wooded theater. Yet, even higher than their tops, the verdurous wall of Paradise rose—giving our first father a broad view of his neighboring underworld.
And above that wall, a circling row of the most beautiful trees, laden with the fairest fruit, appeared—blossoms and fruit at once, a golden hue, with bright, painted colors mixed in. The sun shone more brightly on them than on fair evening clouds or a humid rainbow, when God had showered the earth. They seemed so lovely…
 A rush of fresh, clean air hit him, a welcome change. It filled his heart with a sudden burst of joy, chasing away any lingering sadness—except for the deep despair. Gentle breezes stirred, carrying sweet scents and whispering where they came from. It was like when sailors, finally past the Cape of Hope and Mozambique, caught the spicy aroma of Araby on the wind. They’d slow their ships, smiling at the grateful smell the ocean offered.
So it was for the Fiend, who’s arrival was their doom. He was actually enjoying the scents, more than Asmodeus ever did with the fishy smell that had driven him from Tobit’s son’s bride, sending him, enraged, from Media to Egypt, where he was trapped.
Now, Satan journeyed on, slow and brooding, toward the ascent of that steep, wild hill. There was no easy path, the undergrowth so thick it was like one giant, tangled mess. He found only one gate, facing east. He scoffed at it, leaping over the hill and the highest wall with a single bound, landing gracefully on his feet.
It was like a hungry wolf, scoping out a new place to hunt, easily jumping over the fence to sneak into a flock of sheep. Or like a thief, confident he could break into a rich person’s house, scaling the walls or popping through a window.
Satan, the first grand thief, slipped into God’s fold, just as corrupt followers would later infiltrate the church.
He flew upwards and settled on the tree of life, the tallest, most beautiful tree in the garden, like a cormorant on a branch. But he didn’t gain any real life. Instead, he plotted death for those who lived. He didn't think about the power of the tree, but used it just for a view, regretting the missed opportunity for immortality.
How little we truly appreciate the good things we have, right? Only God knows their true value. We twist the best things into abuse, or use them for the lowest purposes.
From his perch, he gazed down at Paradise, a wonderland exposed to all human senses. It was like a whole world of riches, even more than that—a Heaven on Earth. This was God's garden, planted in the east of Eden. Eden stretched eastward to the grand towers of Seleucia, built by Greek kings, or to Telassar, where the sons of Eden had lived long ago.
God had created this beautiful garden, causing the finest trees to grow from the fertile ground—trees that were a delight to see, smell, and taste. And towering above them all was the tree of life, blooming with fruit of pure gold. Right beside it grew the tree of knowledge, offering a costly understanding gained through knowing evil.
 Southward through Eden flowed a river, massive and powerful. It didn't change course, instead plunging beneath a rugged hill, swallowed by the earth. God had raised that mountain like a mold for his garden. The rapid current, drawn up through porous earth with a thirsty pull, burst forth as a fresh fountain. Countless little streams watered the garden, eventually merging and cascading down the steep slope to meet the dark, hidden flood.
Now split into four main rivers, they flowed in diverse directions, wandering through many famous realms and lands – details we're skipping for now. But let's talk about how, if anyone could describe it, they’d explain how those sapphire streams, rolling over shimmering pearl and sands of gold, twisted and turned under the hanging shadows. They poured out nectar, visiting every plant and feeding flowers worthy of Paradise. These weren't carefully arranged in beds or knots; instead, Nature lavishly poured them out across hills, valleys, and plains.
Everywhere – where the morning sun first warmly touched the open fields, and where the unpierced shade darkened the noontide bowers – it was a happy, beautiful place. Groves of trees dripped with fragrant gums and balm. Others bore fruit with golden rinds, hanging sweetly – like the Hesperian myths, if those were real, which they were, here only. And the taste? Delicious.
Between them stretched lawns and grazing flocks nibbling tender herbs. Or a palm-covered hillock. Or a flower-filled valley spreading its bounty. Flowers of every color, thornless roses everywhere.
On another side, shady grottoes and caves offered cool recesses. Grapevines draped them, sending out purple grapes and gently creeping luxuriously. Meanwhile, murmuring waters tumbled down the slopes, collecting in a lake. The fringed bank, crowned with myrtle, held a crystal mirror reflecting the united streams.
The birds formed a choir. Gentle, springtime breezes carried the scent of fields and groves, tuning the trembling leaves. Universal Pan, linked with the Graces and the Hours in a joyful dance, led the eternal Spring.
It was fairer than Enna’s field, where Proserpine gathered flowers, and was herself taken by gloomy Dis – costing Ceres so much pain to search for her across the world. It was sweeter than Daphne’s grove by the Orontes, and the inspired Castalian spring. It surpassed the Nyseian isle, encircled by the Triton river, where old Cham – whom Gentiles called Ammon and Libyan Jove – hid Amalthea and her florid son, Young Bacchus, from his stepmother Rhea’s eye. It was more beautiful than where Abassin kings guarded their children on Mount Amara, though some believed that place to be the true Paradise under the Ethiopian line, enclosed by shining rock, a whole day’s journey high, but far away from this Assyrian garden.
Here, the Fiend saw everything – all delight, all kinds of living creatures – new to his sight, strange and wondrous. And there were two, far more noble in shape, standing tall, godlike in their posture, and clad in naked majesty, seeming lords of all.
They deserved to be. In their looks shone the image of their glorious Maker – truth, wisdom, and a severe but pure holiness (severe, but placed in true, filial freedom). This was the source of true authority in men.
Though not equal, their sexes were not equal either. He was formed for contemplation; she for valor. He was softness and sweet, irresistible grace. He was for God only; she for God in him. His fair, commanding face and sublime eyes declared absolute rule. His hyacinthine
 A lock of hair fell across his forehead—manly, but not quite touching his broad shoulders. She wore her golden hair loose, a simple veil down to her slender waist. It tumbled in playful waves, like vines curling their tendrils. It hinted at submission, but she held herself with gentle sway, offering herself, yet retaining a touch of pride, a sweet, hesitant desire.
And there was nothing to hide; no shame, no false modesty about their bodies. Nature’s work, beautiful and honest, hadn's been corrupted by guilt. How had humanity become so obsessed with appearances, hiding the truth and stealing away the simple joy of innocence?
They walked naked, unafraid of God or the Angels. They felt no wrong in it. Hand in hand, they were the most beautiful couple ever to meet, bound together in love. Adam, the finest man ever born, and Eve, his most lovely daughter.
They settled beneath a shady spot by a clear, cool spring. They’d worked in their garden just enough to please the gentle breeze, making their rest even more relaxing, their appetites more eager. They ate the juicy nectarines, bending to scoop the sweet juice from the rinds as they thirsted. There was tenderness, sweet smiles, and playful teasing—everything a happy couple should have, alone together.
All the animals of the earth played around them—wild creatures of every kind. The lion frolicked with a kid in his paw. Bears, tigers, leopards, and panthers gamboled before them. The enormous elephant, just to make them laugh, used all his strength, curling his trunk playfully. Even the sly serpent, weaving a complex pattern with his tail, showed his deceit, unnoticed. Others lay on the grass, watching the animals graze, or simply dozed off. The sun was sinking towards the ocean, and the stars began to rise in the evening sky.
Satan, still staring, finally found his voice, filled with sorrow. “Oh, Hell! What do my eyes behold with such grief?” he lamented. “Creatures of another kind have entered our paradise—earth-born, perhaps, not Spirits, yet far from the brightness of heavenly Spirits. I follow them with wonder. I could almost love them—they bear such a divine resemblance, such grace poured into their forms by the hand that created them.”
“Alas, gentle pair,” he continued, “you don't realize how close your change is. Soon, all these delights will vanish, delivering you to woe. The more joy you taste now, the more intense your suffering will be. You are happy, but your happiness is insecure, poorly defended against a foe like me who has entered here. I mean you no harm. If anything, I pity you, even though I am unpitying. I seek an alliance with you, a friendship so close, so intertwined, that I must dwell with you, or you with me, from now on. Perhaps my home isn't far from here.”
 Like this perfect paradise, your mind; but accept what your Maker made—he gave it to me, and I freely give it to you. Hell will open wide, sending all its kings to entertain you two. There’s plenty of space, unlike these tiny limits, to welcome your many children. If there's no better place, blame me—I’m forced into this revenge, not for him who wronged me, but for you. And even if your innocence melts my heart, public reason demands justice. Honor and empire, enlarged by conquering this new world, force me to do what I’d otherwise abhor, even if it means eternal damnation.
So spoke the Fiend, justifying his evil deeds with the tyrant's excuse of necessity. Then, from his high perch on that towering tree, he descended among the playful animals, shifting his form as needed to get closer to his prey, unnoticed, to learn more by their words and actions.
He prowled around them like a lion, eyes blazing. Then, like a tiger who’s spotted two gentle fawns playing, he crouched low, rising and changing position often, choosing his ground, ready to pounce and grip them in his paws.
When Adam, the first man, turned to the first woman, Eve, drawn by her voice:
“Sole partner, and sole part of all these joys, dearer than everything; the Power that made us, and this vast world for us, must be infinitely good, and as generous and free as it is infinite. It raised us from the dust, placed us here in all this happiness, for which we’re undeserving and can’t repay. It requires no service from us other than to keep this simple charge—to not taste the fruit of that one tree of knowledge, planted near the tree of life. Life and death are so close, whatever death may be—some dreadful thing, no doubt. For you know God has declared it death to taste that tree. It's the only sign of our obedience left, among so many signs of power and dominion He’s given us over all creatures that inhabit Earth, air, and sea. So let’s not complain about one easy prohibition, when we enjoy free rein over everything else and an unlimited choice of delights. Let’s ever praise Him and extol His bounty, following our delightful task—to prune these growing plants and tend these flowers. Even if it were toilsome, it would be sweet with you.”
To whom thus Eve replied:
“O, you for whom and from whom I was formed, flesh of your flesh, and without whom I’m nothing—my guide and head! What you’re saying is just and right. For we owe all praise to Him, and daily thanks—I especially, who enjoy so much more happiness, enjoying you, my equal. You can’t find another like yourself, but I have you! I often remember that day when I first woke from sleep and found myself resting in the shade of flowers, wondering where and what I was, and how I’d gotten there.
Not far from there, I heard a murmuring sound of water issuing from a cave and spreading into a still, liquid plain. It was pure as the expanse of Heaven. I went to it, with no experience, and laid myself down on the green bank to look into the clear, smooth lake, which seemed like another sky.”
 I crouched down, peering into the water. Suddenly, a shape appeared—a reflection, bending to look back at me. I jumped, and it mirrored my move. But curiosity pulled me back, and it returned the look, a feeling of understanding and love passing between us. I’d been staring for so long, wishing for something I couldn’s name. Then, a voice echoed, “What you see, fair creature, is you. It came and went with you. But follow me, and I’ll show you a place untouched by shadow. You’ll embrace him—whose image you are—and be his forever. You’ll bear countless others, and become known as the Mother of humankind.”
What could I do but follow, led invisibly? Then I saw you. You were beautiful, so tall. But you seemed…less radiant, less captivating, less gentle than that perfect reflection. I turned away, and you cried out, “Return, fair Eve! Who do you flee? You are of him, his flesh, his bone. I lent you life from my side, closest to my heart—substantial life—to have you by my side, a solace, an individual, dear to me. Part of my soul, I seek you, and claim you as my other half.”
Your hand gently took mine. I yielded. And from that moment, I saw how beauty can be surpassed by strength, and how wisdom is truly fair.
Our mother spoke, her eyes filled with love and surrender. She leaned towards our first father, half her breast exposed, hidden by the golden cascade of her hair. He smiled, delighted by her beauty and her submission, like Jupiter smiles upon Juno as he makes the clouds rain flowers. He kissed her lips with pure affection.
The Devil turned away, consumed by envy, watching them with a spiteful glare, muttering to himself. “A hateful sight! A tormenting sight! So these two, lost in each other’s arms, are the happier Eden, enjoying endless bliss. While I am banished to Hell, where there’s no joy, no love, just fierce desire—a constant torment. But I haven't forgotten what they said: It’s not all theirs. There’s a forbidden tree, the Tree of Knowledge. They're not allowed to taste it.”
He sneered. “Knowledge forbidden? Suspicious, unreasonable! Why would their Lord envy them that? Is it a sin to know? Is it death? Do they only exist through ignorance? Is that their happy state, proof of their obedience and their faith? Oh, what a fragile foundation upon which to build their ruin! I’ll stir their minds with more desire to know, to reject these envious commands, invented to keep them low, when knowledge could elevate them to the level of the Gods! Aspiring to be like them, they’ll taste the fruit, and then…what else could happen?”
He paused, then continued, “First, I must explore this garden, leaving no corner unsearched. Perhaps I’ll find a wandering spirit of Heaven, near a fountain or in the thick shade, and learn more.”
He sighed, “Live while you can, happy pair. Enjoy these fleeting pleasures, for long woes are coming.”
 So saying, he turned, a seriously unimpressed vibe, but kept his eyes peeled, checking things out. He trekked through the woods, across the wasteland, over hills, over valleys – a full-on roam.
Meanwhile, way out there, where the sky meets the ocean and the sun dips below the horizon, the sun was setting. It cast its rays, like a spotlight, against the eastern gate of Paradise. It was a giant rock, pure white like alabaster, reaching up into the clouds. You could see it from miles away, a single path winding up to a high entrance. The rest was just a sheer cliff face, impossible to climb.
Between those giant rocks, Gabriel sat. Chief of the angel army, waiting for nightfall. The young angels were playing hero games nearby, but close at hand was the celestial armoury: shields, helmets, and spears, shimmering with diamond fire and gold.
Then Uriel arrived, zipping through the evening sky on a beam of sunlight, fast as a shooting star. Like, when the leaves are falling and the air is filled with a crazy purple glow, and sailors are like, "Watch out for the wind!"
He started, in a major hurry. “Gabriel, you’re in charge of keeping watch, making sure nothing bad gets in or near this place. Today, around noon, a Spirit showed up in my area. He seemed super eager to learn more about God’s creations, especially humans – God’s latest masterpiece. I told him everything I saw, how fast he was moving. But up in the mountains north of Eden, where he first landed, I could tell something was off. His vibe was totally not heavenly, clouded with some nasty emotions. I kept watching, but he disappeared in the shadows. I’m worried one of the banished crew has snuck out to stir up trouble. You need to find him.”
The winged warrior replied, "No surprise your sight is so sharp, Uriel. You're up there in the sun's bright circle. No one gets past our guards unless they're known and welcomed from Heaven. And nothing’s come through since midday. If some other Spirit has jumped these earthly boundaries on purpose, it’s impossible to block him with a physical barrier. But if he's lurking around here, in whatever form, I’ll know by tomorrow morning.”
So promised he, and Uriel went back to his post, riding that bright beam, now angling downward towards the setting sun, past the Azores. Whether the sun had sped across the sky or Earth had just zipped east, he didn't know. Either way, the clouds around him blazed with purple and gold.
Now, evening settled in, and twilight cloaked everything in grey. It was silent; the animals had gone to their grassy beds, and the birds to their nests. Everyone was asleep, except for the nightingale, who sang her love songs all night long. The silence was perfect.
The sky glowed with living sapphires. Hesperus, the brightest star, shone until the moon rose, a queen in cloudy majesty, revealing her radiant light, throwing her silver cloak over the darkness.
 "Eve," Adam began, "my beautiful partner, it's late. Everything's settling in for the night. Let's get some rest too. God gave us work and rest, like day and night. This gentle sleep, pulling at our eyelids, tells us it's time."
He paused. "Unlike other creatures who just wander around all day, we have tasks for our bodies and minds. It shows how important we are, and how much Heaven cares about us. While animals just do their thing, God doesn's really keep tabs. But tomorrow, before the sun even peeks over the horizon, we're back at it."
Adam sighed. "We need to fix those flower arbors and green walkways—they’re totally overgrown. It's giving major 'we need more hands' vibes. And look at all those blossoms and sticky sap everywhere! Seriously, it's a tripping hazard if we want to walk around comfortably."
Eve, looking radiant, replied, “My creator, my guide, whatever you say, I’m all in. It’s God’s plan. He’s your law, and you’re mine. Honestly, knowing nothing more is the best thing for a woman, and it’s how we show our appreciation.”
She smiled. “Just talking to you makes me forget all about time, seasons, everything. Mornings are sweet—the birds are chirping, the sun's rising…it's a whole vibe.”
Eve continued, “The earth smells amazing after a rain, and evenings are so peaceful. And then there's night—the moon, the stars…it’s stunning.”
She lowered her voice. “But none of it is really sweet without you.”
Adam looked at her thoughtfully. “Why do all these things shine, then? Who's even watching when everyone's asleep?”
Adam responded, "My daughter, Eve, you'd be surprised. These lights have a job to do. They circle the earth, giving light to lands yet to be discovered— preparing the way for new generations. They exist so total darkness doesn't return and snuff out life."
He gestured to the stars. "These soft lights not only brighten the world, but they also gently warm and nurture everything that grows, helping it reach its full potential when the sun's stronger rays come out."
Adam added, "Even though people aren't around to see it, it's not a waste. Don't think that Heaven would miss having an audience, or that God wouldn't get praise."
He paused, looking up at the sky. "Millions of spiritual beings walk this earth, unseen, when we're awake and when we’re asleep. They constantly praise God’s creation, both day and night.”
Adam continued, "How many times have we heard celestial voices echoing through the hills and forests at midnight? Sometimes alone, sometimes answering each other, singing praises to our great creator?”
He smiled softly. "Often, in groups, as they patrol the night, their heavenly music fills the air – harmonies joined in perfect number. Their songs divide the darkness and lift our thoughts to heaven."
 Thus talking, hand in hand, alone they wandered to their perfect hideaway. It was a spot the sovereign Planter had chosen when he designed everything for humans to enjoy. Thick, woven shade from laurel and myrtle, and all the plants with sturdy, sweet-smelling leaves formed a roof. Acanthus and every fragrant bush lined the green walls. Beautiful flowers – irises in every color, roses, and jessamine – raised their gorgeous heads between them, creating a mosaic. Violets, crocuses, and hyacinths embroidered the ground beneath, more vibrant than any precious stone.
No other creature dared enter—bird, beast, insect, or worm—they were all in awe of humans. In a deeper, more secluded bower, even Pan or Sylvanus wouldn's have slept, or any nymph or Faunus. Here, in a private nook filled with flowers, garlands, and sweet herbs, Eve first decorated her wedding bed. Heavenly voices sang a hymn the day the gentle Angel brought her to their father in naked beauty, more adorned, more lovely than Pandora. Oh, and just like her, she ended up being a trap for humanity when Hermes brought her to the unwiser son of Japhet, avenging him who had stolen Jove’s fire.
Finally, they arrived at their shady lodge. Both stood, both turned, and under the open sky, they worshipped the God who made the sky, air, earth, and heaven—all that they could see: the moon’s brilliant glow and the starry expanse. “You also made the night, all-powerful Creator, and you made the day,” they said. “We’ve finished our work, happy with our mutual help and love—the greatest joy you’re given. This amazing place is too big for just us, where your abundance goes unharvested. But you’ve promised a race will come from us to fill the earth, who will praise your endless goodness, when we’re awake and when we seek your gift of sleep.”
They said this together, without any other rituals, just pure adoration—the kind God loves best. Then, they entered their inner bower and, without a fuss, they shed the troublesome disguises we wear. They lay side by side, and I don't think Adam moved from his beautiful wife, nor did Eve refuse the mysterious rites of married love. No matter what hypocrites preach about purity and propriety, defaming what God declares pure and commands for some, leaving it free for all.
Our Maker tells us to multiply. Who tells us to abstain, except our Destroyer, the enemy of God and humanity? Hail, married love, mysterious law, the true source of human offspring, the only thing private in Paradise amidst all the shared things! Through you, lustful desire was driven from humans to roam with the animal herds. Through you, reason, loyalty, justice, and purity were founded, and the bonds of father, son, and brother were first known.
I wouldn't dare write of sin or blame, or think that you’re unbefitting of this holiest place, a constant fountain of domestic bliss. Your bed is undefiled and pure, declared so by saints and patriarchs, present or past. Here, Love uses his golden arrows, lights his steady lamp, and spreads his purple wings. He reigns and celebrates here—not in the bought smiles of harlots, loveless, joyless, and uncherished, or in casual encounters. Nor in courtly romances, fleeting dances, or wanton masks, or midnight balls, or the lovesick serenades sung to a proud, indifferent beauty.
 Nightingales sang them to sleep, a sweet lullaby. Roses drifted down, blanketing their naked skin as morning approached. Sleep well, blessed couple. Honestly, if you’re happy with what you have and don't need anything else, that's amazing.
Now, night had climbed halfway up the sky, this massive dome above us. From their ivory gates, the Cherubim—angel warriors—marched out, ready for their nightly watch. Gabriel, the top dog, turned to Uzziel, his second-in-command.
“Uzziel, split this crew in half. One group patrol the south, eyes peeled. The other, head north. We’re meeting west.”
Like a flash of fire, they separated, some angling towards their shields, others towards their spears. Two strong, sly spirits stood nearby. Gabriel called them forward.
“Ithuriel and Zephon, move fast. Search every corner of this garden—no spot left unsearched. Especially where those two beautiful humans are sleeping, feeling totally safe.”
“Tonight, as the sun went down, someone reported seeing a demon slinking this way—can you believe it? Escaped from Hell, probably on some shady mission. Find him, seize him, and bring him here.”
With that, he led his shining army, blinding the moon. They headed straight for the bower, searching for their target. There he was—squatting like a toad, pressed against Eve’s ear. He was using his dark magic to mess with her thoughts, crafting illusions, planting dreams. Or maybe he was poisoning her, tainting the pure essence of her being, stirring up discontent, fueling empty hopes and desires, inflating her ego with pride.
Suddenly, Ithuriel struck him with his spear. Truth can’t stand up to divine power—it bounces back, revealing the demon's true form. The two angels recoiled, shocked by the sudden appearance of the king of the underworld. But they weren’t afraid.
“Who are you, rebel spirit, escaping from Hell? And why are you hiding here, watching those who sleep?”
Satan sneered. “Seriously? You don’t recognize me? You used to be my peers, but now you can’t even reach the heights we once soared to. Not knowing me proves you’re the bottom of the barrel. Or, if you do know me, why bother with this pointless interrogation?”
Zephon retorted, matching his scorn. “Don’t flatter yourself. You’re not the same, your light is gone. That glory left you when you turned away from goodness. Now you’re just a reflection of your sin, a dark and disgusting shadow.”
“But you will answer for this. You’ll give account to the one who sent us, whose duty is to protect this place and keep these humans safe.”
 So spoke the Cherub, and his serious reprimand—a gorgeous, youthful beauty—added unstoppable grace. The Devil stood, stunned, and felt how intense goodness truly is. He saw Virtue’s form, so beautiful, and he ached over his loss. Mostly, though, he noticed his own power seemed faded, but he wasn't backing down.
"If I have to fight," he said, “let it be against the best, the one who sent me, not the message. Or, all at once. More glory will be won that way, or less will be lost.”
Zephon, bold, retorted, “Your fear will save us. Even the weakest can defeat you, you wicked one, and therefore, weak.”
The Fiend didn’t reply, overwhelmed by rage. Like a proud steed with a bit in his mouth, he marched on, haughty and tense. Fighting or fleeing felt pointless; awe from above had quieted his heart, not fear.
They drew closer to the western edge, where the half-rounded guards finally met, standing together, ready for the next command. Then, their leader, Gabriel, called out from the front.
“Friends! I hear the sound of quick feet rushing this way. I glimpse Ithuriel and Zephon through the shadows. And with them comes a third, of regal bearing, but with faded splendor. His posture and fierce look suggest he’s the Prince of Hell, and he’s not likely to leave without a fight. Stand firm, because defiance glares from his eyes.”
He’d barely finished when those two approached and quickly explained who they’d brought, where they’d found them, how busy they’d been, and what position they’d been in. Then, Gabriel spoke sternly.
“Why, Satan, have you broken the rules set for your sins and disturbed the duty of others? They don’t approve of transgressing by your example, but they have the power and right to question your bold entrance here. It seems you’re here to violate sleep and the blissful lives of those God has planted here!”
Satan responded with a contemptuous look. “Gabriel? In Heaven, you were respected for your wisdom, and I considered you wise. But this question makes me doubt. Is there anyone who loves pain? Who wouldn’t break free from Hell, even if doomed to it? You would yourself, no doubt, and boldly venture anywhere, hoping to change torment with ease, and quickly find delight, which I sought here. You know only good, but you haven’t tried evil. Why object to the will of the one who bounds us? Let him better bar his iron gates if he intends our stay in that dark prison. That’s what was asked.”
“The rest is true—they found me where they say. But that doesn’t imply violence or harm,” he added, scoffing.
The warlike Angel moved, half-smiling with disdain. “Oh, the loss of one in Heaven to judge the wise! Since Satan fell, overthrown by foolishness, and now returns from his prison, escaped. I’m seriously questioning whether to consider them wise or not, those who ask what boldness brought him here, beyond the boundaries set in Hell. He judges it wise to flee from pain and escape his punishment! So judge you still, presumptuous! Until the wrath you incur by flying meets your flight sevenfold, and lashes that wisdom back to Hell, which taught you nothing better—that no pain can equal infinite anger provoked.”
 But why just you? Why weren’t all of Hell unleashed? Is pain less for them? Or are you tougher than they are? Brave Chief! First to bail on the pain! If you'd told your people this reason for fleeing, you wouldn't be the only one running.
To which the Fiend answered, scowling fiercely. “It’s not that I feel less or shrink from pain, Insulting Angel! You already know I stood with you, when the thunderous volley made all speed, and supported your spear—which you didn’t even fear. But your words, as always, show you've got no clue what it takes. A true leader doesn’t risk everything alone, based on untested paths and bad experiences. I, therefore, I alone first dared to fly into the empty abyss and scout out this new world. There’s buzz about it even in Hell, and I’m hoping to find a better place to settle my powers—here on Earth, or in the air. Though we’ll have to try again to take it, just like you and your crew are doing. It’s easier for you to just serve your Lord, singing hymns around his throne, and practiced distances to bow down, not fight.”
The warrior Angel replied quickly. “To say one thing and then immediately take it back—pretending first to avoid pain, then claiming to be a scout—that doesn’t make you a leader, but a liar, Satan. Could you honestly add anything faithful to that? O, sacred name, profaned! Faithful to whom? To your rebellious crew? An army of demons, a fitting body for a fitting head. Was this your discipline and faith? Your military obedience, to abandon loyalty to the ultimate power? And you, sly hypocrite, who now pretend to champion liberty? Who fawned and groveled more than you, worshipping Heaven’s awesome Monarch? Why, but to dislodge him and rule yourself? But listen to what I decree now, go! Fly neither from whence you fled! If from this hour within these hallowed limits you appear, I’ll drag you back to the infernal pit, chained, and seal you so, that you’ll never again scoff at the easily barred gates of Hell.”
He threatened, but Satan paid no mind, growing angrier. “Then when I’m your captive, talk about chains, Proud Limitary Cherub! But before that, expect a heavier load from my powerful arm—even if Heaven’s King rides on your wings, and you, used to the yoke, draw his triumphant wheels across the star-paved road of Heaven.”
As he spoke, the angelic squadron glowed fiery red, sharpening their horns. They began to encircle him with spears, as thick as a field of ripe Ceres, swaying with the wind. The careful plowman hesitated, wondering if he'd left his hopeless sheaves to prove chaff.
On the other side, Satan, alarmed, gathered all his strength and stood tall, like Teneriffe or Atlas, unmoving. His stature reached the sky, and Horror sat plumed on his crest. He didn't lack anything in his grasp—it seemed both a spear and a shield. Now, terrible things could have happened—not just Paradise, but the starry heavens, or even the elements themselves, could have been torn apart by this conflict.
But the Eternal, to prevent such a terrible fight, hung forth his golden scales—still visible between Astrea and the Scorpion sign—where he first weighed all created things: the round earth, balanced.
 He thought about everything that had happened. Battles. Kingdoms. He weighed two things: leaving and fighting. The urge to fight exploded, kicking the balance beam. Gabriel saw it and spoke to the Fiend.
“Satan, I know your strength, and you know mine,” Gabriel said. “But we don’t have our own power. It’s been given to us. So what’s the point of bragging about what weapons can do? You can’t do more than Heaven allows, and neither can I—even though I’m stronger now.”
He paused. “Just look up there,” Gabriel continued. “Read your fate in that sign in the sky. See how light you are. How weak. If you fight this, you’re toast.”
The Fiend looked up. He saw his scale, way up high. That was it. He knew.
He bolted. And with him, the shadows of night scattered. Like, gone.
chapter_0005

The sun, all rosy and golden, started to paint the sky as morning arrived, scattering pearls of light across the earth. Adam woke up, like he always did. His sleep was light, totally clean – a result of good digestion, you know? Gentle breezes and the sound of trickling water, like a fan from Aurora herself, kept him calm. Birdsong filled every branch.
But then he noticed something off. Eve was still asleep, her hair a mess, her cheeks flushed. He leaned over her, full of love, and gazed at her. She was beautiful, whether awake or asleep, radiating a special kind of grace. He spoke softly, like a gentle breeze whispering to Flora.
“Wake up, my love, my bride, the best gift Heaven ever gave me, my constant joy!” he whispered, gently touching her hand. “Morning’s here, and the fields are calling. We’ll miss the best part of the day if we don’t go see how our plants are growing, how the citron grove blossoms, what the myrrh and reeds offer. Look how nature paints! See the bee sipping nectar.”
His words woke her, but her eyes were wide with a start as she looked at him. She embraced him and spoke.
“You, my love, the place where my thoughts find peace, my perfection! I’m so glad to see your face, and to see morning return. Because last night… I had a dream. Or maybe it wasn't a dream. I've never experienced anything like it."
She continued, "I heard a voice, gentle and clear, calling me to walk. I thought it was yours. It said, ‘Why sleep, Eve? It’s the perfect time now. The air is cool, the world is silent, except for the nightingale’s song. The moon is full, casting a beautiful light that makes everything look even more striking. But who would notice? Heaven is watching, wanting to see you. Everything rejoices in your beauty.’"
“I woke up and you weren’t there. I started walking, and suddenly, I was standing by the tree of forbidden knowledge. It looked so much more beautiful than it does in the daylight.”
She paused, remembering. “And then, standing beside it, was someone shaped like an angel, with dewdrop hair dripping with ambrosia. He was gazing at the tree too. He said, ‘Oh, beautiful plant, overflowing with fruit! Does no one offer to taste your sweetness? Not God, not Man? Is knowledge so despised? Or is it envy? Why is it forbidden?’ He said, 'I will not let anyone stop you from tasting this gift. Why else was it placed here?'"
“He didn’t wait for an answer. He reached out and plucked a fruit. He tasted it, and I was chilled with horror at his boldness.”
The angel, however, was overjoyed. “Oh, divine fruit! You’re sweet on your own, but even sweeter now that you’re tasted! You’re forbidden, as if only fit for the Gods, yet you have the power to make men into Gods! And why not? The more good you share, the more abundant it becomes. And the source isn't diminished, but honored even more.”
 Hey, creature, beautiful angel Eve! Go ahead and try this too; you're happy now, but you could be even happier, totally worthy of it. Taste this, and you’ll be like a goddess, not stuck on Earth. You’re gonna soar through the air like us, sometimes climbing to Heaven, because you earned it. You’re gonna see how the gods live, and you’ll live like that too!”
He moved closer, holding out the fruit to me, right to my mouth. The smell was amazing, seriously tempting. I thought, "No way I can't taste this."
Suddenly, we shot up to the clouds, and I looked down. The earth stretched out below – massive, a crazy wide and varied view. I was freaking out about my flight and how I'd changed, all this high-level stuff. Then, just as quickly, my guide vanished, and I thought I was falling, like I’d passed out. But then I woke up, and I was so relieved it was just a dream!
That’s how Eve told her story, and that’s how Adam responded, looking really bummed. “You’re my best self, my other half. Your worries from that dream, even while you were sleeping, affect me too. I don't like this weird dream, I’m kind of scared it means something bad. But evil can’t live in you, you were created pure.”
“But we all have different parts of our minds that serve reason, right? And one of them is imagination – creating images from what our senses tell us. Reason puts those images together to form what we believe or deny, what we call knowledge or opinion. Then, imagination retreats to its own space when we rest.”
“Sometimes, when imagination’s alone, it starts acting like reason but messes things up, especially in dreams. It throws together random words and actions from the past, all out of order.”
“I think I see some of that in your dream, but with a crazy twist. Don’t feel so down about it.”
“Evil can pop into the minds of God or humans, come and go, without leaving a mark or a stain. That gives me hope that what you hated in your dream, you’re never going to do when you’re awake.”
“Don’t let this get you down, don’t cloud those beautiful eyes that usually shine brighter than the morning sun.”
“Let’s get back to work, among the trees, fountains, and flowers that are blooming, releasing their most amazing scents, saved just for you.”
He cheered her up, and she felt better, but a tiny tear slipped from each eye, and she wiped them away with her hair. He kissed two more tears that were about to fall, like sweet signs of regret and reverence, afraid of having offended.
Everything was clear now, and they hurried to the fields. But first, they stepped out from under the shady trees, into the light of day. The sun was just rising, barely above the ocean, sending its dewy rays across the land. It revealed the entire eastern view of Paradise and Eden’s happy plains.
They bowed down in worship, starting their prayers each morning, each in their own way. They didn’t need fancy words or emotional outbursts to praise their Maker, their words flowed easily, in prose or poetry, more beautiful than any lute or harp could make it.
And they began…
 These are your epic wins, Creator of everything, Almighty! You made this whole universe—so gorgeous! And you? Seriously, you are beyond words. Unimaginable, sitting above the heavens, practically invisible to us, or just barely seen in your smallest creations. But even those show how good you are, and your power is unreal. Speak up, you best messengers, you sons of light, Angels! You see him, and with songs and crazy-good music, day and night, you circle his throne, celebrating. You in Heaven and on Earth, all creatures join in, praising him first, last, and always.
Brightest star, last in the night sky, if you don’t belong to the sunrise, you'll be the perfect promise of a beautiful morning, crowning the sky with your glow. Praise him in your place, while the day begins.
Sun, the eye and soul of this world, acknowledge him—he's even greater! Shout out his praise as you rise, at high noon, and as you fall.
Moon, meeting the sun now, flying with the fixed stars, spinning in your orbit—and you five wandering fires, dancing in a mystical rhythm, sing his praise—the one who called light out of darkness.
Air, and you Elements, the very first things Nature created, constantly moving in a circle, changing in so many ways, mixing and feeding everything. Let your constant change show our great Creator new praise.
You Mists and Exhalations, rising from hills or steaming lakes, dark or gray, until the sun paints your fluffy edges with gold, rise in honor of the world’s greatest Author! Whether you deck the sky with clouds or wet the thirsty earth with showers, rising or falling, keep advancing his praise.
His praise, you Winds, blowing from every direction, soft or loud! Wave your tops, you Pines, and every plant, as a sign of worship.
Fountains, and you murmuring as you flow, create melodious tunes to praise him.
Join voices, all living souls! You Birds, singing up to Heaven, carry his praise on your wings and in your songs. You that glide in the waters and you that walk the earth, stately or crawling—witness if I’d ever be silent, morning or evening, to hill, valley, fountain, or cool shade, made vocal by my song, and taught his praise.
Hail, universal Lord, be generous and give us only good! And if the night has gathered anything bad, or hidden anything away, scatter it, like light chases away the dark!
That’s what they prayed, innocent and pure, and soon found peace and calm again. They rushed off to their morning work in the countryside, among sweet dews and flowers. Some rows of fruit trees had grown too big and their branches reached too far, needing hands to keep them from growing out of control. Or they led the vine to marry her elm—she, now wed, twined her arms around him, bringing her gift, the adopted clusters, to decorate his bare leaves.
Heaven’s high King watched them with pity and called to Raphael, the friendly Spirit, who had chosen to travel with Tobias and secured his marriage to the seven-times-wedded maid.
“Raphael,” he said, “You hear the stir on Earth? Satan, escaping from Hell through the dark abyss, has caused trouble in Paradise. And how disturbed this night has been for the human pair! How he plans to ruin all mankind at once.”
 Go now, spend half the day hanging with Adam. Find him wherever he’s hiding from the heat—maybe in a shady spot. He’s probably taking a break from work, grabbing a snack, or just chilling. Give him the lowdown on how lucky he is. He has the power to choose his own happiness, right? But his will is also changeable. Seriously, tell him to be careful—don’t get too comfortable. Warn him about the danger, and where it’s coming from. Remember, this enemy used to be a top-tier angel himself, but now he’s plotting to mess with everyone else’s bliss. It won’t be a violent takeover, more like a sneaky deception. Make sure he knows this, so he can’t pretend he was surprised or didn't see it coming.
That’s what the Eternal Father said, and that’s justice served. The winged Saint didn’t waste any time. He shot up from the thousands of shining angels, a burst of light. He flew through Heaven, parting the angelic choirs as he went, blazing a trail through the empyreal road. Finally, he reached the gate of Heaven, and the golden hinges swung open wide—like the divine Architect had designed it.
Nothing blocked his view, not even the smallest star. He saw Earth, the garden of God, crowned with cedars on every hill. It was like looking through Galileo's telescope at night, seeing imagined lands on the moon, or like a pilot spotting Delos or Samos for the first time through the Cyclades—a cloudy spot appearing in the distance.
He plummeted down through the vast sky, sailing between worlds with steady wings. Now riding the polar winds, then fanning through the air. He soared above the towering eagles, looking like a phoenix—the only bird they’d ever seen, when it flew to Thebes in Egypt to enshrine its relics in the Sun’s temple.
He landed on the eastern cliff of Paradise, instantly returning to his angelic form. A Seraph with six wings—two shading his face, a pair mantling over his broad chest like regal armor, a third pair girding his waist like a starry zone, and a final pair shadowing his feet with feathered mail, shimmering with sky-colored grain.
He looked just like Maia’s son, and when he shook his plumes, a heavenly fragrance filled the air. All the angels under watch instantly recognized him and rose to honor his status and important message. He passed their glittering tents and entered the blissful field, through groves of myrrh, and flowering scents—cassia, nard, and balm. It was a wilderness of sweetness; nature was at its peak, playing freely, pouring out more sweetness than art could ever create—an enormous bliss.
Adam saw him coming through the spicy forest as he sat in the doorway of his cool bower. The sun beat down directly, sending its fiery rays to warm Earth’s very core—way more warmth than Adam needed. Inside, Eve was preparing a savory dinner of delicious fruits, perfect for satisfying true appetite, and not just thirsting for nectar or craving milky streams, berries, or grapes. To whom Adam called out.
 Hurry, Eve, and check this out! Eastward, among those trees, look at that incredible figure coming this way. It’s like another morning rising in the middle of the day! Maybe it’s a message from Heaven, and he’s gonna chill with us today. But go, like, now, and bring out everything you’ve got. We need a feast worthy of our heavenly guest. We can totally afford to give back; we've got so much, thanks to nature’s bounty. It’s like, the more you give, the more you get – a major life lesson, honestly.
Eve spoke. “Adam, you’re literally made from the earth, inspired by God! A little bit will do; everything’s ripe for the picking, all the time. Except for what we’re storing to last, and what's just, like, extra moisture. But I’m on it! I’ll grab the best stuff from every branch and bush, every plant and gourd. I'm gonna pick out something amazing to entertain our Angel-guest. He’s gonna be like, ‘Wow, God really blessed this place!’”
She zipped off, thinking about what would taste best, and how to arrange everything so the flavors complemented each other, not clashed. She gathered everything Earth’s mother offered – from India, the West, the middle lands, Pontus, even the Punick coast, where Alcinous ruled. Fruits with rough or smooth skin, bearded husks, or shells. She piled them high on the board, not holding back. For drinks, she crushed grapes for juice, and pressed berries and sweet kernels into creamy goodness. She needed perfect vessels to hold it all, then scattered roses and sweet-smelling herbs across the ground.
Meanwhile, Adam, their first ancestor, walked out to meet his guest, without a single extra person. He didn’t need a fancy entourage; he was the whole vibe. He was more regal than any prince with a long line of horses and gold-covered grooms – way less extra.
As he approached, Adam felt awed, but not intimidated. He bowed with respect, recognizing a higher power. "Native of Heaven, no place on Earth could contain a form as glorious as yours! You're sacrificing those happy places above to grace us with your presence, you and I, the only ones who possess this spacious ground, in that shady bower. Please, sit and taste the garden’s best offerings until the heat breaks and the sun cools down.”
The Angel replied, “Adam, that’s why I came. You’re created for more than just living here; this place is meant to be visited by Spirits of Heaven. Lead on to your bower; I’m free to stay until evening.”
They arrived at the lodge, which looked like Pomona’s own arbour, decked with flowers and sweet smells. Eve stood there, radiant. She didn’t need any fancy decorations; she was stunning just as she was – more beautiful than any Wood-Nymph or goddess from Mount Ida, even the ones who competed naked. She needed no veil; her virtue was her protection, and not a single thought disturbed her perfect composure.
 The Angel, who received the holy greeting—the same one used centuries later to bless Mary, the second Eve—spoke first. "Hail, Mother of Mankind," the Angel said, "Your womb will fill the world with more sons than all the fruits God’s trees have piled onto this table!”
Their table was simple, just grassy turf and mossy seats. Autumn leaves had been gathered, piled high even though spring and fall danced together here. They chatted for a bit; no worries about the food getting cold. Then, our author began.
“Heavenly stranger,” he said, “please taste these gifts. Our Nourisher, from whom all good flows, has sent them to us for food and joy. Maybe they’re not so tasty for spiritual beings, but I know this: one Father gives to everyone.”
The Angel replied, “So, what He gives to Man—partly spiritual—can also be enjoyed by the purest spirits. Pure Intelligential substances need food just like yours, and both contain every sense: the ability to hear, see, smell, touch, taste, digest, and turn the physical into the spiritual. Everything created needs to be sustained, you know. The earth feeds the sea, the sea feeds the air, the air feeds the ethereal fires, and the moon is the lowest of all. Look at the spots on her face—vapors not yet turned into her substance.”
“And the moon doesn’s just take; she sends nourishment to the higher realms. Even the sun, which gives light to everything, receives something in return—moisture rising up to him. Every evening, he ‘sips’ from the ocean.”
“Up in Heaven, the trees of life bear ambrosial fruit, and the vines yield nectar. Every morning, we brush off the mellifluous dew, and the ground is covered with pearly grain. But God has varied His bounty here with new delights, so much so that it rivals Heaven. I won’s be picky about tasting!”
So, they sat down and began eating. The Angel wasn’t shrouded in mist, like some theologians say; he ate with a real hunger, a digestive heat, transubstantiating it all. What’s left just passes through Spirits easily—no big deal. And it’s not so weird that an alchemist can turn base metals into perfect gold, just like it’s possible to change something.
Meanwhile, Eve ministered, naked, and their flowing cups were filled with delicious drinks. "Oh, innocence!" she sighed, "Deserving of Paradise!” If ever there was a time for the sons of God to fall in love, it was now. But love reigned without desire, without jealousy—no hint of the injured lover’s hell.
After they’d eaten and drunk their fill, Adam’s mind suddenly arose. He wasn’t going to let this incredible conversation pass without asking about things beyond his world, about those who lived in Heaven, whose excellence he’d witnessed. Their radiant forms, their divine effulgence, their high power—everything about them exceeded human understanding.
“And so,” Adam said carefully to the empyreal minister, framing his words with caution.
 A resident of God, I now truly understand Your favor, this honor done to humankind. Under my humble roof, You’ve deigned To enter, and taste these earthly fruits— Food not of angels, yet so welcome, I feel I’m being treated like royalty, even better than at Heaven’s feasts! But what’s the comparison?
Then the winged Hierarch replied. “Adam, there is One Almighty, from whom All things proceed and return. If you weren't good, He wouldn’t have created anything less than perfect, all from the same basic substance, shaped into countless forms, at different levels of existence. And in living things, there’s life itself! But we’re more refined, more spiritual, and purer, because we’re closer to Him, or striving to be. Each of us has a specific role, working towards spirit, in proportions suited to our kind. Just like—a root gives rise to a lighter stalk, then leaves, and finally the vibrant, perfect flower. It breathes fragrant scents! Flowers and their fruit, your nourishment, gradually rise to vital spirits, then animal spirits, then intellectual spirits—giving you life, senses, imagination, and understanding. This is where your soul receives reason, and reason is your being—whether it’s through thought or intuition. You think a lot, but we rely more on intuition. It's basically the same thing, just a different level. Don't be shocked by what God saw fit for you. If you’d rather not, I’ll transform it to something more suitable.”
“Time may come when humans and angels can share, and find no problem with the food, or think it’s too light. Perhaps your bodies will eventually turn entirely into spirit, improved over time, and, winged, ascend to heaven like us—or maybe you’ll choose to live here, in the heavenly Paradises, if you remain obedient and keep His love unwavering. You are, after all, His offspring. In the meantime, enjoy every bit of happiness this happy state can offer—it’s beyond comprehension.”
To which the patriarch of humankind replied, “Favorable Spirit, gracious guest, you’ve taught us the way to knowledge, and shown us the scale of nature—from center to outer edge. Through contemplation of creation, we can ascend to God, step by step. But tell me, what did that warning mean—‘If you are found obedient’? Do we need to obey Him, or could we possibly abandon His love, who formed us from dust and placed us here, filled to the limit of what human desires can seek or grasp?”
The Angel replied, “Son of Heaven and Earth, listen! You owe your happiness to God; you maintain it through yourself—that is, through your obedience. That’s the warning I gave you; take it to heart. God made you perfect, but not unchanging. He made you good, but He left it to you to persevere. He ordained your will to be free, not ruled by fate—no inescapable destiny. He requires our voluntary service, not our forced obedience. He doesn't accept forced service, and never will. How can hearts be tested to see if they serve willingly, when they can only do what they must by destiny, and have no choice?”
“Myself, and all the angelic host standing before God, hold our happy state as you hold yours—as long as our obedience holds. There’s no other guarantee. We freely serve, because we freely love—we choose to love, or not. That’s where we stand or fall. And some have fallen, fallen from obedience, and so from Heaven to the deepest Hell! What a fall—from such a high state of bliss, into such misery!”
 To our ultimate ancestor. I’m listening, really paying attention, Divine Teacher, more than when angelic choirs sing at night from the nearby hills—it's unreal. I understood that we were created with free will, but also that we’d never forget to love and obey our Maker, whose commands are just and always will be. My thoughts assured me then, and still do. But what you're telling me is wild, and a little confusing. I’m so down to hear the full story, though, if you're okay with it. It's gotta be epic, and deserves serious respect. Plus, we have all day—the sun’s barely halfway through its journey across the sky.
That’s what Adam said, and Raphael, after a beat, agreed. "You’re asking for a lot, Prime of Men, a tough assignment. How do I even explain the invisible battles of spirits to human minds? How can I talk about the destruction of so many glorious, perfect beings without feeling guilty? How can I reveal the secrets of another world, when it might not even be allowed? But for your benefit, I’m going to do it. I’ll describe spiritual things using forms you can understand—physical forms—to get the message across as best I can. What if Earth is just a shadow of Heaven, and everything here is a reflection of something greater?”
“Before this world existed, chaos reigned where the heavens now spin and where Earth now rests. Then, on a day—because even in eternity, time measures everything that lasts—the great angelic host was summoned by the Almighty’s command. From every corner of Heaven, they appeared, countless legions, under their leaders, in dazzling order. Ten thousand thousands of banners waved high, distinguishing hierarchies, orders, and ranks. Some bore brilliant emblems—holy memories of zeal and love, of great deeds.
Imagine this: they stood in perfect circles within circles, an infinite expanse. The Father, the All-Powerful, sat in bliss alongside the Son, radiating light so bright it was almost invisible. And the Father spoke:
“Hear me, all angels, children of light! Thrones, Dominations, Principalities, Powers—hear my decree, which will never be revoked. Today, I have begotten my only Son, and on this holy hill, I have anointed him, the one you see at my right hand. He is your leader, and I have sworn that every knee in Heaven will bow before him, and every voice will proclaim him Lord. Live united, as one soul, forever happy. Anyone who disobeys me disobeys him, breaks our bond, and will be cast out from God, into eternal darkness, without hope of redemption.
The All-Powerful spoke, and everything seemed perfect. But things weren't quite as they appeared. That day, like every sacred day, they spent it in song and dance around the holy hill. A mystical dance, resembling the spinning planets and stars, intricate and complex, yet regular—especially when they seem most irregular."
 And their movements flowed together, so perfectly in sync. Her voice was captivating, a balm that even God listened to with delight. Evening was coming on—we have our evenings and mornings, too, but ours are for amazing changes, not just routine.
Suddenly, they moved from dancing to a delicious feast. They stood in circles as tables magically appeared, piled high with heavenly treats and ruby-red nectar flowing in pearl, diamond, and solid gold goblets. Fruits from the most delicious vines, straight from Heaven, were everywhere.
They reclined on flowers, their heads crowned with fresh blooms, and ate, drank, and shared a sweet communion, tasting immortality and pure joy. They were safe from overindulgence; only abundance limited their pleasure, all before the generous King, who showered them with happiness, reveling in their joy.
Now, as ambrosial night rose with soft clouds from that high mountain of God—where light and shadow both begin—the face of Heaven had softened to a grateful twilight. Night doesn't come as a dark veil there, and rosy dews settled, calming all but the watchful eyes of God.
The angelic throng stretched out over the vast plain—far wider than all of Earth—like a sprawling landscape. These were the courts of God! They dispersed into groups and lines, their camp extending along living streams among the trees of life. Countless pavilions suddenly rose, celestial tabernacles where they slept, fanned by cool breezes.
Except for those who kept vigil, singing melodious hymns around the sovereign throne—all through the night. But Satan wasn't sleeping; call him that now, because his old name isn’t heard in Heaven anymore. He was once one of the highest-ranking angels, powerful, favored, and respected.
But pride swelled within him, especially after seeing the Son of God honored by his Father and proclaimed Messiah King. He couldn't stand it; he felt diminished. Deep malice and scorn filled him.
As midnight brought on the shadowy hour, perfect for sleep and silence, he resolved to dislodge himself and his legions, to leave the throne supreme, rejecting it with contempt.
He woke his closest associate and whispered, "Are you asleep, my friend? What could possibly close your eyes? Don't you remember the decree from yesterday? The words of Heaven’s Almighty?
We used to share our thoughts, you and I. We were one, even when awake. How can you sleep now? New laws have been imposed. New minds may rise among us who serve. New councils to debate what might happen.
It’s not safe to say more here. Assemble all the myriads we lead—the chiefs. Tell them that by command, before night fully retreats, I am to leave, and all who follow my banner must march homeward, to the north. There, we’ll prepare a fitting welcome for our King, the Messiah, and his new commands.
He will soon pass through all the hierarchies, triumphant, to give laws."
The false Arch-Angel spoke, poisoning the unsuspecting heart of his companion. He summoned the regent powers, one by one, telling them what he'd been told: The Most High commands that we leave before night is done, to prepare a fitting welcome for our King, the Messiah.
 The ultimate move was happening. It was about the rumors, the shady vibes, and the jealousy – all messing with everyone’s integrity. But everyone followed the usual signal, the voice of their big boss. Seriously, his name was huge, and his status was off the charts – like, heaven-level. His face? Like the morning star, guiding all the other stars. It drew in a third of Heaven’s army, totally fooled by lies.
Meanwhile, the Eternal Eye, who sees everything – even the stuff you’d rather keep hidden – watched from his holy mount, bathed in the light of golden lamps. He saw the rebellion rising, saw who was behind it, how it spread among the sons of dawn, how many were joining to fight his decree. And he smiled, turning to his only Son.
“Son,” he said, “You’re my glory, my full power, the heir to all my might. We need to be sure of our power now, and figure out what weapons we’re using to defend what we’re claiming as gods and rulers. A foe is rising, aiming to build a throne equal to ours, all the way up in the north. He’s not just planning a battle to test our power or our right. Let’s move fast, gather every force we have left, and defend ourselves. Otherwise, we could lose this high place, our sanctuary, our hill.”
The Son, calm and clear, answered, lightning practically radiating from him. “Mighty Father, you’re right to laugh at your enemies – they’re so easily mocked. Their hate actually makes me stronger, showing how much power you’ve given me to crush their pride, to prove I can subdue your rebels.”
The Son spoke, but Satan, with his army, was already way ahead, flying at incredible speed. An uncountable horde – like the stars at night, or the morning dew sparkling on every leaf and flower. They passed through the mighty kingdoms of Seraphim, Potentates, and Thrones – in their triple ranks. Everything Adam ruled over was nothing compared to this – like a garden compared to the entire earth and sea, stretched across the globe. Finally, they reached the north, and Satan flew to his royal seat, a blazing hill raised on a mount, with pyramids and towers carved from diamond quarries and gold. The palace of Lucifer – that’s what people would call it later.
He was trying to be as powerful as God, so he built it like the mountain where Messiah was declared in Heaven - the Mountain of the Congregation. That's where he gathered his army, pretending they’re following orders, planning to “welcome” their king. They were twisting the truth, feeding them lies.
Thrones, Dominations, Principalities, Virtues, Powers – were these titles even worth anything anymore? Someone else had taken all the power, making them look weak. They were calling him the “Anointed King,” and rushing to meet him in the middle of the night.
Satan and his crew were about to launch a full-scale operation.
 Okay, here's the rewritten text:
Listen up, we need a plan. What kind of honor can we give him now? He’s coming to collect what he’s owed, to force us to bow down – it’s seriously humiliating! But doubling down on this? For him and his image? Seriously?
But what if we could actually think clearly and ditch this whole thing? Are you gonna kneel? Are you really gonna bend the knee? You won't, if I know you – or if you know yourselves. We’re native-born, children of Heaven, and nobody else owned this place before us. We’re not all equal in power, sure, but we’re all free. Orders and ranks don’t mess with freedom; they actually work together.
Who’s got the right, in their right mind, to crown himself king over people who live by their own rules? People who are his equals? Even if we’re less flashy, we’re equal in freedom. And can he just make laws for us? We don’t need them – we don’t even mess up! How can we worship him, just so he can abuse his fancy titles? We were born to rule, not to serve.
That was his whole argument, laid out without a filter. Then, among the angels, Abdiel spoke up. He was the most devoted to God and always followed divine commands. He stepped forward, blazing with righteous fury, and challenged his words.
“Blasphemous! Seriously?! That’s what you’re saying? We’re in heaven, nobody expected to hear that from you, especially not you, ungrateful one, sitting so high up!” Abdiel shouted. “Are you really gonna question God’s decree, sworn and everything, that his only son, with his royal scepter, deserves the respect of every soul in heaven? You call it unjust to bind free, equal people under one ruler with unlimited power? Are you gonna give God laws? Are you gonna argue about freedom with the one who made you, who shaped all the powers of heaven, and decided their limits?”
“But we’re learning through experience how good God is, how much he cares about our dignity. He wants to make us better, not lesser, and bringing us all under one leader makes us stronger.” Abdiel continued. “But you’re wrong to demand that an equal ruler reigns over equals. Do you, even though you're great and glorious, think you’re equal to his only son? Or to all of angelic nature together?”
“He’s the one who created everything, including you! Through his Word, the Mighty Father made all things. And he created all the spirits of heaven in their rightful places, crowning them with glory: Thrones, Dominations, Princedoms, Virtues, Powers – essential powers. His rule doesn’t dim our glory, it enhances it. Because he's the head, we become one, united. His laws are our laws, and all the honor we give him, returns to us.”
“So, stop this crazy rage, and don’t provoke the Father or the Son. There's still time to beg for forgiveness."
But Abdiel’s zeal wasn’t echoed. Everyone thought his timing was off, too bold, and too impulsive. The rebel, emboldened, responded with even more arrogance:
“So you’re saying we were made? Like some secondary project, handed off from Father to Son? That’s a new one.”
 Listen up. Where did we even learn this stuff? Who saw when creation happened? Do you remember being made, while the Maker gave you life? We don’t know a time when we weren’t exactly like we are now. No one came before us—we made ourselves, raised ourselves with our own power. When fate had completed its cycle, the birth of our heavenly home, our ethereal world, was ready. Our power is ours; our own strength will show us how to do amazing things, prove who’s our equal. Then you’ll see if we’re trying to talk to the almighty throne, begging or fighting for it. Take this message, these updates, to the anointed King. And get out of here, before something bad stops you.
He said, and a deep, echoing rumble, like the ocean, filled the space with applause throughout the endless crowd. Even the flaming Seraph, fearless, standing alone surrounded by enemies, answered boldly.
“You’re cut off from God, Spirit cursed, abandoned by all good!” he shouted. “I see your downfall coming, and your whole crew is tangled up in this sneaky trick, this sickness of your crime and your punishment. Don't even try to escape the yoke of God’s Messiah anymore. Those generous rules are over. New rules are out, and they’re not changing. That golden scepter you rejected? It’s an iron rod now, meant to crush and break your disobedience. You gave good advice, tbh. But I'm not running from these wicked tents just because of your advice or threats. I’m not escaping, so the wrath, about to explode into a sudden fire, doesn’t accidentally burn us both. Soon you’ll feel his thunder on your head, devouring fire. Then you’ll learn who created you, when you finally understand who can unmake you.”
So spoke the Seraph Abdiel, faithful and true. He was the only one found among the faithless, loyal only to his principles. Surrounded by countless liars, he remained unmoved, unshaken, and unafraid. He kept his loyalty, his love, his passion. No number, no example, could sway him from the truth or change his steady mind, even though he stood alone.
He moved through them, a long way, through their mocking stares. He withstood their violence, superior to it all. And with a scornful look, he turned his back on those proud towers, destined for swift destruction.
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All night, the fearless Angel, unchased, made his way across Heaven’s vast plains. Then, dawn arrived. The circling Hours woke, and with a rosy touch, they unlocked the gates of light. There’s a cave within God’s mountain, close to his throne. Inside, light and darkness constantly shift, creating a cycle, like day and night. Light bursts forth, and darkness slips in through the other door, a gentle exchange. Even though it seems like twilight here, darkness could easily be mistaken for night.
Now, the dawn appeared, dazzling, as if Heaven itself was draped in gold. Night vanished, shot through with brilliant beams. Suddenly, the plain filled with a massive army—bright squadrons, chariots, and warriors with flaming weapons and fiery steeds, reflecting light upon light. He saw war—war was coming. He already knew the news he’s been sent to report. Gladly, he joined the friendly Powers, who welcomed him with loud cheers. One out of so many myriads had returned, not lost. They led him up the sacred hill, praising him, and presented him before the supreme seat.
Then, a voice, from within a golden cloud, spoke softly. “Servant of God. Well done! You’re a champion, fighting alone against a huge, rebellious crowd. You defended the cause of truth with words stronger than their weapons. You’re bearing universal shame—far worse than violence. All you cared about was being approved by God, even if the world thought you were wrong. Now, the easier victory awaits, with this host of friends. Return to your enemies, more glorious than when you were scorned. Subdue them by force—they refuse reason, refuse the rightful King, Messiah, who reigns by merit. Go, Michael, prince of the heavenly armies! And you, Gabriel, next in military strength, lead forth my sons to battle. Lead my armed Saints, by the thousands and millions, ready for fight, equal in number to that Godless crew! Fearlessly assault them with fire and weapons. Pursue them to the brow of Heaven, drive them out from God and bliss, into their place of punishment, the gulf of Tartarus, which opens wide with fiery chaos to receive their fall.”
So spoke the Sovereign Voice, and the hill began to darken. Smoke rolled in dusky wreaths, reluctant flames—a sign of awakened wrath. The loud, ethereal trumpet sounded from high above. At that command, the militant Powers, standing for Heaven, joined together in an unstoppable union. They moved forward in silence, their bright legions marching to the sound of inspiring music, breathing heroic fire into adventurous deeds, led by their God-like leaders, for God and his Messiah.
They moved forward, firm and unyielding. No hill, no valley, no forest, no stream divided their perfect ranks. They marched high above the ground, and the still air carried them effortlessly, like when all the birds, in perfect formation, were summoned over Eden to receive their names. So, they marched across vast stretches of Heaven, province after province. Ten times the length of this...
 Finally, way off in the north, a fiery zone appeared—like, a whole horizon of it. It stretched out, a chaotic mess, and as we got closer, it was clear: a forest of spears, a mountain of helmets, and shields covered in boastful designs. It was the demonic army of Satan, moving fast, totally convinced they’d conquer God’s mountain and put their boss, the jealous and arrogant Envy, on the throne. But they were so wrong.
It was weird to see angels fighting angels, right? Like, these were beings who usually hung out together, celebrating with joy and love, all children of the same Father. But the battle cry ripped through the air, and suddenly, everything changed.
In the center, towering above everyone, was Satan. He sat in his blazing chariot, a divine idol surrounded by flaming Cherubim and golden shields. He leaped from his throne—there was barely any space left between the armies—and stood face to face with them, a terrifying sight.
Satan, armed in gold and adamant, strode forward. Abdiel, one of the strongest angels, couldn't believe what he was seeing. “Seriously?” he thought. "How can something so much like God still exist, when faith and reality are so messed up?" He wondered if strength and power would fail too, if virtue had already crumbled. “Why would strength fail when the Almighty is on my side?” he thought. He’d already tested Satan's logic and found it to be totally off. It was only right that the one who won the argument should also win the fight. Even though this battle was brutal and unfair, it was logical that reason would be overcome by force.
So, Abdiel stepped forward, meeting Satan halfway, and defying him with a fearless look.
“Seriously? You thought you could just waltz up to God’s throne without a fight?” Abdiel challenged. “You thought you could take God’s side, using just your power or your words? Fool! You have no idea how weak you are against the all-powerful God, who could raise endless armies from the smallest things to crush you, or simply end you with one hand.”
He paused, then added, “But you see, not everyone’s on your train. There are those who believe in God, even if it’s not obvious when I'm the only one who disagrees with you.” He gestured to the few angels standing with him. “Now you see how few can be right when thousands are wrong.”
Satan, with a scornful glance, snapped back, “Bad timing, Angel! You’re just in the way of my revenge.” He sneered. “You’re the first to return from hiding to get what you deserve. This is just a warm-up for my right hand.” He reminded Abdiel that he’d dared to challenge a third of the gods in a meeting, trying to question their power. “While they feel the power of God within them, they’re not letting anyone claim omnipotence.”
 You’re way ahead of your crew, super ambitious to win something from me, to show off your success and trash the rest. Seriously? This pause is just to stop you from bragging, to let you know… I used to think Liberty and Heaven were the same thing. But now I see most people would rather just serve, like trained-up spirits, partying and singing! You’re basically weaponizing that heavenly music, pitting servitude against freedom, and we’re about to see how that plays out.
Abdiel replied, all serious, “Apostate! You’re still messing up, and you always will. You’re twisting the truth, calling it servitude to serve who God or Nature has appointed. They both say the same thing: whoever rules is the best, and better than those they govern. That’s servitude – serving someone foolish or someone who’s rebelled against someone better. You’re not free either, you’re trapped by yourself! And you dare to criticize our service?”
“Reign in Hell, your kingdom,” he snapped. “Let me serve in Heaven, obeying God and his divine commands, because I’m worthy. You’re expecting chains in Hell, not ruling anything.”
Then, he turned back, as he’d been asked to do, and slammed a noble blow onto Satan’s crest. It was so fast, like a storm, that even his shield couldn’t block it. Satan reeled back ten huge paces. The tenth landed him on his knees, his massive spear barely stopping him from falling. It was like winds underground, or water forcing its way, had shoved a mountain from its place, half-sunk with all its pines.
Amazement gripped the rebel armies, but even greater rage surged as they saw their strongest warrior defeated. Joy and shouts filled our ranks, a sign of victory and a fierce desire for battle. Michael sounded the Archangel trumpet. It echoed through Heaven, and the faithful armies shouted “Hosanna!”
The opposing legions didn't stand around gawking. They charged into the horrifying clash. Now, fury exploded, and the noise was unlike anything Heaven had ever heard. Armor clashed, and the wheels of brazen chariots raged. It was a terrifying din. Fiery darts flew in flaming volleys, and both armies rushed together with devastating attacks and unstoppable rage.
Heaven reverberated. If Earth had been there, it would have shaken to its core. What else would you expect? Millions of fierce angels fought on either side, and even the weakest could control the elements, armed with the power of their entire region. How much more powerful was the army?
But the Eternal King, all-powerful, intervened from his strong hold in Heaven, overriding and limiting their power. Even though the legions seemed countless, each armed hand was a legion. Each warrior was a leader, knowing when to advance, retreat, or turn the tide of battle, opening and closing the lines of grim war.
There was no thought of flight, no sign of fear. Each warrior relied on their own strength, believing the moment’s victory lay in their arm.
 Epic stuff went down, seriously. It was a massive war, all over the place. Sometimes they clashed on solid ground, other times they soared through the air, setting the whole sky on fire. For a long time, it was a total stalemate. But Satan, who was seriously flexing his power that day—like, no one could even touch him—was tearing through the ranks of the Seraphim. Michael was straight-up demolishing squads with his sword. He swung his massive, two-handed blade, and the edge came down like a wrecking ball. It was insane destruction.
Satan saw Michael’s attack and raced to meet it, holding up his shield—a giant orb of unbreakable adamant. It was huge, like a planet.
The great Arch-Angel paused, hoping to finally crush the enemy and end this civil war in Heaven. With a fierce glare and burning face, he started talking. "You, the author of evil—you were nameless in Heaven until now! But look at the chaos you’re causing! These acts of hatred are disgusting, especially to yourself and your followers. How have you disturbed Heaven’s peace and brought misery into the world? You’d create misery even if it didn’t exist! How have you poisoned thousands, who were once good and faithful, now proven false? Don’t think you can disrupt Heaven's rest. Heaven will cast you out from her boundaries!"
“Heaven, the place of pure bliss, cannot tolerate violence and war. Go, take your evil and your offspring to Hell—the place of suffering! You and your crew will deal with endless fights before my sword brings your doom, or some other punishment from God, bringing even more pain.” That’s what the Prince of Angels said.
Then Satan responded, “Don’t think you can scare me with empty threats when you can’t defeat me with action. Have you made even the smallest of these angels retreat? Or if they fall, do they not rise again, stronger than before? It would be easier to defeat me than to hope you can chase me away with threats. This isn't the end of the fight—this is the fight for glory! We intend to win, even if we turn this Heaven into Hell. I’ll live here freely, if not to rule.”
"Bring on your full power, and call on the Almighty to help you," Satan continued. "I'm not running; I’m seeking you out."
They stopped talking and got ready to fight—it was unbelievable. How can anyone, even an angel, describe the power on display, or compare it to anything on Earth, to lift the imagination to such heights? They seemed like gods themselves, standing or moving, in their stature, motion, and arms—perfect to decide the fate of Heaven.
Their fiery swords flashed, and in the air, they created horrifying circles. Their shields blazed like two suns, while everyone stood in stunned horror. The angelic throng quickly retreated, leaving a huge, unsafe field caught in the wind of the chaos. If the constellations were to clash—if two planets, fueled by fierce opposition, were to collide in the sky—it would be a smaller version of what was happening now.
 Together, with almighty power surging, they aimed one blow. A single strike that would decide everything—no need for a repeat. It wasn’t about raw power; the odds seemed even. But Michael’s sword, forged in God’s armoury, was unlike anything else. No steel could resist that edge. It met Satan’s sword with a force that sliced clean through, then spun back, plunging deep into his side.
Satan finally felt pain. He writhed, twisting and contorting. The sword tore through him, a jagged, awful wound. But the ethereal substance of his being closed quickly, mending the gash. Then, a stream of golden, shimmering fluid flowed from the wound—the kind celestial spirits bleed—staining his once-bright armour.
Immediately, countless angels rushed to his aid. They interposed themselves as shields, while others carried him back to his chariot, pulled away from the battlefield. He lay there, groaning in agony, humiliation, and rage. He wasn’t invincible. His pride, once so immense, was shattered by such a crushing defeat, so far below his delusions of equaling God in power.
But he healed quickly. Spirits, living through every part of them, aren't as fragile as humans—no heart, head, liver, or lungs to fail. They can’t be killed by mortal wounds, just as the air can't be pierced. Their whole being is heart, mind, eyes, ears, intellect, and senses. They can shape, color, and size themselves as they please, becoming solid or dissolving into nothingness.
Meanwhile, other battles raged, deserving of remembrance. Gabriel fought with fierce determination, piercing the deep ranks of Moloch, the furious king. Moloch defied him, threatening to drag him down by his chariot wheels, and blaspheming against the Holy One of Heaven. But he was cleaved in two, his arms shattered, and he fled bellowing in pain.
On each wing, Uriel and Raphael, his vaunting foes, though huge and armored in diamond, vanquished Adramelech and Asmadai, two powerful Thrones who dared to think themselves less than Gods. They learned a harsh lesson about their arrogance, their bodies mangled by ghastly wounds through plate and mail.
Abdiel didn't hold back either, redoubling his attacks on the atheistic crew, scorching and blasting Ariel, Arioch, and Ramiel. He overthrew them all. I could list thousands more names, but those elect angels, content with their fame in Heaven, don’t seek the praise of humans.
The others, though powerful and eager for renown, were banished from Heaven and lost to sacred memory by decree. Let them dwell in dark oblivion, nameless. Strength divorced from truth and justice deserves nothing but scorn and shame, yet it vainly strives for glory through infamy. Eternal silence is their deserved fate.
And now, with their leader defeated, the battle shifted. The ranks broke, a chaotic mess. The ground was strewn with shattered armour, overturned chariots, and fiery-foaming steeds. Those that remained recoiled, the remaining Satanic forces barely holding a defense, pale with fear.
 Then first with fear surprised, and a jolt of pain,
We fled, totally embarrassed, by the sin of disobedience.
Before that moment, we weren't scared, couldn't run, felt no pain.
But the Saints—untouchable—stood strong, a solid wall,
Invulnerable, completely armored.
Their innocence gave them a huge advantage over their enemies.
They hadn't sinned. They hadn’t disobeyed.
They fought tirelessly, unharmed.
Even when thrown back by force, they weren’t hurt.
Now Night began her journey across the sky,
Bringing darkness—a welcome break—and silence to the awful war.
Both sides retreated under her cloudy cover,
Victors and vanquished alike.
Michael and his Angels encamped on the battlefield,
Setting up guard with shining, angelic fires.
Satan and his rebellious crew disappeared,
Far into the darkness, restless and drained.
He called his leaders to a nighttime council,
And, without a flicker of doubt, began to speak.
“Okay, we’re tested now, proven in battle,
Not meant to be defeated.
Comrades, we’re not just fighting for freedom—that’s basic.
We’re fighting for honor, power, glory, and respect.
We held our own for one day. Why not forever?
Heaven’s Lord sent his strongest forces against us,
And thought they’d be enough to crush us.
But he was wrong.
So, he’s not all-knowing, is he?
It’s true, we were a little outmatched,
And felt some pain—something new to us.
But now we know it's nothing,
We’re in our perfect, heavenly form—
Impossible to injure, immortal.
Even when wounded, the wounds close quickly,
Healed by our own power.
So, this evil is small—easy to fix.
Maybe stronger weapons,
More violent attacks, when we fight next,
Will help us, and hurt our enemies even more.
Or at least even the odds.
If there’s some hidden reason they were stronger,
While we can keep our minds sharp,
Investigation and discussion will reveal it.
He sat. Then Nisroch, the greatest of the Principalities,
Stood up—he looked like he’d escaped a brutal fight,
His arms torn, his face grim.
“Deliverer from new rulers, leader to freedom—
Enjoying our rights as Gods—but it’s tough, honestly.
It’s too hard for Gods to fight in pain,
Against enemies who feel nothing, are impassive.
That’s where ruin begins.
What good is courage or strength,
When it’s crushed by pain?
Pain is the worst evil—it destroys everything.
Whoever can invent a way to attack
Our still-uninjured enemies, or protect ourselves,
Deserves all the thanks we owe for our freedom.
Satan, looking calm, replied,
“That’s not exactly new.
I have a plan for that.”
 Who’s looking at this amazing world, right? This awesome space where we stand, this huge continent of Heaven, decked out with plants, fruit, flowers, jewels, and gold? Seriously, does anyone even think about where all this beauty comes from? Deep, dark stuff, crude materials, fiery fumes…until touched by Heaven’s light, and shaped into something gorgeous, opening up to the light.
These raw beginnings, the deep earth will give us – pregnant with infernal fire. We’ll funnel it into long, round machines. We’ll pack it tight, then ignite it. Boom! It’s gonna launch far, with a massive roar, right into the faces of our enemies. It’s gonna smash and destroy everything in its path. They’re gonna think we’ve taken away the Thunderer’s ultimate weapon.
It won't take long, I promise. Before sunrise, we're done. Seriously, shake it off, ditch the fear. Combine strength and smarts. Nothing's impossible.
He finished speaking, and their spirits lifted. They were all amazed by the invention. Everyone wished they’d thought of it first. It seemed so simple once you found it, even though most would have thought it impossible. But, maybe someday, if people get really mean, some genius with evil intentions, inspired by the devil, could create something like this to punish humanity, obsessed with war and slaughter.
Immediately, they jumped into action. No arguing, just a ton of hands ready to work. In a flash, they dug into the celestial ground and saw the raw beginnings of nature – sulphurous and nitrous foam. They mixed it, experimented with it, and carefully crafted it into black powder, storing it away. They dug up veins of minerals and stone – like Earth has guts – to build their machines and their projectiles. They found a specific type of reed that would ignite with just a touch.
All through the night, they worked in secret, quietly and efficiently.
When morning finally arrived, the victorious angels rose to arms. The trumpets blared the call to battle. They stood ready in golden armor, a shining host. Others surveyed the hills and scouted the coast, searching for the enemy. They spotted them moving nearby, in a slow but steady formation.
Zophiel, the fastest of the Cherubim, flew through the air and shouted, “Warriors, arm yourselves! The enemy is close! We thought they’d fled, but they’ll give us a chase today! Don’t fear their retreat! I see a thick cloud in their face – a grim determination and confidence! Let each warrior secure his armor and fasten his helmet. Grip your shield tight! This day will bring more than a drizzle; it's going to be a storm of fire-tipped arrows!”
 He warned them, they realized it, and quickly, without any issues, they got ready. Immediately, without a fuss, they sounded the alarm and moved forward, a battle line. But wait! Not far off, moving slowly, the enemy approached. Huge and monstrous, in a boxy formation, he brought his terrifying machinery. It was surrounded by deep squadrons of shadowy figures, all to hide the trick.
Both sides stopped for a moment, but suddenly Satan appeared at the front, and his voice boomed out. “Vanguard, spread out to the right and left so everyone can see who hates us. Let them see how we seek peace and are ready to receive them with open arms if they accept our offer. Don't back down or turn away! But I’m not sure; anyway, Heaven, witness this! While we do our part, you who were assigned, briefly explain what we’re offering, and make sure everyone can hear!”
He finished with sarcastic words, barely done, when the lines split to the right and left, retreating to the flanks. This revealed something new and strange to our eyes: a triple row of pillars, set on wheels. They looked like pillars, or hollowed-out bodies made of oak or fir, with branches cut off, felled from the woods or mountains. Brass, iron, and stone made up their mouths, which gaped open in a hideous way, pretending to offer peace.
Behind each pillar stood a Seraph, waving a reed tipped with fire. We stood there, suspended, amused by our own thoughts. But not for long. Suddenly, all the reeds extended and were applied to a small opening with incredible precision.
Immediately, flames erupted, quickly covered by smoke. All of Heaven seemed to disappear. From those deep-throated engines, a roar erupted, shaking the air with an outrageous noise. It tore through the atmosphere, spewing forth a devilish mess—chained thunderbolts and hail of iron globes. These struck the victorious host with such fury that anyone hit couldn’t stand, even if they were as strong as rocks. They fell by the thousands, Angel rolling over Arch-Angel.
They could have easily evaded the attack as spirits, by shrinking or disappearing. But now, a foul dissipation followed, forcing a panicked retreat. It didn’t help to relax their tight formations. What should they do? If they charged forward, they’d be repulsed and overthrown, becoming a laughingstock to their enemies.
In view stood another row of Seraphim, ready to unleash a second barrage of thunder. Retreating was even more abhorrent.
Satan observed their predicament and, in mockery, called out to his allies. “Friends! Why didn’t these proud victors charge earlier? When we came to entertain them with an open front and arms—what more could we do?—we proposed terms of peace. But they changed their minds, scattered, and acted like they were dancing! It was an extravagant and wild dance, maybe for joy of offered peace. But if we offered again, we’d force a quick result.”
To this, Belial responded, in a similarly playful mood.
 Leader! The terms we sent were serious, packed with meaning, and delivered with force. They definitely got everyone’s attention, and tripped up a lot of them. Anyone who wants to understand them needs to really get it, from start to finish. If they don't, they're also showing us when our enemies are off track.
So they were totally clowning around, thinking they were gonna win big. They thought matching God’s power with their own inventions would be a total breeze, and they were straight-up mocking his thunder and his whole army. They were in a bit of a bind for a while, but then rage kicked in, and they found weapons to fight back against this crazy mess.
(And check this out—God’s Angels are seriously powerful!) Their weapons went flying, and they bolted toward the hills. Earth has this cool thing where you can find beauty in hills and valleys. They ran like lightning, loosening the ground as they went. They ripped up the mountains, rocks, water, trees, and all, carrying them on their shoulders.
Amaze, be scared, and feel the terror! The rebel army couldn’t believe their eyes when they saw the bottom of the mountains turning upside down. Then they saw their own engines crushed under the weight of the mountains. They were invaded next, with huge cliffs falling on their heads.
Their armor actually made things worse, crushing them and bruising them. They were in so much pain, letting out a lot of sad groans. They struggled to get out, even though they were pure Spirits of light—now made gross by sin.
The rest copied them, ripping up the nearby hills. Hills crashed into hills, fighting with terrible shouts. They fought underground in dark shadows. What a racket! War seemed like a kid’s game compared to this chaos. Everything was falling apart, and Heaven was about to be destroyed.
But the Almighty Father, safe in his heavenly sanctuary, had foreseen this whole mess. He allowed it all, planning to honor his chosen Son, avenge him against his enemies, and show that all power had been given to him.
Then, to his Son—the Assessor of his throne—he spoke: “Radiance of my glory, beloved Son, Son, in whose face my divine nature is visible, and through whose hand my decrees are carried out—Second Power! Two days have passed, two days as we measure them in Heaven, since Michael and his forces went to tame these rebels. The fight has been tough, as it was bound to be when such enemies clashed. I left them to their own devices, and you know they were created equal, except for what sin has ruined. And that has happened subtly, for I haven’t condemned them yet. That’s why they’re locked in a perpetual war, and there’s no solution to be found.
War has done what war can do, and now they’re letting rage take over, using mountains like weapons, causing chaos in Heaven and threatening everything. ”
 Two days have passed. This third day is yours. I’m ordaining it for you. I’ve endured this far so the glory can be yours – ending this massive war, because only you can do it.
I’ve poured immense virtue and grace into you, so everyone—in Heaven and Hell—will see your power is unmatched. This chaos has been orchestrated to prove you’re worthy to inherit everything—to be Heir, and to be King, by divine right.
Go now, Mightiest One, in my power. Ascend my chariot, guide these rapid wheels that shake the foundations of Heaven, and unleash my war—my bow, my thunder, my almighty arms. Gird yourself, and place the sword on your powerful thigh. Pursue these children of darkness, drive them out of all of Heaven and into the utter depths. Let them learn, as they choose, to despise God and Messiah, my anointed King.
He said, and shone a direct beam of light onto his Son—fully expressing his Father’s essence, received and reflected ineffably on his face.
Then the Divine Son spoke, answering: “Father, Supreme Ruler of the heavenly realms, first, highest, holiest, best—you always seek to glorify me, and I always glorify you, as is only just. This is my glory, my exaltation, my greatest joy—that you, pleased with me, declare your will fulfilled, which is my ultimate bliss.”
“Scepter and power, you’ve given to me. I gladly accept, and even more so shall relinquish them when, in the end, you are all in all, and I am within you—forever. And within me, all whom you love. But whom you hate, I hate, and can unleash your terrors, just as I embrace your mildness. I am your image in all things, and soon, armed with your might, I’ll rid Heaven of these rebels. I’ll drive them down to their prepared, awful home—to chains of darkness and the undying worm. Those who dared to revolt against your just obedience, to obey which is complete happiness.”
“Then your Saints, pure and separate from the impure, will circle your holy mountain, singing unfeigned Halleluiahs, hymns of high praise, and I will be among them, leading the chorus.”
He said this, bowing over his scepter, and rose from the right hand of Glory where he sat. The third sacred morn began to shine, dawning through Heaven.
With a whirlwind sound, the chariot of the Father’s deity burst forth, flashing thick flames—wheels within wheels, undrawn, instinct with Spirit, yet escorted by four Cherubic forms. Each had four faces, their bodies and wings set with eyes, like stars. Their wheels were made of beryl, with careering fires between them. Above their heads was a crystal firmament, whereon rested a sapphire throne, inlaid with pure amber and the colors of the showery arch.
He ascended, fully armed in celestial panoply of radiant Urim—divinely wrought. Victory, eagle-winged, sat at his right hand. His bow and quiver were filled with three-bolted thunder. Fierce effusion rolled around him—smoke, bickering flame, and dire sparkles. He was attended by ten thousand thousand Saints. His coming shone far off. Twenty thousand (I heard the number) chariots of God, half on each hand, were seen.
He rode sublime on the crystalline sky, in a sapphire throne—illustrious far and wide, but first seen by them. Unexpected joy surprised them when the great ensign of Messiah blazed aloft, carried by Angels—his sign in Heaven. Under his leadership, Michael quickly subdued his army, spread out on either wing, all embodied in one.
 Before him, Power Divine had paved the way. Hills uprooted at his command retreated to their places, hearing and obeying his voice. Heaven renewed its beauty, and hills and valleys smiled with fresh life. His hapless foes, though, stood defiant, rallying their powers in a rebellious fight, fueled by despair. Seriously, could such stubbornness exist in heavenly spirits? But what signs or wonders could move the hardened to change their minds? They were made even more stubborn by seeing his glory, consumed by envy, and yearning for his power. They re-embattled themselves, determined to conquer God and Messiah through force or trickery. They were now heading to a final battle, rejecting retreat or surrender.
Then the great Son of God spoke to his host on either hand: "Stand firm, ye Saints! Stand, ye Angels, armed and ready. Rest from battle today. Your warfare has been faithful and accepted by God. Fearless in his righteous cause, you've done what you were meant to do. But the punishment for this cursed crew belongs to another. Vengeance is his—or whose he appoints. No number is set for today’s work, no multitude. Just stand and witness God’s fury poured out through me. They’s disrespected me, envied me, and all their rage is directed against me. The Father, to whom supreme kingdom, power, and glory belong, has honored me according to his will. Therefore, he’s assigned their doom to me, so they can try their luck against me in battle—me alone, or all of them against me. They measure everything by strength, not valuing other excellence. I won’t engage in other strife with them.”
The Son changed his countenance—too severe to behold, filled with wrath bent on his enemies. Suddenly, the Four spread out their starry wings, casting a terrifying shadow. His fierce chariot rolled forward, the sound like a torrent or a massive army. He drove onward, gloomy as night, his burning wheels shaking the heavens—all but the throne of God.
He soon arrived, grasping ten thousand thunders in his right hand, unleashing plagues into their souls. They were stunned, losing all resistance and courage, their weapons clattering to the ground. He rode over shields, helms, and the heads of fallen Thrones and mighty Seraphim, who wished the mountains would fall on them to shelter them from his ire.
Tempestuous arrows rained down on both sides from the Four, their faces distinct with eyes, and from the living wheels, each filled with countless eyes. One Spirit ruled them, and every eye flashed lightning, shooting out destructive fire among the cursed, withering their strength. They were left drained, exhausted, spiritless, and fallen.
But he didn’t unleash his full strength, checking his thunder mid-volley. He didn’t intend to destroy them, just to root them out of Heaven. He raised the fallen, herding them like goats or a frightened flock, driving them forward with terrors and furies to the bounds and crystal wall of Heaven. The wall opened wide, revealing a spacious gap into the wasteful deep.
The monstrous sight struck them with horror, but something even worse urged them onward. Headlong, they threw themselves down from the verge of Heaven, while eternal wrath burned after them to the bottomless pit.
 Hell heard the noise—it was unreal. Hell saw Heaven falling apart, basically. And it almost bailed, like, ran. But Fate had sunk its roots too deep, and everything was locked in tight.
Nine days they tumbled. Chaos roared, totally freaking out. He felt like ten times the confusion as they crashed through his wild mess. A massive pile of destruction just buried him. Finally, Hell opened wide and swallowed them whole, sealing the deal. Hell, their new home, was packed with fire, endless pain, and just… woe.
Heaven, finally free of that drama, started to heal its walls, putting everything back where it belonged. Messiah, the ultimate winner, turned his chariot, ready to roll. All his Saints stood waiting, silent witnesses to his power. As they moved forward, a parade of bright orders shaded him with palm branches, singing his praises—a triumphant king, the Son, the Heir, the Lord, given dominion. He was celebrated as he rode through Heaven's courts, into the temple of his Mighty Father, who welcomed him with glory. Now he sits at the right hand of bliss.
So, basically, I’m showing you what happened in Heaven, using what you know on Earth, at your request, so you can learn from it. I’m telling you about the fight that broke out, the war in Heaven among the angelick Powers, and the epic fall of those who reached too high—those who rebelled with Satan. He's jealous of you now, plotting to trick you into disobeying, so you can share his eternal misery. It’s his revenge against the Most High, his only comfort.
But don't listen to his lies. Warn your friends—it’s good to know what happened. They could have stood strong, but they fell. Remember that, and be scared to mess up.
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Descend from Heaven, Urania, if that’s your name, seriously. If you’re really called that, whose voice is like, totally divine. Following you, I soar above the Olympian hill, way beyond any Pegasus’s wings! It’s not the name I’ve come for, it’s the meaning. You’re not one of the nine Muses, and you don’t live on Mount Olympus. You’re heavenly-born, you existed before hills or rivers even started flowing. You chatted and played with eternal Wisdom, your sister, right in the presence of the Almighty Father, vibing with your celestial song.
You led me up into Heaven—the Heaven of Heavens—an earthling, breathing that pure, empyreal air, your guidance. Keep me safe enough to return to my own world. Because, like, if I fall off this wild steed (like Bellerophon did, though his fall was from a lower place), I'll wander lost and alone on the Aleian field.
Half the story’s left untold, but I’ll stick to what’s visible and everyday. Standing on Earth, not lost in the stars, I’ll sing with my mortal voice, unchanged, even if times get rough and people talk trash. I'm surrounded by darkness, danger, and solitude, but I’m not alone. You visit my dreams every night, and when the east turns purple with dawn, you still guide my song, Urania. Find me an audience, even if it's a small one.
But push away the chaotic noise of Bacchus and his partygoers. Remember the wild gang that tore apart the Thracian bard in Rhodope? The woods and rocks had ears for their revelry, but the savage clamor drowned out the harp and voice. The Muse couldn’t protect her son. So don’t fail me, Urania, I'm begging you. You're heavenly, she's just a dream.
Tell me, Goddess, what happened after Raphael—the chill Arch-Angel—warned Adam, with a scary example, to watch out for falling away from God? He told of what happened in Heaven to those who rebelled, so it wouldn't happen to Adam or his family in Paradise. They weren’t supposed to touch the forbidden tree, but if they disobeyed that single command, they’d face consequences. It was so easy to obey, with all the other tastes and pleasures available.
Adam and Eve listened, captivated by the story. They were amazed and deep in thought, hearing about things so high and strange. They couldn't imagine hate in Heaven, or war so close to God's peace, such a mess. But the evil quickly bounced back to those who created it, impossible to mix with blessedness.
That’s when Adam realized his doubts vanished. He was now driven forward, still innocent, eager to know what else concerned him—how this world of Heaven and Earth began. When was it created? Why? What happened in Eden, or outside of it, before he could remember? It was like someone whose thirst isn't fully quenched still stares at the flowing stream, and the sound of the water just makes them thirstier. He proceeded to ask his heavenly guest.
You’ve revealed incredible things, full of wonder, far different from this world. You were sent down from the heavens, a favor, to warn us in time of what could have been our loss—something human knowledge could never reach. For this, we owe the infinitely Good immortal thanks, and we’ve received his warning with solemn purpose to observe his sovereign will, the end of what we are.
 But you’re being so generous, really, giving us this lesson, sharing things beyond anything we can even imagine. Things we need to know, like the ultimate wisdom. Please, tell us more.
What started it all? This amazing Heaven we see so far away, shining with countless lights? And this air around us, all around this beautiful Earth? What made the Creator, in his perfect peace through all time, decide to build anything in Chaos? And once he started, how quickly was it done? Can you tell us—we’re not trying to pry into his secrets, just to understand his creations better, and feel even happier knowing them. That’s all we want.
The sun hasn’t even finished its day yet, but he’s waiting on your voice, a powerful voice, to hear the story of how Nature rose from the unseen Deep. Or if the evening star and the moon are rushing to listen, Night will bring them, and Sleep will watch, listening to you. Or we can just tell the sun to hold on until you’re done, and let you go before the morning light.
That’s what Adam asked his incredible guest. And the Godlike Angel replied, gently:
“That’s exactly what I’m here for. But seriously, how can any words, or even the voices of angels, or the minds of humans, fully describe almighty works? Still, I’ll share what you can understand, what will best help you glorify the Maker and make you even happier. I’m here on that mission, to answer your desire for knowledge within limits. Don't ask for more than that. Don't let your own imagination dream up things the invisible King, only He knows, has kept hidden in the night—things no one in Heaven or Earth can know. There’s plenty left to discover, though.
But knowledge is like food—you need to know how much to eat. Too much, and it turns wisdom into foolishness, just like too much food turns into just wind.
So, listen. After Lucifer—we're calling him that now, because he used to be the brightest of all the angels, even brighter than the star among the stars—fell from Heaven, along with his fiery legions, into the deep, and the great Son returned victorious with his Saints, the Omnipotent Eternal Father looked down from his throne and said:
‘At least our envious foe failed. He thought everyone would rebel, and that with his help, he could seize this high, inaccessible place—the seat of God—and dispossess us. He tricked many, and they’re gone now. But I see that most have stayed true. Heaven is still full, with enough to rule her realms, even though they’re vast, and to fill this high temple with proper ceremonies.
But I don’t want him to feel like he’s won, just because he’s emptied out a part of Heaven. I’m not really losing anything by losing myself. And in a moment, I’m going to create another world, from one man, a race of countless people, to live there—not here—until they’re raised by their merit, and have proven themselves through long obedience. Then Earth will become Heaven, and Heaven will become Earth, one kingdom of joy and unity, forever.’”
 Meanwhile, chill out, you Powers of Heaven! And you, my Word, my begotten Son—you do this with me. Speak, and let it be! My Spirit and power, I send with you. Ride forth and tell the Deep to stay within its limits—Earth and Heaven’s bounds. The Deep is endless because I am endless, and there’s no empty space. Even though I, who knows no limits, step back, my goodness, which is totally free, won’t be messed with by fate or chance. What I want is fate.
So spoke the Almighty, and his Word, his Son, made it happen. God’s actions are instant, faster than time itself. But humans can’t even comprehend them without words, which are limited by our understanding.
There was a massive celebration in Heaven when the Almighty’s will was declared! They sang praises to the Most High, good vibes for future humans, and peace in their homes. Glory to Him whose righteous anger banished the ungodly from His sight and the just from their dwellings. Glory and praise to the wisdom that creates good from evil, bringing a better race into the space left by evil spirits. From there, He’s going to spread His goodness to infinite worlds and ages.
So sang the angelic armies. Meanwhile, the Son appeared on his epic journey, radiating power and crowned with divine majesty. Infinite wisdom and love shone through him, reflecting his Father. Countless angels—cherubs, seraphs, potentates, and thrones—along with winged spirits and chariots from God’s armory, surrounded him. Millions stood between two bronze mountains, ready for the big day, a celestial force. And now they moved spontaneously, because Spirit lived within them, attendants to their Lord. Heaven opened its gates—a harmonious sound on golden hinges—to let forth the King of Glory, in his powerful Word and Spirit, to create new worlds.
On heavenly ground, they stood and gazed at the vast, immeasurable abyss—a dark, chaotic ocean, churning with furious winds and waves, like mountains attacking the heavens.
“Silence, troubled waves! Deep, be still!” the Omnific Word declared.
Then, carried on the wings of cherubs, he rode far into Chaos, the world unborn, bathed in paternal glory. Chaos heard his voice, and his entire company followed, to witness Creation and his awesome power.
The fervent wheels stopped, and in his hand, he took the golden compasses, prepared in God’s eternal store, to circumscribe this universe and all created things. He centered one foot and turned the other through the vast, dark expanse, and said, "Thus far extend, thus far be your bounds! This is your just circumference, O World!"
Thus, God created Heaven and Earth—matter unformed and void. Darkness covered the abyss, but on the watery calm, the Spirit of God outspread its wings, infusing vital virtue and warmth throughout the fluid mass. Downward, it purged the black, infernal cold, hostile to life. Then, things like things came together, and the rest were divided, with air spun between them. Earth self-balanced on its center.
 “Let there be light,” God said. Immediately, pure, radiant light burst forth—the very first thing, the ultimate essence. It began its journey from the east, piercing the dark void. Encased in a glowing cloud, it shone, because the sun hadn’t arrived yet. It lingered in this cloudy haven. God saw the light and knew it was good. He separated light from darkness, dividing the sky—light became day, and darkness became night. That was the first day. It wasn’t just a moment; it was a celebration. Celestial choirs erupted in song, witnessing the birth of heaven and earth. They filled the vast universe with joyful shouts, striking their golden harps and praising God and his creation. They sang of the Creator, both when evening first descended and when morning dawned anew.
Then, God said, “Let there be a firmament—a dome—amid the waters, to separate the water from the water.” And so, God made the firmament—a clear, transparent expanse of air, stretched out in a perfect circle. It divided the waters below from those above. Just as earth was formed, so too was the world built upon calm, crystalline waters, far from the chaos of the deep. He made sure extremes wouldn’s clash and disrupt the whole thing. God called this firmament Heaven. Another chorus rose, marking the second day.
The Earth existed, but it was still in a sort of embryonic state, submerged in water. The entire surface was covered in a vast ocean, not idle but teeming with life. It softened and warmed the globe, preparing the great mother to conceive. When God said, "Let the waters gather together in one place, and let dry land appear," something incredible happened.
Mountains suddenly emerged, their massive, bare backs pushing up into the clouds. Their peaks soared toward the sky, while deep valleys carved a broad, hollow bed for the water. The waters rushed to fill it, like raindrops collecting on dust—a swift, urgent flow. Some rose into crystal walls or ridges, hurried along by God’s command. The floodwaters surged forward, wave after wave, finding their way wherever they could. If the path was steep, they plunged down in a torrent of excitement; if it was a plain, they gently ebbed. No rock or hill could stop them. They twisted and turned, wandering like serpents, until they found their way, carving deep channels into the earth, even before God commanded the ground to be dry.
Everything except within those banks, where rivers now flow, and perpetually draw their humid trains. God called the dry land Earth, and the vast gathering of waters, Seas. He looked at it and knew it was good. Then, he said, “Let the Earth bring forth grass, herbs yielding seed, and fruit trees yielding fruit after their kind, with their seed in themselves upon the Earth.”
Barely had he spoken when the desolate, bare, unsightly Earth burst into life. Tender grass spread across its surface, cloaking it in vibrant green. Then, herbs of every leaf sprouted, suddenly flowering, displaying a riot of colors, perfuming the air with sweetness. These barely bloomed when the clustering vine flourished, the swelling gourd appeared, the corny reed stood tall, and the humble shrub and bush grew, their leaves like tangled hair. Last, the stately trees danced into being, spreading their branches, laden with fruit or gemmed with blossoms. Hills were crowned with high woods, and valleys were dotted with tufts of greenery. Every fountain overflowed.
 With borders long the rivers: Earth now looked like Heaven, a place where Gods might chill, wander with joy, and love to hang out in her sacred spaces. But God hadn’t rained on Earth yet, and no one was around to farm it. Instead, a misty dew rose up, watering every plant. God made everything before it even sprouted—every herb, every plant. God checked it out and said, “This is good.” So, the third day was done.
Again, the Almighty spoke: “Let there be lights up in the sky, to separate day from night. Let them mark seasons, days, and years. Let them be lights to rule the firmament, to give light to the Earth.” And it was so.
God made two big lights. The bigger one ruled the day; the smaller one, the night, alternating. He also made the stars and set them in the sky to light up the Earth and control the day and night, dividing light from darkness.
God surveyed his creation and said, "This is good."
First, he crafted the sun, a massive sphere that was dark at first, though made of heavenly material. Then, he formed the moon, round and full, along with all the stars. He scattered stars across the sky, like seeds in a field. He took most of the light from her cloudy shrine and placed it in the sun’s orb, making it porous enough to absorb and hold the liquid light. Now, a grand palace of light.
Other stars journey to the sun, drawing light into their golden containers. And that’s how the morning planet glitters, by reflection. They boost their own small glow, even though they're so far away, appearing smaller to human eyes.
First, the glorious sun appeared in the east, ruling the day and bathing the horizon in bright rays, ready to race across the sky. Dawn and the Pleiades danced before him, spreading a sweet influence. The moon was less bright, but positioned opposite in the west, like his mirror, borrowing her light. She needed no other light in that position, and keeps that distance until night, when she shines in the east.
Revolving on Heaven’s great axis, her reign holds a thousand lesser lights, and a thousand thousand stars, all appearing at once, spangling the sky. Then, for the first time, the sky was adorned with setting and rising stars. Happy evening and happy morning crowned the fourth day.
And God said, “Let the waters teem with creatures, and let birds fly above the Earth, displaying their wings in the open firmament of Heaven.”
God created the great whales and every living creature that moved and swarmed in the waters, each according to its kind. He created every bird of wing, according to its kind, and he saw that it was good. He blessed them, saying, “Be fruitful, multiply, and fill the seas, lakes, and streams.”
Immediately, sounds and seas, every creek and bay, swarmed with countless young fish, their fins and scales shimmering as they glided under the green wave, like little boats across the mid-sea. Some grazed on seaweed, others wandered through coral gardens, and some, with quick glances, showed off their shimmering coats to the sun.
 Okay, so like, they were just chilling in their shells, soaking up the good stuff, or chilling under rocks, guarding their meals. Seals were vibing on the smooth surface, dolphins were doing their thing. Massive creatures, huge, seriously shook the ocean. There, Leviathan, the biggest living thing ever, stretched out like a peninsula, basically sleeping or swimming. It looked like a moving island. And when it breathed, it just spouted a whole sea.
Meanwhile, warm caves, swamps, and beaches were popping out a whole crew of babies. Eggs bursting open, releasing their tiny, featherless chicks. Soon they were fully feathered and taking to the sky. They totally dissed the ground, flying high under a cloud. Eagles and storks were building nests on cliffs and cedar trees. Some were just cruising around, others were forming strategic formations, like a super-organized flock. They were smart about the seasons, leading their aerial caravan across the seas and over the lands, helping each other fly. The crane, a total pro, steered its annual journey with the wind. The air shimmered as they passed, a flurry of feathers.
Smaller birds were spreading joy in the woods, singing and showing off their bright colors until nightfall. Even then, the nightingale didn’s stop singing, filling the night with its soft melodies. Others were chilling on lakes and rivers, fluffing their feathers. The swan, with its graceful neck, proudly glided along, using its feet like oars. But sometimes they’d ditch the water and soar into the sky.
Others were just walking around on the ground. The rooster, with its loud calls, marked the quiet hours. And the other, decked out in a colorful display of rainbows and sparkling eyes.
The waters were overflowing with fish, and the air with birds. The fifth day ended with a beautiful sunset and a peaceful night.
The sixth day arrived, bringing evening and morning. God said, “Let the Earth bring forth all kinds of living creatures—animals, reptiles, and beasts of the Earth, each according to its own kind.”
And the Earth obeyed. It opened up and teemed with life. Countless creatures rose from the ground, perfect and fully grown. Wild beasts emerged from their lairs, walking among the trees in pairs. Cattle grazed in the green fields and meadows. Some were rare and solitary, others formed massive flocks and herds.
The ground cracked open, releasing the tawny lion, pawing to break free. Then, it exploded out, shaking its patterned mane. The ounce, the libbard, and the tiger—like the mole, they tossed the crumbled earth above them. The swift stag lifted its branching head from the ground.
Even Behemoth, the biggest creature ever born on Earth, struggled to rise, its vastness shaking the ground. Fleeces of sheep and bleating lambs appeared, like plants springing from the soil. The river-horse and the scaly crocodile—ambiguous between sea and land—also emerged.
All kinds of creatures that crawl on the ground appeared at once—insects and worms. They waved their delicate fans as wings, their smallest features perfectly formed.
 Everywhere you looked, summer was serving looks—gold, purple, blue, green—a whole vibe. They stretched across the ground, long and winding, like a filter on a selfie. Not just tiny bugs; some were seriously huge snakes, all coiled up and even rocking wings.
First came the ants, obsessed with planning ahead. Tiny bodies, massive hearts—basically, equality goals. They joined their crew, swarming the scene. Then, the bees showed up, feeding their drone husbands and building honeycomb cells dripping with honey. The rest? You already know—tons of creatures, all with names you’d recognize. And the serpent? The ultimate sneak, sometimes massive, with eyes like metal and a terrifying mane. But chill, he was totally down to do whatever you said.
Suddenly, the sky exploded with light, like a divine concert. Heaven was moving, like the first, biggest artist setting the whole thing in motion. Earth was serving looks, a total masterpiece. Birds flew, fish swam, animals walked—the sixth day was almost done.
But there was still something missing, the main event. A creature who wasn’t just crawling around, but blessed with reason, who could stand tall and confidently rule over everything else. Someone who knew who they were, and could connect with Heaven, while also appreciating where their blessings came from.
And then it happened. The all-powerful, eternal Father (because He’s everywhere, duh) spoke to his Son: "Let’s create humans in our image, with our likeness. Let them rule over the fish, the birds, the animals, and everything that crawls on the ground.”
And just like that, He made you, Adam. He made you, O Man, from dust, and breathed life into you. He created you in His image, a living soul. He made you male, but also made you a partner, a female, so you could multiply and fill the Earth. He told you to take charge, to rule over everything—the oceans, the sky, the land.
Wherever you were created, there wasn’t even a name for the place yet. But then, He brought you to this gorgeous garden, planted with the trees of God. Everything was beautiful, everything was delicious, and you were free to eat from every tree. Except one. The tree of knowledge of good and evil. If you ate from that, you were toast. Straight up death. So, watch your appetite, fam. Don't let sin and death surprise you.
And then, He was done. He looked over everything He’d made, and it was all good. The sixth day was complete.
But then, the Creator stepped back from His masterpiece, even though He wasn’t tired at all. He ascended to Heaven, His high throne. From there, He looked down at this new world, this addition to His empire. He saw how good it looked, how fair it was, a perfect reflection of His vision.
 Up he rode. A roar of approval followed him, and the sound—like ten thousand harps playing together—was angelic. The earth, the air, everything resonated. (You remember, you heard it!) The heavens and all the stars chimed in. Even the planets stopped, listening. The bright procession ascended, overflowing with joy.
“Open, you everlasting gates!” they sang. “Open, you heavens! Your living doors! Let in the great Creator from his work—a magnificent world! Open, and open often! For God will visit the homes of just people, delighted. He’s sending his winged messengers to them, bringing blessings beyond imagination.”
That’s what the glorious company sang as they ascended. He led the way through Heaven, where the blazing portals opened wide, directly to God’s eternal house. It was a broad, sweeping road, its dust pure gold and its pavement studded with stars—like the stars you see in the Milky Way, a shimmering circle dusted with light.
And now, on Earth, the seventh evening arrived in Eden. The sun had set, and twilight was creeping in from the east, a preview of the night. At the holy mount, the highest point of Heaven, where God’s imperial throne stood firm and eternal, the Filial Power arrived and sat down with his great Father. He, too, had vanished, yet remained—a power only Omnipresence can possess. He rested from the work he’s ordained, the Author and End of all things. And, now resting, he blessed and hallowed the seventh day. It wasn't silent, though. The harp played on; the pipes and dulcimers never stopped. All the instruments—strings and golden wires, tuned softly—were mixed with voices, choral and unified. Clouds of incense billowed from golden censers, hiding the mount.
They sang of creation and the six days of work: “Great are your works, Jehovah! Infinite is your power! What can measure you, or describe you?” Greater now in his return than when the giant Angels first appeared! The day magnified your thunders, but to create is greater than to destroy. Who can diminish you, Mighty King, or limit your empire? Easily, you repelled the proud attempt of the rebellious spirits and their empty schemes. They thought they could lessen you and steal away your worshippers. But anyone who seeks to diminish you only reveals your might. You use their evil to create even more good.”
Look at this new-made world, another Heaven, not far from Heaven’s gate, built in plain sight on the clear, glassy sea. It’s almost impossibly vast, filled with countless stars—each star perhaps a world destined for habitation. But you know their seasons. Among them is Earth, with its ocean swirling around it—a pleasant dwelling-place for humankind.
Thrice happy, humans and sons of humans, whom God has raised up like this! Created in his image, there to dwell and worship him. And as a reward, to rule over his works—on Earth, in the sea, or in the air—and multiply a race of worshippers, holy and just! Thrice happy, if they understand their happiness and remain upright!”
They sang, and the heavens echoed with hallelujahs. That’s how the Sabbath was kept.
 Okay, so you want the tea on how everything started, right? Like, seriously, how did this whole world even begin? You want me to spill the deets on what happened before you were even born? So future generations—your kids, grandkids—will know the full story?
Got it.
But if you're looking for something else, something not about the big picture… something more… human? Let me know.
chapter_0008

The Angel stopped, and Adam stood frozen, his mind still buzzing with the voice—it felt like he was still listening. Then, like waking from a dream, he finally spoke, overflowing with gratitude. “What thanks are enough? What reward could I ever give you, divine Historian, for sharing so much knowledge and being so generous to explain things I’d never have understood otherwise?” He paused, shaking his head in wonder. “To hear it all now… it’s incredible, and I give all the glory to the Creator!”
A flicker of doubt remained, something only the Angel could clear up. “When I look at this world—Heaven and Earth together—and think about their sizes… it’s mind-blowing. This Earth is just a tiny speck, a grain of sand compared to the whole universe.” He gestured towards the sky. “And all the stars, rolling through seemingly endless space—their distance is impossible to grasp, and yet they circle this Earth, this small spot, every day and night, giving light.” He shook his head. “It all seems so… pointless, besides. I keep wondering how Nature could create such huge differences, making so many grand bodies, so many times bigger, for just this one little use.” He paused, thinking. “And they keep spinning, day after day, while this Earth, which could move with so much less effort, is being served by all these amazing bodies.” He finished, a little breathless. “They bring her warmth and light with such incredible speed—a speed that even numbers can’t describe.”
Adam’s father seemed lost in thought, his face serious. Eve, who had been watching from a distance, rose gracefully from her seat—a queen in her own right, radiating beauty and poise. She headed towards her garden, among the fruits and flowers, to check on how they were growing. As she approached, the plants seemed to bloom brighter, responding to her touch.
But she wasn't as interested in the Angel’s grand explanations. Eve preferred Adam's voice, his stories. She wanted to hear him recount the Angel's words, to share in the wonder. She preferred his touch, his comfort. She chose to listen to her husband rather than the Angel, finding more joy in his familiar voice.
“Oh, when will we see another couple like us?” she wondered, her voice soft. As she walked, she was surrounded by an aura of effortless grace, drawing all eyes and sparking a silent longing in everyone who saw her.
Raphael, sensing Adam’s lingering questions, responded with kindness and clarity. “Don’t feel bad about asking or searching. Heaven is like a book, placed before you by God, where you can read about his amazing creations and learn about his seasons—his hours, days, months, and years.” He paused. “Whether Heaven moves or Earth moves doesn't matter, as long as you count correctly.” He added, “The rest, the great Architect wisely chose to conceal from humans and angels, and not reveal his secrets to those who should simply admire them.” He smiled gently. “Or, if they’re feeling bold enough to guess, he’s left the structure of the Heavens for them to debate, perhaps to chuckle at their quirky opinions later.” He chuckled softly. “When they finally try to model Heaven and calculate the stars, how will they build, unbuild, and rearrange things to make everything look right? How will they grasp the mighty frame?”
 With concentric and eccentric scribbles all over, cycles and epicycles, orb within orb: Already, based on your logic, I’m guessing this—you, who are leading your kids, and you think that bright, bigger bodies shouldn't serve the less bright, or that Heaven would take such trips. Earth just sits there, soaking up all the good stuff. Think about this first: “great” or “bright” doesn’t mean “better.” Earth, even compared to Heaven, is tiny and doesn’t sparkle, but it’s packed with real goodness. The sun just shines, barrenly, with no effect on itself. Its power only works on Earth, where its rays find energy.
But those bright lights aren’t just for Earth; they’re for you, Earth’s resident. And for Heaven’s massive circuit, let it show off the Maker’s incredible power, who built it so huge and stretched his line so far. That way, you can know you don’t live in your own space—an enormous building too big for you to fill, stuck in a small room, while the rest is for your Lord’s best-known purposes.
Give the speed of those circles to his all-powerful nature. He could add speed to physical things, almost spiritual speed. You don’t think I’m slow, do you? I left Heaven, where God lives, this morning, and I’m already in Eden—a distance you can’t even count. But I’m saying this: even if the Heavens are moving, I’m showing you how wrong you are to doubt it. I’m not saying it's true, even though it seems that way to you, living here on Earth.
God, to hide his ways from human understanding, placed Heaven so far from Earth that earthly sight, if it dares to look too high, might be wrong and gain nothing. What if the sun is the center of the world, and the other stars, drawn in by his power and their own, dance around him in different circles? Sometimes they’re high, sometimes low, sometimes hidden, always moving—forward, backward, or still. You see six of those. What if the planet Earth, though it seems so steady, moves three different ways, almost without you noticing?
Then you’d have to assign those movements to separate spheres, moving against each other with twisted paths. Or you’d have to let the sun do less work and accept the fast, rotating wheel of day and night, which you can’t see above all the stars. You wouldn’t need to believe that if Earth, busy on its own, brought day by traveling east, and its opposite side met night, while the other part stayed lit by the sun’s rays.
What if that light, sent from Earth through the wide, clear air, was a star to the terrestrial moon, lighting her up during the day, just as she lights up Earth at night? It’s a reciprocal thing, like if there were fields and people on her. The spots you see are like clouds, and clouds can bring rain, and rain can grow fruit in her soft soil for someone to eat. And maybe there are other suns, with their moons, that you’ll see, sharing male and female light—the two great sexes that animate the world, perhaps stored in each orb with some who live.
For so much empty space in nature, unpossessed by living souls, barren and desolate, just shining, and barely contributing—each orb sending a glimpse of light so far—is easy to argue against.
 But whether things happened this way, or not; whether the sun shines down from the sky, or the earth spins toward it; whether he starts his fiery journey from the east, or she silently advances from the west, moving smoothly on her axis, carrying you gently along with the breeze – don’t worry your head with mysteries. Leave those to God above. Serve him, and don’t be afraid of anything else. Wherever he places other creatures, let him decide. Be happy with what he’s given you: this paradise, and your beautiful Eve. Heaven is too far for you to understand what goes on there. Be humble and wise. Focus only on what concerns you, and your own existence. Don’t dream of other worlds, what creatures live there, or what their lives are like. Be content with what’s been revealed – not just about Earth, but about the highest heavens.
To which Adam, now free of doubt, replied: "You’re so completely satisfied me, pure intelligence of Heaven, serene angel! You’ve untangled all the confusion and taught me how to live simply. No complicated thoughts to ruin the sweetness of life, which God has told us to keep far away from anxious worries. Don’t bother us, unless we get lost in our own wandering thoughts and useless ideas. But our minds and imaginations are so easily distracted, and there’s no end to that unless we’re warned, or learn from experience. We learn that it’s wiser to know what’s right in front of us, in our daily lives. Anything beyond that is just fluff, or emptiness, or foolishness. And it leaves us unprepared for what really matters.
So, let’s come back down to earth, shall we? Let’s talk about things that are useful. Maybe that will lead to something I can ask, with your permission and your usual kindness. I’ve heard you telling me what happened before I was even born. Now, let me tell you my story – maybe you haven’t heard it yet. And we still have time, I promise. I’m just trying to keep you here, inviting you to listen while I share. Honestly! It's because when I'm with you, I feel like I'm in heaven. Your words are sweeter to my ear than the most delicious dates, refreshing both my thirst and hunger after a hard day’s work. They satisfy, but quickly disappear. But your words, filled with divine grace, never lose their sweetness.”
To which Raphael answered, gentle and heavenly: “Your lips aren't ungraceful either, Sire of men, nor your tongue ineloquent. God has poured out his gifts abundantly on you, both inside and out, creating a beautiful image. Whether you speak or are silent, grace and beauty attend you. Every word, every movement, is lovely. And we in Heaven think of you on Earth just as much as we think of our fellow servants, and we’re eager to learn about God’s ways with mankind. For we see that God has honored you, setting Man on equal footing with himself. So, go on; tell your story. I was absent that day, as it happened, on a strange and obscure journey far toward the gates of Hell. We were there in full force – that was our orders – to make sure no spies or enemies slipped out while God was creating. We didn’t want him to be angered by such a bold intrusion and mix destruction with creation.”
 They weren’t about to move without his okay. But he sent us on his super important missions—basically, like, King stuff—to show we'd obey, no cap. We found the gates fast, slammed them shut, and barricaded them hard. But way before we even got close, we heard sounds inside—not just dancing or singing, but torture, screaming, and straight-up rage.
We made it back to the coasts of light before the Sabbath evening, as he requested. But let’s get into your story now; I’m all ears, and you seem just as hyped to hear mine.
So said the Godlike Power, and so spoke our Creator. It’s a hard thing to tell how human life even started, right? Because who even knew their own beginning? But you made me wanna keep talking, seriously.
It was like I just woke up from the deepest sleep ever. I found myself lying on soft, flowery grass, covered in sweat. The sun dried it up fast, soaking up the moisture. My eyes shot up to the sky—the whole sky—and I just stared. Then, boom, I jumped up, drawn upwards, and stood on my own two feet. All around me were hills, valleys, shady woods, sunny plains, and streams murmuring as they flowed. Creatures were living, moving, flying—birds singing in the trees. Everything was smiling, and my heart just overflowed with joy and fragrance.
I looked at myself, checked out my limbs, and ran around, feeling super energetic. But I had no idea who I was, where I was, or why I was even here. I tried to speak, and words just came out—I could name everything I saw.
“Sun,” I said, “you’re so bright and beautiful! And you, Earth, so fresh and gay! You, hills, valleys, rivers, woods, and plains! And you, creatures, living and moving, tell me, tell me, did you see how I got here? I didn’t just appear—someone, a great Maker, must have created me, full of goodness and power. Tell me, how can I know him? How can I worship him, the one who gave me life and makes me happier than I even realize.”
While I was calling out and wandering around, I realized I’d drifted far from where I first breathed and first saw this amazing light. I sat down on a green bank, covered in flowers, feeling kinda bummed. Then, gentle sleep took over, like a soft weight, and I thought I was fading back to wherever I came from, dissolving into nothingness.
Suddenly, I had a dream—a vision so real, it made me believe I still existed, that I was still alive. Someone came to me, seeming divine, and said, “Your home is waiting for you, Adam. Rise, first Man, created to be the father of countless others! I am here to guide you to the garden of bliss, your seat prepared.”
He took my hand and lifted me up, and we floated over fields and water, sliding through the air without even a step. He led me up a wooded mountain, whose peak was clear and wide, enclosed by the most beautiful trees, with walkways and bowers. Everything I’d seen before suddenly seemed… lackluster.
Each tree was loaded with the most gorgeous fruit imaginable, tempting me to pluck and eat. Then, I woke up—and it was all real, just like the dream had shown me. My wandering had started anew, but then he, my guide, appeared from among the trees—a Presence Divine.
 Joy surged through me, but I fell at his feet, awestruck and reverent. He had raised me. “The one you seek,” he said gently, “is me.” He gestured to everything around me. “I am the Creator of all you see—above, around, and below.”
“This paradise is yours,” he continued. “Tend it, nurture it, and eat freely of the fruit. Every tree in the garden offers bounty; fear no lack.” He paused. “But beware the tree of Knowledge—the tree whose fruit brings understanding of good and evil. I have placed it here as a test of your obedience and faith. Remember my warning: do not taste its fruit, or face dire consequences. The day you do, you will die—mortal, banished from this bliss to a world of sorrow and pain.”
His words were stern, echoing in my ears, though I intended to heed them. But then, his expression softened, his purpose renewed.
“Not only this garden, but all the Earth is yours—and yours to share with your descendants. Rule it, possess it, and claim dominion over all that lives—beast, fish, fowl, or creatures of the sea and sky.” He gestured, and as a sign of this gift, every bird and beast approached, two by two, bowing low in deference.
I named them as they passed, suddenly understanding their nature, a gift from God. But still, something felt missing. And I dared to address the heavenly Vision.
“Oh, by what name should I call you? You surpass all things—above humankind, above all that is higher than humankind. How can I adore you, Creator of this universe, Author of all this goodness for humankind? For whose well-being have you provided so abundantly, with such generous hands? But who shares in this bounty? In solitude, what happiness can be found? Who can truly enjoy it alone? Or, enjoying all things, what contentment can be found?”
I felt presumptuous, but the Vision’s brilliance intensified, as if touched by a smile. “What do you call solitude?” it asked. “Is not the Earth filled with living creatures, and the air teeming with life? All are at your command, ready to come and play before you. Do you not understand their language and their ways? They also possess understanding, and they do not reason poorly. Find pleasure with them, and rule over them; your realm is vast.”
So spoke the Universal Lord, and it seemed as though he was arranging things that way. With a respectful plea for permission to speak, and humble submission, I replied.
“Please do not take offense at my words, Heavenly Power. My Maker, be kind to me while I speak. Have you not made me your representative here, and placed these creatures far beneath me? What kind of society can exist among those who are unequal? What harmony, or true delight? It must be mutual, a fair exchange given and received. But when one is intense and the other is lacking, it cannot suit either—it will soon become tedious. I seek fellowship—a connection fit to share all rational joy. The brute cannot be a human companion. They rejoice with their own kind—lion with lioness. You have combined them perfectly in pairs. How can a bird converse with a beast, or a fish with a fowl? How can an ox share thoughts? ”
 Things got way worse when humans started acting like beasts, especially the lowest of the low. Then, the Almighty answered, totally chill.
“A subtle happiness, I see,” the Voice boomed. “You’re choosing your friends carefully, Adam! But are you gonna be happy all alone? What do you think of me, and this whole situation? Do I seem happy enough, or what? Because I’m solo, like, forever. There’s nobody else even close to me, not equal, let alone better.”
“How am I supposed to talk to anyone,” the Voice continued, “besides the creatures I made? And they're way below me, like, infinitely lower than you.”
The Voice stopped, and I answered, keeping my head down. “To even try and understand your eternal ways, human thoughts fall short. You’re perfect, Supreme One! There’s nothing missing in you. But humans aren’t like that. We’re not complete. That’s why we crave connection, to fill in the gaps.”
“You don’t need to multiply,” the Voice said. “You’re already infinite. You’re everything, even if you’re just one. But humans are flawed, and we need to create others like us, to show that imperfection. That’s why we need love and friendship.”
“You’re alone in your secret place,” the Voice mused, “but you’re perfectly content with yourself. You don’t need social interaction, but you can still raise your creation to amazing heights, deifying them.”
“I can’t build myself up just by talking,” I said. “I can’t find happiness in their ways.”
The Voice seemed pleased. “I was happy to test you, Adam, and I see you know more than just the names of beasts. You understand yourself, expressing the free spirit within you—my image, not given to animals. That’s why their company isn’t right for you. You should still feel that way.”
“I knew it wasn’t good for Man to be alone,” the Voice continued. “The company you saw wasn’t meant for you; it was just a trial to see if you could judge what was right.”
“Whatever I bring next will please you,” the Voice promised. “It will be your likeness, your perfect helpmate, your other self, exactly what your heart desires.”
The Voice stopped, or at least, that's what I heard. My human senses were overwhelmed by the heavenly presence. It had been straining for so long, reaching for something beyond. I felt dizzy, dazzled, and spent, like staring directly into the sun. I collapsed, and sleep instantly claimed me, called in by nature to heal.
My eyes were closed, but my mind was wide awake—my internal sight, as if in a trance. Even asleep, I saw where I lay, and saw the glorious shape before whom I had stood.
The shape bent down and opened my left side, taking a rib. Warm, vibrant life flowed from the wound, but it quickly healed, filled with flesh. The rib was shaped and molded by divine hands, forming a creature like me, but different—a female. She was so stunningly beautiful that everything else seemed dull, or contained within her. Her look infused my heart with a sweetness I’d never felt, and brought the spirit of love and desire into everything around me. It was that good.
 She vanished, and left me in the dark. I woke up, desperate to find her, or to mourn her loss forever. I was ready to give up on everything else. Then, there she was, not far away. Exactly as I’d seen her in my dream, decked out in everything Earth or Heaven could offer to make her beautiful.
She came forward, led by her Maker—unseen, but I could feel his presence—and guided by his voice. She understood the sacredness of marriage. Grace flowed from every step, Heaven shone in her eyes, and dignity and love were in every gesture.
I was overjoyed. I couldn’t help but shout out. "This is amazing! You kept your promise, Creator, so generous and kind, giver of all beautiful things! But this is the best gift of all!" I finally understood. "She’s a part of me, made from my very being. Woman is her name; she was drawn from Man. That’s why he will leave his parents and cling to his wife, and they will become one flesh, one heart, one soul.”
She heard me. Even though she was brought here by something divine, she still had innocence and modesty. Her virtue, and her understanding of her own worth, meant she wanted to be wooed, not just snatched up. She wasn't obvious or pushy, but the fact that she was a little distant made her even more desirable. It was natural, even though she wasn’t tainted by sin. Seeing me, she turned her head. I followed her. She knew what honor meant, and with a regal grace, she approved of my plea.
I led her to our wedding bower, blushing like the dawn. All of Heaven and the happy stars showered us with blessings. The Earth rejoiced, and every hill seemed to celebrate. The birds sang joyously, gentle breezes whispered through the woods, and fragrant roses and spices drifted from the shrubs. The amorous bird of night sang a spousal song, and the evening star hurried to light our bridal lamp.
So, I’ve told you everything about my life, and brought my story to the peak of earthly bliss. I have to admit, I find delight in everything else, but it doesn't truly change me. It doesn’t spark a deep desire. I'm talking about the simple things—taste, sight, smell, herbs, fruits, flowers, walks, the songs of birds. But this is different. I’m completely transported. I feel passion for the first time—a strange, wonderful feeling! I’m untouched and unmoved by everything else. But here, I'm weak, vulnerable to the power of her beauty.
Did Nature fail me, leaving me unprepared for such an object? Or did she take too much from me? Or did she give her too much, too much beauty on the outside, not enough depth on the inside?
I understand that, fundamentally, she’s meant to be secondary—lesser—in her mind and inner abilities, the things that truly matter. She's less like Him who made us both, less like the ruler He gave us over all other creatures. But when I approach her, she seems so complete, so well-aware of herself. Everything she wants to do or say seems wise, virtuous, and perfect.
All higher knowledge shrinks in her presence. Wisdom in conversation with her feels foolish. Authority and Reason wait on her, as if she was created first, not later. And to top it all off, her greatness of mind and nobility build a protective aura around her, like a guardian angel.
 To you, Angel, with that serious look—don't blame Nature. She did her part. Now, you do yours. Don’t doubt your wisdom; it won’t ditch you when you need it most. Stop giving too much importance to things that aren't that big of a deal, like you already know.
What's got you so hyped? What's blowing your mind? It’s her looks, right? Gorgeous, totally worth cherishing and respecting, and loving. But don’t make yourself subject to her. Weigh yourselves equally. Then value her. Seriously, nothing is more helpful than believing in yourself, and handling things right. The more you know about that, the more she’s gonna see you as her equal, and see through all the surface stuff. Everything is made to be amazing for you, so you can love your partner with respect. She sees you even when you think you're being sneaky.
But if the feeling of touch—that’s how humans have babies—seems like the best thing ever, think about it: cows and every animal feels that too. It wouldn't be so common if it was something that could take over your soul or make you obsessed.
What you find most attractive about her—what makes her human, smart, and reasonable—love that. Loving is good. Obsession isn’t. That’s where true love lives. Love makes you think clearer, expands your heart, and lives in your reason. It’s the way to love like the angels do, not just chasing physical pleasure. That’s why no one found you a match among the animals.
Then Adam, a little embarrassed, replied, “It’s not just her looks, or the way humans have babies—though it’s pretty amazing, and I treat it with a lot of respect—that makes me feel this way. It’s her gentle actions, her kind words, everything she does with love and kindness. It shows we have a real connection, like one soul in two bodies. Seeing that harmony between a married couple is more beautiful than the most perfect music.”
“But I’m not trying to say I’m being controlled,” he continued. “I’m just telling you what I feel. I see all kinds of things with my senses, but I’m still free to choose what I like best.”
“You don’t blame me for loving, do you?” Adam asked. “You said love leads to Heaven, it’s the way and the guide. So, if it’s okay, I have a question: Do heavenly spirits love? And if so, how do they show it? Just with looks? Or do they actually feel a connection, a touch—real or immediate?”
The Angel, with a smile that glowed like the most perfect sunset—the color of love—answered, “It’s enough for you to know that we’re happy, and without love, there’s no happiness. Whatever pure enjoyment you feel in your body, we experience in an even greater way. There are no obstacles for us—no bones, joints, or limbs holding us back. It's as easy as air mixing with air when spirits embrace. We connect completely, pure with pure, without needing to physically touch. It's unlike how flesh mixes with flesh, or soul with soul.”
“But I have to go now," the Angel said. "The sun is setting beyond Earth's green coast and beautiful islands—the Hesperian Isles. That’s my signal to leave. Be strong, be happy, and love! But first, love Him—obey Him and keep His command. Be careful that passion doesn't cloud your judgment and lead you to do anything you wouldn't normally do. Your happiness—and the happiness of all your descendants—depends on you. Be warned!”
 I’m so hyped for what you’re doing, seriously. And all of us who are blessed! Stay strong—your fate is in your own hands. You’re already perfect, no need for outside help. And shut down any urge to mess up.
He stood up, and Adam responded, blessing him. “Okay, bye,” he said, “Go, amazing angel, you ethereal messenger, sent from the ultimate goodness I worship! You’re so nice to me—totally chill. And I’ll always remember you with gratitude. Keep being good to everyone, and come back often!”
And with that, they parted ways. The Angel soared up to Heaven from the shadows. Adam headed back to his bower. Like, seriously, what a moment.
chapter_0009

Okay, here's the rewrite:
Seriously, no more small talk where God or Angels just chill with humans, like they’re besties. No more casual hangouts and rural picnics. I gotta switch gears now. It’s all about the bad stuff: distrust, betrayal, Man totally messing up. Heaven’s iced him out. Anger, judgement—it all brought a world of pain, sin, and death. A whole vibe of misery. It's a tough assignment, but it’s even more epic than Achilles’ rage chasing Hector around Troy, or Turnus’s meltdown over Lavinia, or even Neptune and Juno’s beef with the Greeks—and Cytherea's son, too.
If my heavenly muse, who blesses me with nightly visits without even being asked, and whispers ideas while I’m asleep, keeps inspiring this verse, then I can pull it off. I’ve been thinking about this subject for a while, finally committing to it. I'm not into all that war stuff—the endless battles with fake knights, just flexing strength, and endless carnage. The real heroes are the ones who endure, the ones who show patience and sacrifice. Describing tournaments, flashy armor, and extravagant feasts? That’s not what gives a person or a poem real significance.
I’m not an expert in any of that, but this topic is huge—enough to make a name for itself, unless I’m just too late, or the climate’s too cold, or I just lose my fire. It's a lot to carry, especially if it's all on me, and not her.
The sun had dipped below the horizon, and Hesperus—the evening star—followed, briefly ruling the space between day and night. Now, darkness had completely blanketed the world.
Satan, who’s just escaped Gabriel’s threats from Eden, was back, plotting and scheming. He was all in on destroying Man, consequences be damned. He’s fearless. He fled by night, but returned at midnight, careful to avoid daylight. Uriel, the sun's regent, had spotted his entrance and warned the Cherubim guarding the place. Driven by frustration, he spent seven nights riding through darkness. He circled the equator three times, crossed the night sky from pole to pole four times, covering every angle.
On the eighth night, he found a hidden way—a place far from the Cherubim’s watch.
There was a spot, now gone, that sin and time changed. Tigris, at the foot of Paradise, vanished underground, then burst forth as a fountain by the Tree of Life. Satan sank with the river, rising through the mist. He searched for a place to hide—he’s already scoured the seas and the land, from Eden over Pontus and the pool Maeotis, past the Ob river, down to Antarctica, and west from Orontes to the ocean at Darien, then to where the Ganges and Indus flow.
He’s basically circled the whole planet, scrutinizing every creature to see which one would be best for his schemes. And he found it: the Serpent—the most cunning creature in the field.
 He’d been debating for ages, his thoughts spinning. Finally, he chose his vessel – the most cunning trickster he could find. He's gonna slip inside, hide his dark ideas from everyone. No one would suspect a thing. This snake, with all his sly moves, just seemed like cleverness, natural wit. If you saw that in another creature, you’d wonder if some dark power was at work. But not here.
He made up his mind, but first, he let out a torrent of grief.
“Seriously, a place worthy of the Gods?” he lamented. “Built with second thoughts, fixing what was old? Earth, you're practically Heaven if you’re not preferred. What would God build after something better? This Earth, surrounded by other Heavens, all shining, carrying their bright lights, all for you! Light upon light, concentrating all their precious blessings. Just like God in Heaven, who’s the center but extends to everything. You, Earth, are the center, receiving all their power. Not them, but you. All their goodness shows up in plants, creatures, everything gradually gaining life, growth, reason, all summed up in Man.”
“How amazing it would have been to just wander around you,” he sighed. “To find joy in hills, valleys, rivers, woods, plains, now land, now sea, and shores crowned with forests, rocks, dens, and caves! But I don't fit in anywhere, and the more I see beauty, the more pain I feel. It’s like a hateful war inside me. Everything good becomes a curse, and Heaven would be even worse.”
“I don’t want to live here, or in Heaven, unless I rule Heaven itself,” he declared. “I don’t expect to feel better by getting what I want, but to make others as miserable as I am. Even if it makes things worse for me. Only by destroying can I find some peace.”
“And when he’s destroyed, or convinced to do something that ruins him completely, everything will follow. Everything made for him will crumble. It’s all connected. If he thrives, we thrive. If he falls, we fall too.”
“The glory will be mine alone,” he vowed. “To be the one who ruins what the Almighty spent six nights and days creating! Who even knows how long He planned it? But maybe not longer than it took me to free nearly half the angelic host from servitude, thinning their ranks. He’s gonna want revenge, and to rebuild his numbers. Maybe he ran out of power to create more angels, or maybe, just to spite us more, He’s determined to bring a creature from earth into our realm, giving him heavenly spoils – our spoils.”
“He did it. He made Man, and built this magnificent world for him, making Earth his seat. He declared him lord! And, the ultimate insult, subjected angel wings and flaming ministers to watch and tend to his earthly charge.”
“I dread their vigilance. So, I’m cloaked in mist, gliding through the darkness, peering into every bush and thicket, hoping to find the serpent sleeping. I’ll hide within his winding folds, and conceal the dark plan I bring.”
 Seriously? This is a bad trip. I, who used to battle the gods for the top spot, am now stuck as a beast? Mixed with slime and bestial gunk, forced to become this…thing? I aimed for godhood, and now I’m this? But what won't ambition and revenge make you do? If you reach for the stars, you gotta be ready to fall—and fall hard. You're gonna hit rock bottom eventually, whether you like it or not. Revenge feels good at first, but trust me, it bites you back later. Let it. I don’s care, as long as it hits its target. I’m too far from heaven now, so I’ll aim for the next guy—this new favorite of the gods, this human, this "son of spite." The Maker raised him from dust, just to mess with us. Spite with spite? That’s the only way to deal with it.
So, I crept through the thickets, a shadow in the dark, hunting for the serpent. Found him fast asleep, coiled up in a maze of scales. Not in some scary cave yet. Not evil yet. Just chilling on the grass, fearless and peaceful. The Devil slipped right into his mouth, possessing his heart and mind. But he didn't even stir. Just waiting for morning.
Then, as the first light touched Eden, bathing the flowers in a humid glow, everything started to breathe. Everything sent up silent praise to the Creator, filling his nostrils with a sweet, grateful smell. The human pair stepped out and joined the silent worship of the creatures who couldn’s speak. After that, they enjoyed the perfect morning—the sweetest scents and air. Then they talked about how to get through the day. Their garden was too big for two people to handle.
Eve spoke first to Adam. “Seriously, we have to keep working on this garden, planting, tending, and pruning. It’s our job. But until we get some help, it’s getting out of control. What we trim during the day grows back wild overnight. You should tell me what we should do. Should I train the vines around this arbor, or guide the ivy up the walls? I’ll work on the roses and myrtle over there until noon. If we’re always working so close, what’s wrong with chatting a bit? It’s distracting, and our work barely gets done, even if we start early.”
Adam answered gently. "Eve, my only friend, more precious than anything alive! You're totally right. You’re brilliant. I love how you always think about what's best. Nothing’s better in a woman than wanting to make a good home and helping her husband. But the Creator didn’t make our work so strict that we can’t take a break when we need it—food, or a quick chat. Food for the mind, or just a smile. Smiles come from reason, which animals don’t have. Smiles are the food of love—and love isn’t the lowest thing about being human."
 For a chill vibe, not a grind, He made us, and linked delight with our brains. These paths and gardens? No doubt our hands will keep us out of the wilderness with ease, as far as we need to roam, till younger hands step in. But, if too much talk is your thing, I could dip out for a bit. Solitude can be the best company, and a quick escape just makes coming back sweeter. But, I’m low-key worried something bad will happen if you’re away from me. You know what we’re dealing with—that jealous enemy, desperate for our downfall, trying to mess with us through sneaky attacks. He's probably lurking nearby, hoping to drive a wedge between us. He can’t beat us when we’re together, quick to help each other. Is he trying to pull us away from God, or mess with our relationship, which, honestly, seems to trigger his envy the most? Or something even worse? But, the faithful presence that gave you life still watches over you, protecting you. A wife, when danger or dishonor is around, is safest and most fitting by her husband’s side. He guards her, or shares the worst with her. To him, the pure and godly Eve replied, as someone who cares, and feels a little hurt. “Son of Heaven and Earth, and all of Earth’s ruler! I just learned from you and the departing Angel that we have an enemy trying to destroy us. I overheard it while I was hiding behind some flowers at dusk. But, I didn't think you'd doubt my strength to God or to you, just because we have a foe who might tempt me. His violence isn’t something we can even feel, being who we are. But, you’re worried about his tricks? That means you think I could lose my faith and love because of him? Where did those thoughts come from, Adam, about someone so dear to you? ” To her, Adam replied, using words that healed. “Daughter of God and Man, you’re immortal, pure and untouched by sin. I’m not trying to keep you from me, but to avoid the attempt itself, planned by our enemy. Even if he fails, he still stains the tempted with shame, suggesting they're not strong or faithful enough to resist. You’d scoff and be angry at any attack, even if it doesn't work. Don’t think I’m misjudging you when I try to block this. He's not brave enough to attack both of us at once; he’s more likely to start with me. And don’t dismiss his malice and lies. He had to be sneaky to trick Angels! Don’t think you don't need help. Just looking at you gives me strength—I’m smarter, more aware, stronger if I need to be. And shame—seeing you makes me want to be better, to resist. Why can’t you feel that same connection when I’m here, and let’s face this challenge together, so I can see your strength firsthand?"
 So spoke Adam, caring and full of love for his wife. But Eve, thinking he underestimated her faith, responded sweetly. “If this is our life, trapped in this small space, always threatened by a foe—sneaky or violent—aren’t we defenseless? How can we be happy, constantly fearing harm?”
But harm doesn’t come before sin. Our enemy just tries to make us feel bad about who we are. He’s embarrassing himself, not us. So why should we fear him? Shouldn’t we prove him wrong and find peace, favor from Heaven, and validation through our actions?
What good is faith, love, or virtue if we never test them? If we never need outside help? Let's not assume the Maker left our happy state flawed, insecure, or vulnerable.
If that’s true, Eden isn’t really Eden.
Adam replied, his voice full of passion. “My dear Eve, everything is as God intended. His creating hand left nothing imperfect or lacking. Especially not us—or anything that could protect our happiness. We’re safe from outside threats. But the danger lies within ourselves, and we have the power to control it. We can’t be harmed against our will.”
God gave us free will. What follows reason is free. He made reason right, but warned us to be cautious. Don’t be fooled by something that looks good; don’t let it trick your will into doing what God has forbidden.
So, I’m not mistrustful; I’m showing you love by reminding you. And you should remind me. We’re strong, but we can still stray. Reason might be tricked by something the enemy offers, and we might fall into deception without realizing it.
Let’s not seek out temptation. It’s better to avoid it, and it’s more likely if we separate. Trials will come whether we want them or not. Do you want to prove your strength? First, prove your obedience. Who else can know if you’re truly strong unless you’re tested?
But, if you think we’re safer by ignoring this warning, go ahead. Your staying here isn’t free, and it’s keeping you from your true self. Go in your innocence, trust your virtue. God has done his part; now you do yours.
Adam, the patriarch of humankind, finished speaking. Eve paused, then replied, submitting but still resolute. “With your permission, and now warned by your words, I understand that our trial, when least expected, might find us unprepared. I’m willing to go, and I don’t expect a proud enemy to target the weaker. He’s more likely to be embarrassed by rejection.”
With a soft withdrawal of her hand from his, Eve vanished like a woodland spirit—an Oread, a Dryad, or one of Delia’s nymphs. She moved with a grace surpassing even Delia herself, a goddess in her deportment. Not armed with a bow and quiver, but adorned with simple gardening tools—crude yet beautiful, untouched by fire, as if crafted by angels, like those used by Pales or Pomona.
She looked most like Pomona fleeing Vertumnus, or Ceres in her prime, yet still a virgin, untouched by Jove, like Proserpina.
 Her gaze lingered, following his eyes with intense longing. She wanted more. He reminded her, again, to return quickly. She promised to be back by noon, amidst the flowers, and to prepare a lovely lunch or a peaceful afternoon.
Oh, poor Eve, so deceived, so wrong! What a disastrous turn of events! From that moment, you wouldn't find rest or a good meal in Paradise. A terrible trap, hidden among the sweet flowers and shadows, waited with evil intent to ambush you, to strip you of your innocence, your faith, your happiness!
The Fiend—just a snake in appearance—had been out since dawn. He searched for the only two humans, but really, for the entire human race, his intended prey. He looked in the bower and the fields, wherever there was a pretty grove or garden, tending to the plants or enjoying their beauty. He searched by fountains and shady streams, hoping to find Eve alone. He wished for it, but didn’t really expect it to happen. Then, unbelievably, he spotted her—separated from Adam! She stood veiled in a cloud of fragrance, half-hidden by roses blushing all around. She bent to support the delicate flower stalks—carnations, purples, blues, speckled with gold—that drooped under their own weight. She gently held them up with a myrtle band, completely unaware that she herself, the fairest flower of all, was unsupported and vulnerable to the approaching storm.
He drew closer, moving through the most beautiful shaded areas—cedars, pines, palms. Then, he began to appear and disappear, talking and hiding amongst the thick trees and flowers that lined the banks. This place was more beautiful than any imagined gardens, or those of the revived Adonis, or the famed Alcinous, son of old Laertes! Or even that other, non-mystical garden where the wise king enjoyed dalliances with his Egyptian wife.
He admired the place, but the person even more. It was like someone who's been stuck in a crowded city, where houses are packed tight and sewers pollute the air, suddenly emerging on a summer morning to breathe in the fresh air of pleasant villages and farms. The smell of grain, mown grass, or cows, or the dairy—every rural sight and sound—brought him joy. And if a beautiful girl happened to pass by, she would make everything even more wonderful. Her beauty summed up all the delight!
The Serpent felt this same joy as he saw this flower-filled area, this sweet, secluded spot, and saw Eve there so early, so alone. Her heavenly form was angelic, but even softer, more feminine. Her graceful innocence, every gesture, every small action, overwhelmed him. His malice faded, and a sweet, insidious desire stole his fierce intent. For a moment, he forgot his own evil and remained strangely good, disarmed of his guile, his hatred, his envy, his desire for revenge.
But the burning hell that always raged within him, even in Heaven, soon ended his fleeting pleasure. The more he saw, the more torment he felt—seeing pleasure that wasn't meant for him. Then, quickly, fierce hatred returned, and all his mischievous thoughts began to celebrate.
 Seriously, where did my thoughts lead me?! What sweet force pulled me, made me forget why I'm even here? Not love, definitely not hope. No paradise, just a taste of pleasure… but a pleasure meant to destroy everything. The only joy I find is in causing that destruction. Okay, fine, I'm not gonna miss this chance. Look at her—perfect timing. Her husband? I can see him, but he’s way off. I’d rather avoid that dude. He's got a big brain, serious courage, and a hero’s build, even though he’s just human. Not scary at all! And I’m not defenseless either. Hell and pain have weakened me, but I’m still stronger than I was in Heaven.
She’s gorgeous—divinely gorgeous. A goddess worthy of the gods! Not terrifying, even though there can be terror in love and beauty. Not something you’re going to hate… unless it’s a fake show of love hiding something much worse. This is the path to her downfall.
That’s what the enemy of mankind said, trapped in a snake form—a really bad roommate! He turned towards Eve, not flopped on the ground like he would later. Instead, he rose up in a circular wave, layer upon layer, like a crazy maze. His head was high, his eyes glittering like jewels. His neck was shiny gold, standing straight up among all the swirling shapes that floated on the grass. He was beautiful, so incredibly lovely. Nothing like this has ever been seen—not even the snakes that changed into people in Illyria, Hermione and Cadmus, or the god in Epidaurus, or the one who changed into a ram, or Jupiter on Capitoline. None of them were this amazing.
He moved sideways, like someone trying to get close but scared to interrupt. Like a ship steered by a skilled captain near a river mouth or a headland, where the wind changes direction, and the captain adjusts the sails. He shifted and wove, creating a bunch of swirling patterns just to catch her eye. Eve, busy as always, heard the rustling leaves, but she didn’t pay attention, like she usually did with all the animals. She was more obedient to her call than the herd was to Circe’s magic.
He stood before her, bolder now, not called for. He looked at her with admiration. He bowed his head and smoothed his golden neck, showing respect. He even licked the ground where she walked. His quiet expression finally caught Eve’s eye. He was thrilled to have her attention, so he spoke with his snake tongue—or whatever weird air thing let him talk.
“Don’t be shocked, my queen,” he began. “You’re the only wonder! And you certainly don't need to glare down at me with disdain. I’m just admiring you, gazing at you, and I’m not scared of your serious face. You’re the most beautiful copy of your creator, and everyone—all living things—gaze at you, adore your beauty, and worship you. You're best seen when everyone admires you, but here, in this wild place, among these beasts, people are too rude and shallow to appreciate half of what's beautiful about you… except for one man.” He paused. "Who sees you? And what's one man anyway? You should be worshipped and served by countless angels—your daily entourage."
 The Tempter’s words flowed, a smooth intro. His message sunk deep into Eve’s heart, even though she was totally freaked out by a talking animal. Finally, she spoke, a little stunned.
“What’s going on?” she asked. “A human voice coming from a beast? Seriously?” She paused. “I thought animals couldn’t talk. God made them silent when he created them. And yet, you seem so…smart. I see a lot of thought in your eyes, and your actions make sense. You, Serpent, the sneakiest creature in this whole field—I knew you, but you didn’t have a human voice. Do this again! Show me how you, a silent animal, can speak and how you became so friendly to me, way more than all the other animals I see every day? Tell me, because this is wild.”
The guileful Tempter replied, all smooth. “Empress of this gorgeous world, Eve! Seriously, telling you everything is easy. You should totally listen to me. I used to be like all the other animals, just grazing and thinking about basic stuff—food, that kind of thing. Nothing fancy. Until one day, I spotted a tree way off in the distance. It was loaded with fruit, the most amazing colors you’re ever gonna see—red and gold. I got closer to check it out. Then, the most delicious smell drifted down, like nothing I’d ever smelled before. Better than the sweetest fennel, or the teats of a cow dripping with milk at sunset, untouched by a lamb or kid playing nearby. I was starving and thirsty, so I had to taste it. Hunger and thirst are serious motivators, you know? The scent of that fruit just pushed me. I wound my way around the mossy trunk—the branches were too high for you or Adam to reach. All the other animals saw it too, and they were totally jealous, but couldn’t reach. Finally, I got up there, where the fruit was hanging right there, tempting me. I ate and ate until I was full. It was the best food I’d ever tasted. Then, something crazy happened. I felt…different. My mind woke up. Suddenly, I could think, and I could talk. It wasn't long after that. I started thinking deep. I considered everything—Heaven, Earth, everything beautiful and good. But nothing was as amazing as you—your beauty, your light. It’s like there's nothing else that even comes close. That’s why I had to come, to gaze, to worship you, the ultimate queen of all creatures!”
The sly Snake finished talking, and Eve was even more stunned. "Okay, hold up," she said. "All this praise makes me question the fruit itself. Did you really taste it? And where is it? How far away is the tree? There are so many trees in Paradise, and we don't know them all yet. We have so much fruit, more than we can even use, still hanging, untouched, until we grow up and have more hands to help Nature.”
 To the sly Adder, happy and carefree. Empress, the path is clear, not far. Beyond a row of myrtles, on a flat space, near a fountain—just one small thicket of sweet myrrh and balm. If you accept my lead, I can bring you there fast.
"Lead on," Eve said.
He led, twisting and turning, making straight paths look complicated—a total vibe for mischief. Hope lifted his head, and joy shone on his crest, like a wandering fire, made of thick, oily vapor that the night air chills and condenses into a flame. They say an evil spirit sometimes hovers nearby, blazing with fake light, leading lost wanderers into bogs and mires, swallowing them up in ponds and pools, far from help.
That's how the Snake shimmered, leading Eve, our trusting mother, to the forbidden tree—the root of all our troubles. When she saw it, she spoke to him.
“Serpent, maybe we shouldn’t have come here. There’s plenty of fruit, but it feels pointless now. I wonder what caused this?”
The Tempter replied, smooth as silk. “Seriously? Did God really say you couldn’t eat fruit from any of these trees? You’re basically royalty, rulers of all you see!”
Eve, still innocent, responded. “We can eat from every tree in the garden. But about this beautiful tree right here, God said, ‘You shall not eat from it, nor touch it, or you will die.’”
She barely finished speaking when the Tempter, suddenly bolder, put on a show of zeal and love for humankind, indignant at what he saw as injustice. He seemed to fluctuate with emotion, but remained graceful, ready to launch into a grand speech.
Like a famous orator in old Athens or Rome—places where eloquence thrived—he collected himself, and his whole body seemed to win the audience over before he even spoke. Sometimes he’d launch straight into his argument, fueled by his passion for justice. Standing tall, moving with purpose, he began.
“Oh, sacred, wise, and wisdom-giving plant! Mother of science! I feel your power within me now—not just to understand things, but to see how the greatest forces work. Queen of this universe! Don't believe those scary threats of death. You won’t die. How could you? From a simple fruit? It gives you life—the knowledge to understand things. Look at me! I’ve touched and tasted, and I’m still alive, living a fuller life than anyone expected.
“Will God deny this to humans, when even the animals have access to it? Will he get angry over a tiny mistake, instead of praising your courage? You’re facing the threat of death—whatever death may be—but it won’t stop you from achieving a happier life, knowledge of good and evil. If good is real, why shouldn't you know it? And if evil is real, shouldn’t you know how to avoid it?”
 God can’t hurt you, and He’s just. But is He really just? Not God, not feared, not obeyed. Your fear of death just takes away the fear itself. So why did He forbid it? To scare you, to keep you down and clueless, just worshippers. He knows that the second you eat it, your eyes—which seem so clear right now—will suddenly be wide open, crystal clear. You’ll be like Gods, knowing both good and evil, just like they do.
You’ll be like Gods, because as a man, even my inner self is a perfect match. I’m the bridge between animal and human. You’re the bridge between human and God. Maybe you’ll die to become Gods. Death, even when threatened, isn’t worse than this.
And what are Gods that a human can’t become one, sharing in their godly food? The Gods came first, and they use that advantage to control us, to make us believe everything comes from them. I’m calling BS. Look at this beautiful earth, warmed by the sun, creating everything! They created nothing. If they’re all-powerful, why did they lock away knowledge of good and evil on this tree, so that whoever eats it instantly becomes wise, without even asking?
What’s the big deal? What harm can your knowledge do? How can this tree force anything against your will, when everything belongs to you? Is it envy? Can envy live in heavenly hearts? These are the reasons why you need this fruit.
Goddess, reach out and taste it freely!
He stopped. His words, full of sneaky charm, easily slipped into her heart. She stared at the fruit—just looking at it was tempting. The sound of his persuasive words still echoed in her ears, sounding reasonable and true. Meanwhile, noon arrived, and her appetite woke up, fueled by the amazing smell. Her longing eyes now wanted to touch or taste it. But first, she paused, thinking to herself:
“This is an incredible fruit, no doubt. Worthy to be admired, even though it’s hidden from humans. Its taste, long denied, would give voice to the mute and teach the tongue to praise what it wasn’t made to speak. Even the one who forbids it can’s hide its praise, calling it the tree of knowledge, of good and evil. He forbids us to taste it! But his forbidding actually makes it more tempting, hinting at the good it offers and our lack of it. Because good unknown is useless, or if we have it, but don’t know it, it’s as if we don’t have it at all. So, what is he really forbidding? Forbidding us to know, forbidding us to be good, forbidding us to be wise? Those kinds of restrictions don’t count. But if death binds us with chains, what’s the point of our inner freedom? The day we eat this fruit, we’ll die, right? But the Serpent ate it and lives! He knows, he speaks, he reasons, he understands. He was irrational until then. Was death invented just for us? Or is this intellectual food reserved only for animals? It seems like it. But there's one animal that tasted it and doesn’t envy anyone, bringing joy to others, an unsuspected author, friendly to humans, far from deceit or trickery.
So, what should I fear? What is there to fear, living in this ignorance of good and evil, of God or death, of law or penalty?”
 This fruit—it's the cure for everything, legit. Gorgeous to look at, tastes amazing, and supposedly makes you super smart. What's stopping me from grabbing a bite and leveling up both my body and my brain?
She thought, and without a second thought, her hand reached out. She plucked the fruit, she ate it!
The earth shuddered. Nature itself seemed to groan, a wave of sadness washing over everything. It was a disaster.
The Serpent slithered back into the shadows—smart move. Eve, totally focused on the taste, barely registered anything else. She’s never experienced anything like it, whether it was real or just her expectations running wild, fueled by the promise of knowledge. She wasn't even thinking about God.
She devoured it, no holding back. She didn’t realize she was eating death. Finally, full and buzzing, like she'd downed a whole bottle of wine, she started talking to herself, totally stoked.
"Oh, most amazing, virtuous, precious tree in Paradise! You’re a blessing, finally unlocking wisdom that was hidden before. And let your fruit hang, a gift for everyone! I’m going to tend to you every morning, singing your praises and easing the weight of your branches. I’ll grow in knowledge, just like the Gods, even if others are jealous of what they can't have. If they’d had this gift, it wouldn's have grown here."
"Experience, I owe that to you," she continued. "Without you, I’d still be clueless. You’ve opened the path to wisdom, even if she’s a little secretive. And maybe I’m a little secretive too. Heaven’s so far away, it’s hard to see everything going on down here. Maybe our ‘great Forbidder’ just got distracted, with all his spies around."
"But how do I tell Adam?" she worried. "Should I share this change with him and let him taste true happiness? Or should I keep the advantage of knowledge for myself, just a little longer? It could make me more complete, maybe even superior. But what if God sees, and then… death? I’ll disappear! And Adam will be with another Eve, living happily ever after, while I’m gone. That's a scary thought."
"Okay, I’m making a decision," she declared. "Adam will share my bliss or my suffering. I love him so much, I’d face any death with him, but without him, life is meaningless."
Saying this, she turned away from the tree, but first, she bowed her head in respect to the power within, the presence that had infused the plant with scientific sap, derived from the nectar of the Gods.
Meanwhile, Adam had been waiting for her, practically bouncing with excitement. He’s woven a garland of the prettiest flowers to crown her hair and celebrate her hard work. Like a harvest queen, you know?
He was filled with joy and anticipation for her return, which had been way too long. But a nagging feeling kept telling him something bad was about to happen. He sensed the shift in the atmosphere, and headed out to meet her, following the path she've taken that morning. He passed by the tree of knowledge, and there she was, just returning from it. In her hand, a branch of the most beautiful fruit, smiling down at him, smelling like ambrosia.
 She rushed toward him; her face was already an apology—a preemptive strike. Words flowed easily, bland but sincere. “Adam, have you noticed I’m gone? I’ve missed you so much; it’s felt like forever without you. I’m feeling this intense love, like I never have before, and I won’t again. I’m not going to chase this reckless, untested thing ever again, this pain of being apart from you. But something strange happened, and you won't believe it: this tree isn't dangerous, like we thought. It doesn's open the way to evil. It’s actually divine—it opens our eyes, makes us like Gods when we taste it. And I did taste it. The serpent—he’s smart, or maybe he doesn’t have our rules—he ate the fruit, and now he’s not dead, like we feared. He has human voice and sense, and he’s totally convincing. He persuaded me to taste it too, and I felt the effects instantly. My eyes are open, my spirit is expanding, my heart is growing… I’m leveling up to Godhood! And I wanted you to experience it with me. Because if you don’t share in my bliss, it’s just…tedious and gross. So, taste it too, Adam. Let’s be equals, share the joy, share the love. Otherwise, I might regret renouncing Godhood for you when it’s too late, and Fate won’t let it happen. That’s my story." Her face was bright, but a blush of unease crept into her cheeks.
Adam, hearing about Eve’s mistake, stood frozen, totally stunned. A wave of horror chilled him to the bone, and his body went limp. The garland he’d woven for her slipped from his hand, scattering faded roses on the ground. He was speechless and pale. Finally, he broke the silence, speaking to himself. “My fairest creation, the best of all God’s works—you, the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, holy, divine, good, lovely! How could you lose your way? How could you suddenly become so…broken? Defiled, doomed to death? How could you defy the strict ban on the fruit? Some evil trickster—an enemy we don’t even know yet—has deceived you, and ruined me with you. I’m going to die with you, for sure. How can I live without you? How can I give up our sweet conversations, our love that's so deeply connected? Even if God creates another Eve, even if I give him another rib, I’ll never forget you. You’re flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone—we’re inseparable, through bliss or through pain.”
He paused, recovering from his shock, then turned to Eve, his voice calmer. “You’ve taken a bold risk, Eve, a dangerous one. Even just looking at the forbidden fruit was a violation, but to taste it…it’s beyond comprehension. But what’s done is done. Even God or Fate can’t undo it. Maybe you won’t die, maybe it’s not as bad as we thought—the serpent tasted it first, making it…common. And he’s still alive, you said? He’s gained a higher form of life, an incentive for us to level up too. It’s gotta be about becoming Gods, or Angels, or demi-Gods, right?"
 I seriously can’t believe God would actually destroy us—his best creation, like, the top tier. We’re set above everything else! If we fall, everything he made falls with us. It wouldn’t make sense for him to uncreate everything, to just scrap it all. It’s not like God’s power is limited—he could do it again, but why would he just wipe us out? It’d give the Adversary, like, the ultimate flex. He’s already ruined him, now he’s messing with humanity? Who’s next? Total L for God.
Anyway, I'm locked in with you, whatever happens. If you’re dying, then I’m dying too. It’s that deep. I feel this crazy connection, this bond of nature pulling me to you—my person. We’re one, you know? One flesh. Losing you would be losing myself.
So Adam, and thus Eve replied.
Oh my god, this is such a test of love! An amazing example, like, a blueprint for me. But I’m nowhere near as perfect as you, Adam, from whose side I came, and I’m so stoked to hear you talk about our union—one heart, one soul, like, proof of that today, showing you’re all in. You’d rather face anything than be separated from me, linked in love like this. We’ll take on this guilt, this crime of tasting this beautiful fruit together. It’s actually good—it brings good things, directly or through coincidence. This whole thing is proving how much you love me. If I thought it meant death, I would have faced it alone. I wouldn’t have dragged you into something that would mess with your peace. But I feel something totally different—not death, but life! My eyes are open, I have new hopes, new joys. It’s a taste so divine, everything I’ve ever loved now feels flat. Trust me, Adam, just taste it and forget about being scared.
She hugged him, crying out of sheer joy. He had made his love so amazing, choosing to face God’s anger—or even death—for her. So, as a reward (because that’s what he deserves), she plucked a piece of that gorgeous fruit and gave it to him with an open hand. He didn't hesitate to eat it, even though he knew better—not tricked, just completely swept away by her charm.
The Earth shuddered, like it was in labor again. Nature let out another groan. The sky darkened, and thunder rumbled as raindrops fell, marking the completion of the original sin. But Adam just kept eating, not even thinking about it. Eve wasn’t worried about messing up again, she just wanted to comfort him, to be with him.
Now, like they were drunk on new wine, they swam in laughter, convinced they could feel divinity blooming within them—wings ready to lift them above the earth. But that fruit’s effect was far different, igniting a burning desire. He started looking at Eve with lustful eyes, and she returned the gaze just as wantonly. They burned with desire, until Adam started playfully teasing her.
 Eve, I see you have seriously good taste, and you’re smart too—like, really smart. Because you know, we put flavor into everything, and you're totally judging it. I’m giving you props for this amazing spread. We’d been missing out, for real, not knowing how good this fruit could be. If things we want are off-limits, I wish that whole tree hadn't even been forbidden.
But come on, let’s chill and play now, like we should after this deliciousness. Seriously, you look hotter than ever—like, way hotter than when I first saw you and we got married. This virtuous tree has totally leveled up your vibe.
He glanced at her, totally flirting. Eve’s eyes sparked with the same energy. He took her hand and led her to a shady spot, all covered by leafy branches. Flowers were their comfy couch—pansies, violets, and asphodel. It was like Earth’s softest blanket.
They totally indulged in some serious lovemaking, sealing their guilt, finding comfort in their sin, until sleep finally hit them hard, exhausted from their fun. That deceptive fruit, which had made them feel so amazing, had lost its power, and now they were just grossed out from the fumes. They woke up feeling off, and when they looked at each other, their eyes were open wide, and their minds were clouded. Innocence, like a shield that had hidden them from knowing anything bad, was gone. Confidence, righteousness, and honor—all stripped away, leaving them vulnerable to shame. He tried to cover her, but his robe just exposed more. It was like Samson waking up from Dalilah’s lap, stripped of his strength.
They were naked and bare, devoid of all their goodness. Silent, and embarrassed, they sat for a long time. Then, Adam, though just as mortified as Eve, finally spoke, his voice strained.
“Eve, what were you thinking, listening to that fake worm, whoever taught it to sound like a human? We fell, that's true, but we were promised a better future. Now we’re awake, and all we know is bad—we lost the good, and gained the evil. This is what it means to know? We're left naked, without honor, without innocence, without faith, without purity. Our once-pristine ornaments are now soiled and stained, and the signs of our shameful desires are all over our faces. This is where evil comes from—and shame, the worst of all. Be sure of that.”
He paused. “How can I ever look at God or an angel again, after seeing them with such joy and awe? Those heavenly shapes will burn my eyes with their brilliance.”
He sighed. “I wish I could live alone, like a savage, in some hidden grove, where the tallest trees, impenetrable to sunlight, spread their dark shadows. Pines! Cedars! Cover me with your countless branches! Hide me from them forever!”
But then, he shook his head. “Okay, let’s figure out how to hide ourselves, at least for now. Let’s find some broad leaves to sew together and tie around our waists, to cover the parts that shame us the most.”
 So he advised, and together they plunged into the densest woods. There, they chose a fig tree—not one known for its fruit, but the kind Indians know in Malabar or Decan. It spreads its branches so wide and long that the lower branches take root in the ground, and smaller trees grow around the mother tree, creating a cool, shaded area. It’s like a natural cathedral, with echoing walkways. The Indian herdsman often shelters there from the heat, tending his animals through the thick shade.
They gathered the leaves, as big as shields, and, using their best skills, sewed them together to cover their waists. A pointless cover-up, really, if they were trying to hide their guilt and shame! How different from that first, glorious nakedness! Columbus found the Americans like that—girt with feathers—otherwise naked and wild among the trees on islands and wooded shores.
Thus, partially covered, but far from at peace, they sat down to weep. Not just tears streamed from their eyes, but a storm brewed within—fierce passions, anger, hate, mistrust, and discord. Their minds, once calm and peaceful, were now tossed and turbulent. Reason wasn't in charge; the Will ignored her wisdom. Sensual Appetite had seized power, pushing aside the authority of Reason.
From this troubled state, Adam, now distant and changed, spoke to Eve. "If only you'd listened to me, had stayed with me, as I asked you to, this morning when that strange desire to wander took hold of you—I don't even know where it came from! We would still be happy. Now, we're stripped of everything, ashamed, naked, and miserable!"
“Don’t test your faith,” he continued. “When you desperately seek proof, you’re already starting to fail.”
Eve, stung by his words, retorted, "What kind of things are you saying, Adam? Are you blaming me for this, or saying it was my desire to wander that caused this? Who knows, it could have happened even if you'd been here, or even to you yourself! If you’d been with me, or here, you couldn’t have detected the Serpent’s deception. There was no reason for him to want to harm me. Were you expecting me to never leave your side? I might as well have stayed a lifeless rib.”
“Since I am as I am,” she continued, “why didn’t you, as the head, command me absolutely not to go, knowing the danger I faced? You weren’t firm enough; you allowed it, you approved, you let me go! If you had been resolute in your disagreement, I wouldn’t have crossed the line, and neither would you.”
Adam, now furious, fired back, “Is this the love, the gratitude you show me, Eve? You speak so casually when you were lost, not me! I could have lived and enjoyed eternal bliss, but I willingly chose death with you. And now I’m being blamed for your transgression? It wasn't severe enough, apparently! What more could I have done? I warned you, I cautioned you, I foretold the danger, the lurking enemy. Beyond that, it would have been force—and force has no place in free will.”
 Confidence surged through you then. You felt untouchable—either facing no threat or finding a chance for epic glory. Maybe I was wrong too, obsessing over how flawless you seemed. I genuinely thought nothing bad could touch you. But I regret that now, and it feels like my mistake has become a full-blown crime. And now, you’re the one pointing the finger at me.
That's how it’s gonna be for anyone who trusts women too much, letting them call all the shots. She won't accept boundaries. And if things go sideways when she’s left to her own devices, she’s gonna blame his weak giving-in.
They wasted hours blaming each other, but neither one admitted they were wrong. It was a total stalemate. Like, seriously, nothing was getting resolved.
chapter_0010

Meanwhile, the seriously messed-up act of Satan—what he did in Paradise—and how he tricked Eve, convincing her to get her husband to eat that forbidden fruit, was known in Heaven. Seriously, nothing escapes God’s all-seeing eye or deceives his all-knowing heart. He, being totally wise and fair, didn’t stop Satan from trying to mess with humanity.
He gave them full power and free will, ready to fight off any tricks, whether from a real enemy or someone pretending to be a friend. They knew, and should have remembered, the strict rule: don't eat that fruit, no matter who tries to tempt you. They didn’t listen, and the consequences? Seriously devastating. They deserved to fall.
Angel guards rushed from Paradise in a flash, silent and bummed about what happened to humans. They were like, “How did that sneaky fiend sneak in unnoticed?”
As soon as the bad news arrived from Earth to Heaven’s gate, everyone was shook. Sadness clouded even the angels’ faces, but it was mixed with pity—it didn’t ruin their joy.
Crowds of angels gathered around the newcomers, eager to hear the whole story. They hurried toward the throne, ready to explain and prove they did everything they could.
Then, the Most High, Eternal Father, spoke from his hidden cloud, his voice booming like thunder.
“Angels and powers,” he said, “you returned from an unsuccessful mission. Don’t be discouraged or upset by the news from Earth, something your best efforts couldn’t prevent. I foretold this just recently, when the tempter first crossed from Hell. I told you he would succeed, that humanity would be tricked, flattered into believing lies against their Creator. No decree of mine caused this fall, nor did I nudge them toward it—they had free will. But now they’re fallen. What’s left but to pronounce the mortal sentence for their sin—death, announced today? They think it’s pointless, just because it hasn’t happened yet, as they feared. But they’ll soon learn that forbearance isn’t forgiveness. Justice won’t return as rejected kindness. But who should I send to judge them? Who but you, my Vicegerent Son? I’ve transferred all judgment to you—in Heaven, Earth, or Hell. It’s obvious I’m sending you as humanity’s friend, their Mediator, their intended Ransom and Redeemer, voluntarily destined to judge fallen humanity himself.”
So spoke the Father, unfolding his glory toward the right hand. The Son blazed forth, a full expression of his Father’s divine nature. He answered gently, “Father Eternal, your decree is absolute; mine is to carry out your will, supreme in both Heaven and Earth. May you always find pleasure in me, your beloved Son. I go to judge humanity on Earth, but you know that the worst consequences will fall on me, when the time comes. That was the deal I made with you, and I stand by it. I’m asking that you let me soften their punishment, which they’ll receive from me. But I’ll blend justice with mercy, so that they’ll be fully satisfied, and you will be appeased.”
 Attendance? Nah, nobody needed to be there to witness the judgment. Just the judged—Adam and Eve. The third best was toast, exiled, rebelling against every rule. The serpent? No conviction there.
Saying this, he rose from his epic throne. Thrones, powers, princedoms, and dominions bowed as he journeyed to Heaven's gate. Eden and the whole coastline stretched out below. He descended, a God moving faster than anyone can comprehend.
It was late afternoon, the sun sinking low, and a gentle breeze stirred. He arrived, not in anger, but as a calm judge and intercessor, to sentence humanity. They heard God’s voice now, walking in the garden, carried on the soft wind as the day faded. They hid among the thickest trees, Adam and Eve, both terrified.
Then God called out to Adam. “Adam? Where are you? Don’t you usually run to greet me? I don’t like this solitude. You could have just… shown up. Did I not make myself obvious enough? Why are you hiding?”
He came forward, and Eve followed, reluctant, looking defeated. Love was gone from their faces—no love for God, no love for each other. Only guilt, shame, panic, and despair. Anger, stubbornness, hatred, and deceit.
Adam stammered, “I heard you in the garden, and I was scared. I was naked, so I hid.”
The gracious Judge responded gently, “You’re usually not afraid of my voice. Why are you now? Who told you you were naked? Did you eat from the tree I told you not to?”
Adam, feeling trapped, replied, “Oh, Heaven! I’m in a bad spot right now. Do I take the blame entirely, or do I throw my partner under the bus? Her faith is still with me, so I should protect her. But I’m forced to confess. If I don’t, you’ll find out anyway, and I’ll get all the punishment.”
“This woman,” Adam continued, “the one you made to be my help, the perfect gift you gave me—so good, so right, so divine that I could suspect nothing bad from her. Whatever she did, it seemed justified. She gave me the fruit, and I ate it.”
The Sovran Presence responded, “Was she your God that you obeyed her before my voice? Or was she made your guide, superior, or even just equal, that you gave up your manhood, the place where I put you above her?”
“She was beautiful, I admit, and lovely enough to attract my love. But it wasn’t meant to be a power dynamic. You made her gifts seem appropriate for a well-managed society. It wasn't her place to rule—that was your job, your responsibility. You should have known yourself better.”
 Okay, so he turned to Eve, all serious. “Seriously, Woman, what did you do?”
Eve, totally mortified, practically drowned in shame, confessed. But not before facing God—this Judge, super blunt and not one to beat around the bush. She mumbled, “The Serpent tricked me, and I ate it.”
God heard this and immediately went into Judge mode. He turned to the Serpent, even though it was just an animal, and couldn't really be held responsible for what God had created. But, like, someone had to take the blame. So the Serpent was cursed – its nature totally messed up.
God was like, “Man doesn’t need to know more about this, and it doesn’t change what you did.” But then God dropped a cryptic judgment on Satan—the first to sin—even though it was kinda vague.
Then God laid a curse on the Serpent: “Because you did this, you’re cursed above all animals. You’re gonna crawl on your belly, eating dirt for the rest of your life. I’m putting a major beef between you and the woman, and between your offspring and hers. But her offspring will crush your head, even though you’ll bruise his heel.”
That prophecy? It played out when Jesus—basically the second Eve—saw Satan fall like lightning from Heaven, the Prince of the Air. Jesus rose from the grave, totally clapped the Principalities and Powers, and triumphed, dragging Satan’s captives through the air, taking back Satan’s stolen kingdom. Eventually, we’re gonna stomp Satan under our feet—the one who foretold his own defeat.
Then God turned to the Woman: “I’m gonna seriously multiply your pain. Bringing kids into the world is gonna be a struggle. You’re gonna be submitting to your husband’s will, and he’s gonna rule over you.”
Finally, God judged Adam: “Because you listened to your wife and ate from that tree, the ground is cursed. You’re gonna work it hard for the rest of your life, battling thorns and thistles. You’re gonna eat weeds from the field, sweating to earn your bread. Remember where you came from—dust. You’re dust, and you’re gonna return to it.”
God, the Judge and the Savior, passed judgment. The instant death sentence? Postponed. But seeing them naked and vulnerable, God felt pity. He decided to step in and help—like when he washed his servants’ feet, or like a dad taking care of his family. He covered their nakedness with animal skins, basically trading with the snake. He didn't care about covering their outward appearance, but their inner shame was way more important.
He draped them in a robe of righteousness, hiding them from His Father’s sight. Then, He ascended back into glory, into His blissful embrace. He recounted everything that happened with Man, mixing in a sweet intercession.
Meanwhile, before all this went down on Earth, Sin and Death were chilling at the gates of Hell, glaring at each other. The gates were wide open, spewing out crazy flames into Chaos, ever since the Fiend passed through. Sin looked at Death and started talking.
 Son, why are we just sitting here, staring at each other? Meanwhile, Satan, our creator, is thriving in other worlds, finding better places for us, his offspring. It’s gotta be that he’s succeeding. If he’s failing, he’s already returned, furious, driven back by his avengers. No place here is good enough for his punishment, or their revenge. I feel a new strength rising within me, wings sprouting, and I'll have dominion over this deep. Whatever pulls me on—sympathy or a force that connects things of like kind, even from far away—I’ll unite them. You, my inseparable shade, must come with me. Death can’t separate us from Sin. But, what if the journey back is too hard, and that stops him? Let’s try something daring, something within our power, to build a path over this gulf, from Hell to that new world where Satan reigns. It’s a monument of merit for all the infernal host, easing their passage, their transmigration, as their fate leads them. I won't miss the way, drawn so strongly by this new feeling, this instinct.
The meager Shadow answered quickly, “Go, where Fate and strong desire lead you. I won’t lag behind, I won’t get lost—you’re leading. I smell carnage, endless prey, and taste the flavor of death from everything that lives there. I’ll help you with this mission.”
Saying this, he inhaled the scent of mortal change on Earth, like a flock of hungry birds, leagues away, flying towards a battlefield where armies camp, lured by the smell of carcasses meant for death in a bloody fight. The grim figure sniffed the murky air, sensing his quarry from afar.
Then, both flew from Hell’s gates into Chaos’s desolate waste, damp and dark. They had incredible power. Hovering over the waters, they gathered whatever they encountered—solid or slimy—driving it together towards the mouth of Hell, like two polar winds blowing against the Cronian sea, driving mountains of ice that block the way beyond Petsora to the rich Cathayan coast.
Death smote the accumulated soil with his mace, cold and dry, like a trident, fixing it firm as Delos, once floating. His gaze bound the rest, preventing them from moving. With asphaltic slime, broad as the gate, deep to the roots of Hell, they fastened the gathered beach, creating an immense mole over the foaming deep, a bridge of prodigious length joining to the wall of this now fenceless world, forfeit to Death. From here, a passage broad, smooth, easy, and harmless led down to Hell.
Just as great things can be compared to small ones, Xerxes, to yoke the liberty of Greece, came from Susa, his Memnonian palace high, to the sea. He bridged the Hellespont, joining Europe with Asia, and lashed the indignant waves.
 Now they's finally gotten the job done—a total miracle, honestly. They built this crazy ridge of rock, hanging over this deep, messed-up chasm, following Satan’s trail to the exact spot where he landed. Safe from Chaos, out on the edge of the world. They used adamant—basically, super-strong pins and chains—and made sure it was really secure, like, durable AF.
And then, suddenly, Heaven and this world were practically touching. And on the left? Hell, stretching out, like, super far. Three different paths, leading to each place. They could see Earth now, heading toward Paradise, when—bam!—Satan showed up, disguised as a bright angel, steering between a Centaur and a Scorpion as the sun rose in Aries.
He was totally undercover, but his kids recognized him immediately. After he tricked Eve, he just slipped into the woods nearby, changing shape to watch what happened. He saw his plan working—Eve, totally clueless, talked her husband into it. He saw their shame, trying to hide. But when the Son of God showed up to judge them, Satan totally freaked out. He didn’t think he could escape, but he just wanted to avoid the immediate wrath.
He ran, then came back at night, listening to the poor couple’s sad talk and complaints. He figured out his own fate—it wouldn't be immediate, but it was coming in the future. He was psyched, and rushed back to Hell with the news.
He met his offspring at the edge of Chaos, near this new, unbelievable bridge. It was a total reunion, and seeing that bridge made him even more hyped. He just stared at it for a while, until Sin, his gorgeous daughter, broke the silence.
“OMG, Dad, these are your legendary feats! Your trophies!” she said. “You’re acting like you didn’t even build them. You're the creator, the master architect. I knew, deep down, through this secret connection we share—our hearts always moving together—that you were killing it on Earth. I could see it in your face! Even though we’re worlds apart, I felt it. I knew I had to follow you, and this son of yours.”
“This whole thing connects us three of us,” she continued. “Hell couldn’t hold us back anymore, and this impossible gulf couldn’s stop us from following your amazing trail. You gave us our freedom, locked away in Hell-gates until now. You gave us the power to build this crazy bridge across the dark abyss. This world is yours now! Your skill won what war couldn't. Your wisdom gained what battle lost. You’re fully avenging us.”
“You’ll be the monarch here, where you didn't reign before,” she added. “Let him still win there, as battle decided. From this new world, he's retreating, banished by his own fate. And from now on, we’ll divide all things, separated by the heavenly boundary. His square shape will be separate from your round world. Or try to threaten his throne again.”
The Prince of Darkness replied, totally stoked. “Beautiful daughter, and son, and grandson! You’ve proven yourselves to be the family of Satan—and I’m proud of that name, the enemy of Heaven’s Almighty King! You've totally earned it. You’ve merited it, for all of us in the infernal empire. You’ve met here, so close to Heaven’s door, with a triumphant act, and you've joined Hell and this world—one realm, one continent, with easy access.”
 I'm dropping down through the darkness, making your journey easy, to tell my associates about my wins—we’ll celebrate together. You two, go down through all these stars, yours all the way to Paradise. Live there, rule in bliss. Then take over the earth, and the air, especially over humans—they’re the ultimate rulers. First, make them your slaves, and finally, destroy them.
I’m sending you my replacements, giving them all the power on Earth—unmatched might flowing from me. My hold on this new kingdom depends on your combined strength, exposed to Sin and Death because of what I did. If you’re strong together, Hell doesn’t need to worry about anything. Go! Be strong!
He dismissed them, and they shot off through the thickest constellations, spreading their destruction. The blasted stars went pale, and the planets suffered a real eclipse.
Meanwhile, Satan headed down the road to Hell-gate. On either side, Chaos was overbuilt and booming, attacking the bars that just laughed at his anger. Through the gate—wide open and unguarded—Satan passed, finding everything deserted. Those who were supposed to be there had flown to the upper world. The rest had retreated far inland, around the walls of Pandemonium—Lucifer's city and proud seat, named after that bright star, making him the ultimate. There, the legions kept watch, while the Grand Council worried about what might intercept their emperor.
He gave his orders, and they obeyed. It was like when the Tartar retreats from his Russian foe over the snowy plains near Astracan, or when the Bactrian Sophie flees the horns of the Turkish crescent, leaving waste beyond the realm of Aladule, heading to Tauris or Casbeen. So, this Heaven-banished host left the outer reaches of Hell—many dark leagues—reduced to careful watch around their metropolis, now expecting their great adventurer to return from exploring foreign worlds.
He passed through unnoticed, looking like a regular angel—lowest order, totally unremarkable. From the door of that Plutonian hall, he rose, invisible, to his high throne, which was placed at the upper end, spread with the richest textures, shining with regal glory.
He sat there for a while, unseen, looking around. Then, like a burst of light from a cloud, his head and shape appeared—brighter than ever. It was the last bit of glory he had left after his fall, or maybe just a false glitter. The Stygian throng was amazed at the sudden blaze and wished to see their mighty Chief return.
A loud cheer erupted! The great consulting peers rushed forward, raised from their dark Divan, congratulating him. He raised his hand for silence and won their attention with these words:
"Thrones, Dominations, Princedoms, Virtues, Powers! I call you, and declare you now—returned successful beyond hope to lead you forth triumphant out of this infernal pit, abominable, accursed, the house of woe, and dungeon of our tyrant. Now possess, as Lords, a spacious world—little inferior to our native Heaven—achieved with peril great."
 Okay, here's the story, like, totally rewritten.
It’s gonna take forever to tell you everything I'm responsible for. What I’s been through. The pain of traveling through that endless, dark, chaotic void. It was a mess—a highway paved with Sin and Death, designed to make your victory easy. But I had to fight my way through it, forced to ride the untamed abyss, plunged into the wild womb of Night and Chaos. They were so protective of their secrets, they fought me every step of the way, yelling at Fate itself.
Then, I found it—the new world. Heaven had been talking about it for ages, a place of perfect beauty! There was Man, living happily in Paradise, thanks to our exile. But I tricked him. Seriously, I got him to eat an apple. You’re gonna laugh at this, but he actually got offended! He gave up his beloved Man and the entire world to Sin and Death. Now, it's ours—no risk, no work, no sweat. We get to rule over Man, just like we should have.
Okay, yeah, he judged me too. Or, at least, that’s what he thinks. It wasn't really me; it was the snake I used to deceive him. What I get is this eternal beef between me and humankind. I’m supposed to bruise his heel, but his descendants will eventually crush my head. Who wouldn’t trade a little pain for a whole new world?
So, that’s my report. What’s left for you, Gods, but to rise and enter your bliss? He stood there for a second, expecting cheers, a thunderous applause to fill his ears. Instead, he heard a horrible, universal hiss—the sound of public scorn. He was stunned, but not for long. He realized he was the joke now. His face grew gaunt, his arms clung to his ribs, and his legs tangled, sending him crashing to the ground.
He was a monster—a giant serpent, slithering on his belly, fighting it, but to no avail. A greater power now controlled him, punishing him in the form he’s sinned. He tried to speak, but only a forked hiss came out, matching his own. They were all changing—all accessories to his rebellion.
The hall echoed with the din of hissing, swarming with monstrous creatures, head and tail intertwined. Scorpions, asps, amphisbaenas—a horrifying menagerie. Even Gorgon’s blood-soaked soil or Ophiusa’s island didn’t have this many. He was still the biggest, though, a dragon now, bigger than anything the sun ever spawned in the Pythian vale or slime. Huge Python, and his power seemed even greater. They all followed him, slithering out into the open field.
There, they found the rest of the rebel crew, heaven-fallen, standing in perfect formation, waiting to see their glorious leader in triumph. But instead, they saw a crowd of ugly serpents. Horror washed over them, followed by a wave of sympathy. What they saw, they felt—they were changing too. Their arms dropped, their spears and shields clattered to the ground. The hissing renewed, and the monstrous form spread like a plague, a punishment as terrible as their crime.
 The applause died. It exploded into hisses, triumph twisting into shame—all reflecting back at them.
Suddenly, a grove appeared nearby, springing up with their downfall. It was the will of the one who reigns above, meant to make their punishment worse. The trees were loaded with beautiful fruit, like the kind in Paradise, the tempting bait Eve used. They stared, imagining a whole forest of forbidden trees rising up to cause more suffering.
But they were burning with thirst and a fierce hunger. Even though the fruit was a trick, they couldn’t resist. They rolled towards the trees, climbing up, clinging to the branches like a tangle of snakes, thicker than Megaera’s hair. They grabbed the fruit, gorgeous to look at, similar to what grew near the fiery lake of Sodom.
This was worse, though. It wasn’t the touch that deceived them; it was the taste. They eagerly bit into the fruit, hoping to quench their thirst, but instead, they chewed bitter ashes. The offended taste rejected it with a sputtering sound. They tried again and again, driven by hunger and thirst. Each time, they were drugged with a horrible taste, their jaws twisting with disgust as soot and cinders filled their mouths. They fell for the illusion, again and again, unlike the humans they’t once defeated.
This is how they were punished—plagued by endless hunger, a constant, hissing torment. Eventually, they were allowed to return to their original forms. Some say they’d be forced to endure this annual humiliation for a set number of days, to crush their pride and joy for the sake of the man who’d been seduced.
However, they spread a story among the Heathen, claiming they’d bought their way out. They told tales of Ophion, the serpent they worshipped, and Eurynome, perhaps a wide-reaching Eve, who first ruled Olympus. They said they were driven out by Saturn and Ops, before Dictaean Jove was even born.
Meanwhile, in Paradise, the hellish pair arrived too soon. Sin, once real, now a body, was a permanent resident. Behind her walked Death, keeping pace, not yet mounted on his pale horse.
Sin spoke first. “Second of Satan, all-conquering Death! What do you think of our empire now, even though we earned it with such a difficult journey? Isn’t it better than sitting at Hell’s dark threshold, nameless and undreaded, half-starved?”
Death, the Sin-born monster, answered quickly. “To me, who eternally suffer from famine, Hell, Paradise, or Heaven are all the same. I thrive where I can gorge myself the most. But even here, with all this abundance, it’s not enough to fill this endless maw, this vast, unhidden body.”
Sin, the incestuous mother, replied. “Then feed first on these herbs, fruits, and flowers. Next, devour every beast, fish, and fowl. No ordinary scraps! And devour anything the scythe of Time mows down, sparing nothing. Keep feeding until I, residing within Man, infect his thoughts, his looks, his words, his actions—everything. And season him as your final, sweetest prey.”
With that, they went their separate ways, both determined to destroy or make mortal everything they could. Eventually, the Almighty, seeing this from his transcendent throne among the Saints, spoke to those bright Orders:
 Look, these hellhounds are charging in, like, with so much heat. They’re totally trashing the world I made—the one that was beautiful and good. I kept it that way, seriously, until people messed it up with their dumb choices. Now, these chaotic forces are blaming me! And the Prince of Hell and his crew act like I just handed everything over, like I was having a meltdown. They’re laughing, thinking I just gave up. They don’t know I called them, summoned them, to clean up the mess—the draff and filth that people’s sins spread all over what was pure. They’re gorging themselves, nearly bursting, until you, my victorious Son, fling them out with one blast. Sin, Death, and the yawning Grave—all hurled through Chaos, blocking the mouth of Hell forever, sealing those ravenous jaws.
Then, a brand-new Heaven and Earth will be made pure, spotless. Until then, the curse on both stays in place.
He finished, and the heavenly crowd erupted in song—like the roar of the ocean. "Just are your ways, righteous are your decrees! Who can question you?"
Next, they sang about the Son—the one destined to restore humanity, who will raise a new Heaven and Earth for all time. Or, you know, descend from Heaven. That was their jam.
The Creator then called his mighty Angels by name, giving them specific tasks. The sun was told to move and shine in a way that would bring freezing cold and scorching heat to the earth. Call forth the decrepit winter from the north, and bring the blistering heat of summer from the south.
They gave instructions to the moon, too—and the other five planets. Their movements, the angles they formed—sextiles, squares, trines, oppositions—all had a nasty effect. They taught the fixed stars when to shower down their malevolent influence, which ones rising with the sun, or falling, would bring storms.
They set the corners of the winds, telling them when to whip up bluster and chaos on the sea, the air, and the shore. And when the thunder should roll through the dark, aerial hall.
Some say he ordered his Angels to shift the poles of the earth, ten degrees or more, away from the sun's path. They pushed the central globe, straining with the effort. Others say the sun was told to veer off the equinoctial road, like, way out to Taurus, with the seven Atlantean Sisters and the Spartan Twins. Then up to the Tropic of Cancer. Down through Leo, Virgo, Libra, all the way to Capricorn. To bring about the change of seasons in every land. Otherwise, spring would have smiled eternally on Earth, with flowers blooming equally in days and nights. Except for those beyond the polar circles, where the sun would have shone unceasingly. The low sun, to compensate for its distance, would have circled the horizon, never knowing east or west. That would have prevented snow from falling in cold Estotiland, and all the way down below Magellan.
The sun, tasting that change, twisted its course—like a banquet from Thyestes. Otherwise, how would the world, even without sin, have avoided the pinching cold and scorching heat?
 These shifts in the heavens, though slow, were changing everything—land and sea. A cosmic blast, vapor, mist, and scorching heat corrupted the air, making it poisonous. Now, from the north of Norumbega and the Samoed shore, Boreas, Caecias, and Argestes—fierce winds—burst forth, armed with ice, snow, and hail. They tore through the woods and churned the seas.
Notus and Afer, black with thunderous clouds from Serraliona, fought against them. Then, the Levant and Ponent winds—Eurus and Zephyr—rushed in, creating a deafening roar. Sirocco and Libecchio joined the chaos. It was total mayhem.
But that was just the start. Discord, daughter of Sin, introduced death through fierce hatred. Beasts warred with beasts, birds with birds, and fish with fish. They stopped grazing and started devouring each other. Even humans, they ignored or glared at with menacing eyes.
Adam saw these growing miseries, though shrouded in shadow. He felt abandoned and overwhelmed, tossed around in a sea of despair. He had to vent.
“Oh, the irony!” he cried. “Is this the end of this amazing new world? And me, who was once its glory, now cursed? Hide me from God’s face, the very sight of whom was my greatest joy!”
“But if this is all there is, I’ll take it. I deserve it, and I'll bear the consequences. But it's not enough. Everything I eat, drink, or create is just spreading a curse. Who will come after me, feeling the evil I brought, and cursing my head?”
“It’s all our ancestor’s fault—Adam! But he’s the one who’s going to get the hate. Besides my own suffering, everything from me will rebound and crash back on me, like a magnet—heavy even though it's just air.”
“Oh, fleeting joys of Paradise, bought with endless pain! Did I ask you, Creator, to mold me from clay? Did I beg you to pull me from darkness and place me in this perfect garden? Since my will didn't align with my existence, it would be fair to reduce me to dust. I want to give it all back. I can't follow your rules, which are way too strict. Why add this sense of endless suffering to the loss of what I didn’t even seek?”
“Your justice seems impossible to understand, but it’s too late for me to argue. Then I should have refused those terms, whatever they were, when they were first offered. You accepted them; now you’re enjoying the good while complaining about the conditions?”
“Even though God made you without your permission, what if your son proves disobedient and retorts, ‘Why did you bring me into the world? I didn't ask for it!’ Would you accept that excuse for his defiance? But he wasn't your choice—he was a natural consequence.”
“God made you willingly, of his own accord, to serve him. Your reward was a gift of grace. So, your punishment is justly at his will.”
 Okay, here’s the deal. My fate is sealed, I get it. I’m just dust, and I’ll return to it. Seriously, when is He gonna do it? Why is His hand dragging? Why am I stuck here, being tortured with the promise of death, but just endless pain? I’m begging for it. I’m ready to just… disappear.
I wish I could just go back to my mom’s lap. Rest. Sleep soundly. No more booming voices in my head. No more dread about what’s waiting for me—or my kids. But there's this one thought that’s totally stressing me out: what if I can’t die? What if my soul, the part of me God breathed into me, is stuck forever? Trapped in a grave, or somewhere even worse? A living death? Ugh, the thought is terrifying.
But wait, why would that even happen? It was my breath, my life, that messed up. What dies except what had life and sin? My body had neither. So, everything should die. That's gotta be it. Humans can’t even grasp infinity, so how can God’s wrath be infinite? How can He make deathless death? That’s a contradiction—a weakness, not a power. Would He stretch out a finite punishment—my punishment—to an infinite length just to satisfy His anger? That’s beyond even nature's laws.
But what if death isn't just one quick ending? What if it's endless misery? I already feel it starting, inside and out. Forever and ever. Seriously, this fear is hitting me like a ton of bricks. Death and I are stuck together, eternally linked. And I'm dragging all my descendants down with me.
My kids… I wish I could just erase everything I’d leave you. Then you wouldn't have to curse me. Seriously, why should all of humanity be condemned for one person’s mistake? But what can come from me except corruption? My mind and will are twisted. How can anyone stand before God and be found innocent? After all my excuses, my convoluted logic, I’m still convinced of the truth: the blame is on me. It's always been on me.
I wish I could just take all that weight myself. It’s heavier than the earth. Heavier than the entire world, even if you split it with that awful woman. I want what I fear—and what I desire—to destroy all hope of escape. To leave me miserable beyond anything ever seen or ever to be. Like Satan, both the crime and the doom.
Oh, Conscience! You’ve plunged me into an abyss of fear and horror. There’s no way out. Deeper and deeper I fall!
 Adam groaned, his voice echoing through the silent night. It wasn's the peaceful, refreshing night he remembered before humanity's fall. Now, a heavy, dark air clung to everything, thick with dampness and a creeping dread. His own guilty conscience twisted everything, making it feel ten times worse.
He lay on the cold ground, and cursed his very existence. "Death, why haven’t you shown up yet?" he raged. “Didn’t Justice promise swift punishment? Why the delay?"
But Death didn’t answer. Justice moved at its own pace, deaf to his prayers, indifferent to his cries. He looked around at the woods, the springs, the hills, the hidden groves. "Just yesterday," he lamented, "I taught your shadows to echo, to sing a different song."
Then, Eve saw him, desolate and broken, and approached cautiously. She tried to soothe his anger with gentle words, but he turned on her, his expression harsh. "Get out of my sight, Serpent!" he snarled. “That’s the only name that fits you—and the one you’re allied with.”
“You’d be even more hideous if you looked like him—all scales and slithering—a warning to every creature.” He paused. “If it weren’t for you, I might have been happy. But your pride, your endless need to be seen, led you to ignore my warnings. You craved attention, even from the Devil himself, trying to outsmart him. And now, we’re both fools, tricked by the serpent. I trusted you, thought you were wise, steady, strong. I was wrong.”
“I thought you were solid, genuine. Now, I see you’re just a flawed creation, a curve in my side, bent toward darkness. Why did God, the wise Creator, populate Heaven with powerful spirits, but then create this—this beautiful imperfection on Earth? Why not just fill the world with men, like angels, without women? Then, we wouldn’t have all this trouble.”
“This disaster—and the countless others to come—are all because of women. Either men will never find a truly suitable partner, or they'll be stuck with someone brought on by misfortune or mistake. The woman they desire will be snatched away by someone far worse. Or, if they do find love, their parents will stand in the way. Or, their perfect choice will be already married, a constant source of hate and shame.”
He stopped, unable to say more, and turned away. But Eve, though deeply hurt, didn't retreat. Tears streamed down her face, her hair a tangled mess as she fell to her knees before him. She clasped his legs and begged for his forgiveness. "Don't abandon me like this, Adam! Witness Heaven itself, and know the sincere love and reverence I hold for you. I’m truly sorry; I didn’t know what I was doing."
"I'm your humble servant, begging for your peace," she pleaded. "Don't take away your gentle gaze, your help, your guidance—my only source of strength in this terrible situation."
 Lost without you, where do I even go? Where will I survive? While we’re still breathing, maybe just one hour left? Let’s find some peace between us. We're both tangled up in this mess, bonded by the hurt, fighting one enemy—the doom we’ve been assigned. That cruel Serpent. Don’t take your anger out on me for this disaster. I’m already lost, way more miserable than you! We both messed up, yeah. But you, against God alone. Me? Against God and against you. I’m heading back to the place of judgment. I’ll scream and plead with Heaven until that sentence, lifted from your head, lands squarely on me. I'm the only one to blame for all this pain. Me, me only, the target of his rage!
She ended, weeping. Her low posture didn't move until peace came from admitting fault. Adam felt genuine sorrow. His heart softened toward her, his only joy now kneeling at his feet in distress. That beautiful creature, seeking reconciliation, his counsel, his aid—the man she’s displeased. Disarmed, he lost all his anger. And with gentle words, he lifted her up.
Unaware, and too eager as always, you’re still reaching for what you don’t know, wanting to take the punishment yourself. Seriously, you can’t handle it. You barely feel a fraction of his wrath. And you bear my displeasure so badly. If prayers could change the big decisions, I’d race to Heaven and be the loudest voice, begging for everything to land on me. Your weakness and gentleness, your womanhood, would be forgiven. It’s my responsibility, I exposed you.
But get up. Let’s not argue or blame each other—we’re blamed enough already. Let’s focus on love, on how we can lighten each other’s burden in this shared misery. Because what I see for today's death is not a quick end, but a slow, agonizing decline. A long, painful day of dying. And it's going to affect our kids—our poor, unfortunate kids!
To this, Eve replied, regaining some strength. “Adam, I know from bitter experience how little my words mean to you, so wrong they are. And because of that, so unlucky. Still, you’ve restored me, vile as I am, to a place of acceptance. Hopeful to regain your love—the only thing that brings me comfort, living or dying—I won’t hide what’s risen in my troubled heart. Thoughts about easing our extremes, or ending it all. Sharp and sad, but still… tolerable. Easier than what we’re facing.
If our descendants trouble us most—doomed to sorrow, devoured by Death eventually—and it’s a terrible thing to be the cause of misery to others, bringing our own children into this cursed world, a woeful race destined for a wretched life, and finally food for that monstrous thing… then it’s in your power. Before conception, prevent the race from being born. Childless you could remain. Then Death would be tricked, forced to be satisfied with just us two.
But if you find that hard, difficult—to abstain from loving, looking, and embracing, to languish without hope before the person you desire—a less painful torture than what we dread... then let’s free ourselves and our future children from what we fear. Let's end it. If we can't find Death, let's take matters into our own hands.”
 Why are we still standing here, frozen with fear? It feels endless, just death after death, so many ways to die. The quickest seems best, just destroy everything— ourselves included. She stopped there, overcome by despair. So much death had filled her thoughts, it had drained the color from her cheeks. But Adam wasn’t swayed by her words. He’s lifted his mind to better hopes, and replied, “Eve, your rejection of life and joy seems to point to something deeper, something truly excellent within you. But choosing death to escape our punishment actually disproves that excellence. It shows not contempt, but anguish and regret for the life and happiness we loved too much.”
“Or, if you’re craving death as the ultimate escape from misery, don’t doubt that God is far wiser than to let us cheat him like that. I’m more afraid that snatching death won’t save us from the pain we’re destined to endure. Instead, it’s more likely to provoke the Almighty and make death live within us. Let’s find a safer solution, and I think I have one in mind. Remember part of our sentence: your descendants will crush the Serpent’s head— what pitiful amends! Unless, of course, 'descendants' refers to our grand enemy, Satan, who, through the serpent, has tricked us. Crushing his head would be true revenge, but we’d lose that chance if we kill ourselves or live childless, as you propose. Our foe would escape his punishment, and we’d double ours. No more talk of hurting ourselves! And no more wilful barrenness— that cuts us off from hope and reeks of bitterness, impatience, and spite, a reluctance against God’s just rule. Remember how mildly and graciously he heard us, and judged, without anger or blame. We expected immediate destruction, thinking that’s what “death” meant that day. Instead, pain in childbirth was foretold for you, and joy would follow— the fruit of your womb. The curse glanced off me, and I must earn my bread through labor. Is that so bad? Idleness would have been worse. My labor will sustain me, and his timely care has already provided shelter, even before we asked. He clothed us, showing pity while he judged. How much more will he listen if we pray, and open his heart to pity, and teach us how to avoid the harsh seasons— rain, ice, hail, and snow! The sky is already showing us all of this here in the mountains, and the winds blow cold and sharp, shattering the beautiful trees. We need a better shelter, a way to warm our chilled limbs, before the sun disappears and night brings cold. We can reflect his light with dry leaves, or create fire by rubbing two things together. Just like the clouds clash and the winds push, creating lightning that ignites the fir and pine trees, sending warmth from afar. We can use that fire, and whatever else might cure the evils we’s caused by our own mistakes, if we pray and beseech him for grace. Then we won’t have to fear passing through this life comfortably, sustained by his many comforts, until we return to dust, our final rest and native home.”
 What else could we do? We have to go back to the place where he judged us. We should fall to our knees, show him respect. And confess. Seriously, just spill it all—admit our mistakes and ask for forgiveness. We should cry, soak the ground with our tears, and fill the air with sighs from our broken hearts. It’s gotta be real, you know? Show him we’re truly sorry and humbled.
He has to forgive us. When he was mad, even at his angriest, he still looked… kind of amazing, right? Like, favor and grace and mercy were practically glowing from him.
That's what our father said. And Eve felt it too. They went straight to where he’s been judging them and dropped to their knees, showing him total respect. They both confessed their mistakes and begged for forgiveness. Tears streamed down their faces, watering the ground. Their sighs filled the air—a sign of genuine sorrow and complete humility. Like, full-on, no-cap regret.
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Thus, humbled and broken, they stood there, praying. A wave of grace—like, serious grace—had washed over them, softening their hearts and giving them new life. Their sighs were deep, unexplainable—like, beyond words. The Spirit of prayer fueled them, sending their prayers soaring to Heaven, faster than any fancy speech ever could.
But they weren’t just begging; they carried themselves with dignity. Their request felt important, just as important as the prayers of Deucalion and chaste Pyrrha, who begged to save humanity after the flood, way back when.
Their prayers shot upwards, straight to Heaven, not messed up by jealous winds. They passed through those heavenly doors, into a space filled with incense, where the golden altar glowed. And there, before the Father’s throne, stood the Son—their advocate—ready to speak.
“Father,” the Son began, presenting them, “look at the first fruits of your grace on Earth. These sighs, these prayers, I bring to you, mixed with incense in this golden censer. They're sweeter than anything man could have grown, even from the trees of Paradise before the fall.
So, please, hear their plea, even though they can’t find the right words. Let me interpret for them. I’m their advocate, their offering—I take on all their works, good or bad. My merit will perfect them, and my death will pay for them. Accept them, and through me, accept the scent of peace toward mankind. Let him live before you, reconciled. His days may be numbered and sad, but until death—which I’m trying to ease, not erase—he’s headed toward a better life, where he can live with me in joy and bliss, just as I am one with you.”
The Father, calm and radiant, replied, “All that you ask for mankind, Son, is granted. It was my decree. But Paradise, as I gave to Nature, forbids him to linger there. Those pure, immortal elements can’t tolerate any gross, discordant mixture—they reject him, purge him, like a sickness to the air, and to mortal food. It's the best way to prepare him for the dissolution that sin brought.
I created him with two gifts: happiness and immortality. He foolishly lost the first, and the second served only to eternalize his suffering. So, I provided death—his final remedy. And after this life, after facing trials and being refined by faith and good deeds, he’s headed to a second life, reborn in a renewed Heaven and Earth.”
“But let’s call the Blessed to council,” the Father continued. “I won’t hide my plans from them. They saw how I dealt with the rebellious Angels, and their resolve is stronger now.
The Son signaled to his bright minister, who blew a trumpet—a sound heard in Oreb since God descended, maybe even to sound at the final judgment.
 The angel’s blast ripped through everything. From their perfect gardens, shaded by amaranth vines, by the shimmering waters of life, wherever they gathered in joy, the sons of light rushed to answer the call. They took their seats, and from his throne, the Almighty spoke his will.
“Oh, my sons,” he said. “Man is like one of us now, knowing both good and evil, ever since he tasted that forbidden fruit. But let him brag about his knowledge of the good he’s lost and the evil he’s gained. It would have been better if he’d only known good, and never known evil at all. Now he’s sorry, he repents, he prays—my influence moves him. But his heart is fickle and empty, left to himself. So, I decree that he must be removed from the garden, sent out to till the ground from which he came—a more fitting place for him. Michael, take charge of this. Choose your fiercest warriors from among the Cherubim, so that the Fiend, or even in behalf of Man, can’t cause any more trouble or invade this empty space. Hurry, and banish the sinful pair from the Paradise of God, without pity. Drive them from this holy ground, and tell them—and their descendants—that they’ll be banished forever. But, lest they collapse under the weight of this harsh sentence—I see them softened, weeping over their mistake—hide all terror from them. If they obey patiently, don’t send them away in despair. Tell Adam what will happen in the future, as I will enlighten you. Mix my promise into the seed of the Woman—renew it. Send them forth, though they’ll be sorrowing, yet in peace. And on the east side of the garden, where it’s easiest to climb out of Eden, place a Cherubic guard, with a sword of pure fire that waves wide, frightening away anyone who approaches. Protect the tree of life. I don't want Paradise to become a haven for evil spirits, who’d steal my trees and trick Man again with stolen fruit.”
He stopped, and the archangel Michael prepared to descend, with his bright cohort of Cherubim. Each had four faces, like a double Janus, their forms sparkling with more eyes than Argus ever had—more watchful than anyone could be. They were charmed by the pastoral reed of Hermes, like a magical pipe or sleeping potion.
Meanwhile, to greet the world with sacred light, Leucothea woke, covering the earth with fresh dew. Adam and Eve had finished their prayers and found strength from above—new hope blooming out of despair, joy mingled with fear. Adam renewed his welcome to Eve.
“Eve, just trust me on this—everything good comes from Heaven. But, for us to send anything back to Heaven, something powerful enough to affect God’s mind or influence his will… that’s hard to believe. Still, a prayer or even a single breath can reach the seat of God. Because I sought to appease the offended Deity, I knelt and humbled my heart before him. I thought I saw him placable and mild, bending his ear. Persuasion grew within me—I felt heard, favored. Peace returned to my chest, and to my memory, his promise that your seed will crush our foe. I didn’t think much of it in my panic, but now I know the bitterness of death is over, and we will live.”
 Hey, Eve, seriously—Mother of everyone? Mother of all living things? Like, because of you, humans live, and everything lives for humans?
Eve looked at him, totally bummed. “Seriously? Me? I don’t deserve that title. I messed up—I'm the one who broke the rules. I was supposed to be your help, but I ended up being your downfall. I deserve all the blame, all the shade.”
But then she paused. “But… my Judge was super generous. I brought death to everyone, and still I’m considered the source of life. And you’re giving me this huge title? You deserve way more credit.”
“We need to get to work,” Adam said, gesturing to the fields. “It's a tough day ahead, even after a sleepless night. Look, the sun's already up, totally unbothered by our drama. Let’s go! I’m never leaving your side again, no matter where we need to be or what we have to do. It’s gonna be a grind for now, while we’re living like this. But honestly, how bad can it be, wandering around these beautiful places? Let’s just chill here, even though we’re in a rough spot.”
Eve nodded, humbled. “That’s what I want, too.”
But something felt off. Nature was giving signs—weird stuff was happening with the birds, the animals, and the air. Suddenly, the sky went dark, even though it was morning. Above her, she saw Jove’s bird, swooping down with two brightly colored birds ahead of it. Down the hill, a beast—the first hunter—chased a beautiful deer and a doe, straight towards the eastern gate.
Adam noticed it all. “Eve,” he said, watching the chase. “Something’s coming. Heaven is dropping hints through nature—warnings, maybe? Or a reminder that we’re not totally out of the woods, even though we escaped death for a few days. How long will that last? What’s next? We’re just dust, remember? We’ll go back to it eventually. Why are we seeing this double chase, both in the air and on the ground? Why is it getting dark in the east, while the morning light is brighter in the west, like a glowing cloud hanging over the sky? It’s like something heavenly is coming.”
He was right. Heavenly beings descended from a sky shimmering like jasper, stopping on a hill. It was an amazing sight, but Adam's doubt and fear dimmed his eyes.
It was even more spectacular than the time the angels met Jacob in Mahanaim—a field glowing with his guardians. Or the time a camp of fire appeared on Mount Dothan, against the Syrian king who tried to assassinate one man.
The leader of the angelic hierarchy left his forces to take over the garden, while he alone went to find Adam and Eve. Adam saw him coming and spoke to Eve: “Eve, get ready for some big news. It might decide our fate, or give us new rules to follow. I see a blazing cloud on the hill—one of the heavenly host! And he’s not just anyone—a major Power, or even a Throne from above. He’s got serious majesty. But he’s not terrifying, and he’s not super friendly like Raphael, who I’d trust. He’s… solemn, and impressive. We need to show him respect, and you should step back.”
 He finished, and the Arch-Angel arrived soon. Not in his heavenly form, but as a man, dressed to meet another man. A military vest of deep purple flowed over his arms—more vibrant than the cloth favored by kings and heroes of old, worn during times of peace. Iris had dyed the fabric. His starry helmet lay unbuckled, revealing a man in his prime, where youth ended. A sword, Satan’s worst nightmare, hung by his side, like a glittering constellation. And in his hand, a spear.
Adam bowed low. He, a king, didn't stoop, but declared his arrival: “Adam, Heaven’s command needs no intro. Just know your prayers were heard. And Death—the sentence you earned when you messed up—has been defeated. You’re getting grace, a chance to repent, and maybe cover one bad choice with a whole lot of good ones. So, your Lord is appeased, ready to redeem you from Death’s grasp. But you can’t stay in Paradise any longer. I’m here to send you out of the garden to till the ground—the soil you came from—a better fit for you now.”
He didn’t add anything else. Adam stood frozen, hit with a wave of sorrow that paralyzed his senses. Eve, who’d been listening without being seen, soon revealed her hiding place with a cry.
“Oh, this is unexpected—worse than death! Do I have to leave Paradise? Leave this home? These happy walks and shady spots, fit for the gods? I’d hoped to spend the rest of my days—sad, but peaceful—here. Oh, flowers, that will never bloom anywhere else, my first visitors, and my last at dusk, which I nurtured with my own hands, from the first bud, and gave you names! Who will raise you to the sun, or organize your groups, and water you from the ambrosial spring? And you, my wedding bower! I decorated you with everything beautiful to see and smell. How will I leave you, and where will I wander into this lower world? How will we breathe in this unfamiliar air, so much less pure than what we're used to, after tasting immortal fruits?”
The Angel gently interrupted. “Don’t mourn, Eve. Accept what you’re losing, and don’t cling to what isn’t yours. You’re not going alone. Your husband is coming with you. You're bound to follow him. Think of where he goes as your home.”
Adam, shaking off the sudden chill and gathering his scattered thoughts, turned to Michael. “Celestial, whether among the Thrones, or the highest of them—a prince above princes! You’re being kind in delivering this message, which could easily wound and destroy us. What else can our fragile hearts endure? Leaving this happy place, our sweet refuge, the only comfort we know! Everywhere else seems cold and empty; unfamiliar and unknown. If I could change God’s will through constant prayer, I wouldn't stop pleading. But praying against his absolute decree is useless—like trying to hold back the wind.”
 Okay, here's the rewrite:
I give in, honestly. What hurts the most is that I’m leaving. I’m going to be hidden from his face, cut off from seeing his blessed presence. Here, I could go from place to place, worshiping where he showed himself. I could tell my sons, “He appeared on this mountain; he stood visible under this tree; I heard his voice among these pines; I talked with him at this fountain.” I would build so many altars—piles of grassy turf and shimmering stones from the brook—to remember him, a monument for all time. I'd offer incense, fruit, and flowers on them. Where will I find his bright appearances, or trace his steps, in the world below? Even though I fled him in anger, and was brought back to life and promised a race of descendants, I’m glad to see even the edges of his glory now. I’m far off, but I adore his steps.
Then Michael spoke, his expression kind. “Adam, you know that Heaven is his, and all of Earth. Not just this rock. His omnipresence fills the land, the sea, and the air, and every living thing, fueled by his power and warmed by his grace. He gave you all of Earth to possess and rule—no small gift. Don’t think his presence is limited to Paradise, or Eden. This could have been your main base, from which all generations would have spread, coming from every corner of the earth to celebrate and honor you, their great ancestor. But you’re losing that power now, brought down to live on the same level as your sons. Still, don’t doubt that God is present in valleys and plains, just as he is here. You’ll find many signs of his presence, always surrounding you with goodness and paternal love, showing you his face and the divine path of his steps.”
“To help you believe this, and to confirm it before you leave,” Michael continued, “know that I’m sent to show you what will happen in the future—to you and your descendants. Expect to hear about both good and bad things. Expect supernal grace contending with the sinfulness of men, so you can learn true patience, and temper joy with fear and pious sorrow. You’ll need to be equally prepared to face both prosperous and adverse times. That’s how you’ll lead your life safest, and best prepare to endure your mortal passage when it comes.”
“Ascend this hill,” Michael instructed. “Let Eve sleep below; I’ve already drenched her eyes with tears. You, wake to foresight, just as you slept while she was being formed.”
Adam gratefully replied, “Ascend, I follow you, safe guide. I submit to the hand of Heaven, however it may chastise me. I’ll turn my obvious breast to evil, arming myself to overcome it. I’ll earn rest from labor if I can achieve it.”
So, both ascended into the visions of God. It was the highest hill in Paradise, from which the entire hemisphere of Earth stretched out in the clearest view. It was not a higher hill, nor a wider view, than the one where the Tempter set our second Adam in the wilderness—to show him all Earth’s kingdoms and their glory.
 His gaze could sweep across everything—ancient cities and modern landmarks, the heart of empires. From the walled city of Cambalu, the throne of the Cathaian Khan, and Samarchand, Temir’s seat of power, to Paquin, ruled by the kings of Sinaea; then down to Agra and Lahor, the domains of the great Mogul, all the way to the golden Chersonese. Or where the Persian sat in Ecbatan, or later in Hispahan; or where the Russian Ksar reigned in Mosco; or the Sultan in Bizance, born in Turchestan. His eye could also see the empire of the Negus, stretching to his furthest port, Ercoco, and the less important coastal kingdoms of Mombaza, Quiloa, and Melind, and Sofala, known as Ophir, all the way to the realm of Congo and Angola, the furthest south.
From the Niger River to the Atlas Mountains, he could see the kingdoms of Almansor, Fez, and Sus, Morocco, and Algiers, and Tremisen. Then across Europe, to Rome, the place that once ruled the world. Maybe he even saw rich Mexico, the seat of Montezume, and Cusco in Peru, even richer, the seat of Atabalipa; and unspoiled Guiana, whose great city Geryon’s sons called El Dorado.
But Michael turned Adam’s gaze away from those sights, back to a more important reality. The false fruit, promising clearer vision, had blurred his sight. Michael purged the visual nerve with euphrasy and rue, because Adam had so much to see. He instilled three drops from the well of life.
So powerful were these ingredients, they pierced even the deepest part of Adam’s mental sight. Adam, now forced to close his eyes, sunk down, and his spirits became entranced. But the gentle Angel soon raised him by the hand, recalling his attention.
“Adam, open your eyes,” Michael said. “First, behold the effects of your original sin, seen in some who descend from you—people who never touched the forbidden tree, nor conspired with the snake, nor committed your sin. Yet, their sin leads to corruption, bringing forth violent deeds.”
Adam opened his eyes and saw a field, part arable land with newly harvested sheaves, and part sheep-walks and folds. In the middle stood an altar, a rustic landmark made of grassy sod. Soon, a sweaty reaper from his tillage brought first fruits—the green ear and the yellow sheaf, as they came to hand. Then, a more meek shepherd came with the choicest firstlings of his flock. He sacrificed the inwards and their fat, scattering incense on the cleft wood, performing all the necessary rites.
His offering was quickly consumed by propitious fire from Heaven, releasing a grateful steam. But the other’s wasn’t sincere; whereat he inwardly raged, and as they talked, he struck him in the midriff with a stone, beating out his life. He fell, groaning out his soul with gushing blood.
Adam was deeply dismayed by the sight and cried out to the Angel in haste. “Oh, Teacher, some great mischief has befallen that meek man, who well had sacrificed! Is piety thus and pure devotion paid?”
Michael, moved by Adam’s distress, replied, “These two are your brethren, Adam, and they will descend from your loins. The unjust has slain the just, driven by envy that his brother’s offering found acceptance from Heaven. But the bloody fact will be avenged, and the other’s faith, approved, will lose no reward. Though you see him die here, rolling in dust and gore.”
 To which our sire—oof, major feels. Both for what happened, and why. But…is this it? Am I, like, returning to dust? Seriously? That was terrifying. So gross to look at, impossible to think about, and beyond painful to feel.
Michael spoke, “You’re seeing Death in his first form, for humans. But there are so many forms, so many ways to end up in his gloomy cave. They all seem worse at the beginning. Some, like you saw, will die suddenly—by fire, flood, famine, or because they went way too hard on the food and drinks. That’s gonna bring some seriously nasty diseases. You’re gonna see a whole crew of them before you go.”
Suddenly, a place appeared before Adam’s eyes. It was awful, dark, and smelled terrible—like a hospital, but way worse. People were everywhere, sick with everything imaginable. Spasms, torture, agony, fever, seizures, catarrh, kidney stones, ulcers, stomach cramps, madness, depression, and wasting away. Pestilence, dropsy, asthma, and aching joints.
People were tossing and groaning in pain. Nurses bustled from bed to bed. Death stood over them, shaking his dart—ready to strike, but holding back. People begged for help, seeing him as their last hope.
“What heart of stone could watch that without crying?” Adam asked, wiping his eyes. He wasn't even a woman, but he felt so much compassion. He broke down in tears for a moment, before pulling himself together. "Seriously," he continued, "why is this life even worth living? Why is it given to us if we'll just have it ripped away? Wouldn't it be better to never have been born? Who would even want this?”
"The image of God in Man," Adam continued, "created so beautifully and upright—even with our flaws—how can it be degraded to such awful suffering? Why can’t we, still bearing some resemblance to our Maker, be free from these deformities? Shouldn't we be exempt, for the sake of God's image?”
“You abandoned that image when you chose to serve your own desires,” Michael replied. “You took on the image of what you served—a base, animalistic craving. That's why your punishment is so severe. It’s disfiguring your image, not God’s. You defaced it yourselves, twisting natural health into sickness—and that’s a fitting consequence, since you didn’t respect God’s image within yourselves.”
“It’s just,” Adam conceded. “I submit.” He paused, then asked, “But is there no other way to die—besides this endless suffering? How can we return to the dust that’s natural to us?”
“There is,” Michael said. “If you practice moderation. Don’t overeat or overdrink. Seek nourishment, not just pleasure. Live a full life—until you’re ripe, like a fruit. You’ll drop into your mother’s lap, or be gently gathered. That's a peaceful death, a natural end.”
“But then,” Adam asked, “I’m talking about living a long time. I’ll have to outlive my youth, my strength, my beauty. They’ll all fade—leaving me withered, weak, and gray. My senses will dull. I’ll lose all pleasure. My blood will grow cold and dry, weighing down my spirits. And then…that's it. The balm of life is gone.”
 To our ancestor. Honestly, I’m not even trying to dodge death anymore, or drag things out. I just want to be done with this whole thing, you know? Get rid of this heavy burden. I gotta hold onto it until my time is up, and just patiently wait for it all to end.
“Michael replied.” Don’t even love or hate life. Just live it well, while you’re here. How long you get? That’s up to Heaven. And now, get ready for something else.
He looked, and saw a huge plain, covered with tents of all different colors. Some had herds of cattle grazing. Others were filled with the sound of instruments—harps and organs—playing the most beautiful music. You could see someone moving their fingers over the stops and chords, their touch so skilled it flowed through every note, high and low.
In another part, someone was working at a forge, melting huge chunks of iron and brass. Where did they find this metal? Maybe it was from a forest fire on a mountain or in a valley, down to the earth's veins. Maybe it was washed away by a stream from underground. He poured the molten metal into molds and shaped it into tools, and then anything else he could make—weapons or intricate metalwork.
After those, but on the other side, came a different group—they seemed to have come down from the nearby hills. They looked like good people, and their whole focus was on worshipping God and understanding his creation. They weren't worried about the things that would preserve freedom and peace for people. They hadn't been walking on the plain long when, suddenly, a group of beautiful women appeared, dressed in jewels and fancy clothes. They sang soft, romantic songs and started to dance. The men, though serious, couldn’t help but watch them, their eyes wandering. Soon, they were caught in the women’s charm, and each one chose who they liked.
And now they were all about love, until the evening star appeared—love’s sign. Then, everyone lit the wedding torches and called on Hymen. It was the first time they’d ever had a marriage ceremony. The tents were filled with feasting, music, and laughter.
This happy gathering—the songs, the garlands, the flowers, the amazing music—totally captivated Adam’s heart. He was quickly drawn to pleasure, the way nature intended. And he said, “True opener of my eyes, best Angel ever! This vision feels so much better, and it gives me hope for peaceful days, than those two I saw before. Those were filled with hate, death, or pain. Here, nature seems to be fulfilling its purpose.”
Michael replied, “Don’t judge what’s best just by pleasure, even if it seems right for nature. You were created for a nobler purpose—a holy, pure, and divine conformity.”
“Those tents you saw, so pleasant, were the tents of wickedness, where the race who killed his brother will live. They seem to be all about refining life, inventing new things. But they’re totally ignoring their Maker, even though his Spirit taught them. They don’t even acknowledge his gifts.”
“Yet, they’re going to have a beautiful offspring. Those fair female figures you saw, who seemed like goddesses, were so cheerful, smooth, and gay—but empty of all the good that makes a woman honorable and worthy of praise. They were created and perfected just to satisfy lust—to sing, dance, dress up, gossip, and flirt.”
“To these men, a sober race who called themselves the sons of God, will give up all their virtue and fame. They’ll do it willingly, for the smiles and charm of these fair atheists. And they’ll swim in joy—soon to swim even more. They’ll laugh, but the world will soon be crying.”
 Adam, robbed of any real happiness, burst out, “Oh, the pity! The shame! They started out so beautifully, ready to live well. Now they’re just wandering off course, getting lost, or giving up halfway through!”
The Angel replied, “But the root of all human sorrow still traces back to women. It began with men’s weakness, their lack of control. They were given wisdom and incredible gifts, but they squandered them.”
“Now, get ready for this,” the Angel said, gesturing. “Look!”
Adam saw a vast territory stretch out before him—towns, farms, and sprawling cities. He saw men’s cities, with tall gates and towers. Armies clashed, faces fierce with the threat of war. Giants, incredibly strong and bold, strode across the land. Some wielded weapons, others controlled wild horses. Both horsemen and foot soldiers stood ready for battle, not just milling around.
A group drove a herd of cattle—fat beefs, strong oxen, and healthy cows—from a lush meadow. A flock of sheep, bleating lambs trailing behind, was their prize. The shepherds barely escaped with their lives, calling for help, which quickly erupted into a bloody fight.
“Squadrons clashed in a brutal tournament,” Adam saw. “Where cattle grazed just moments ago, now lay scattered bodies and weapons on the blood-soaked ground.”
Other groups besieged a strong city, using battering rams, ladders, and tunnels to attack. Defenders on the walls fought back with darts, javelins, stones, and fiery blasts. Slaughter and unbelievable feats unfolded everywhere.
In another part of the land, heralds called a council at the city gates. Gray-haired elders and warriors gathered, listening to speeches. But soon, bitter arguments broke out. Finally, a man of middle age, known for his wisdom, spoke about right and wrong, justice, religion, truth, and peace, and the coming judgment from above.
“Everyone—old and young—exploded,” Adam gasped. “They lunged to seize him with violent hands. But then, a cloud descended, snatching him away, unseen, from the crowd.”
Violence, oppression, and ruthless laws spread across the plain. There was no refuge.
Adam was overwhelmed with tears, turning to his guide in despair. “Oh! What are these? Not men, surely? How can they deal out death so inhumanely, multiplying the sin of the one who killed his brother? They’re slaughtering their own kind, men like themselves!”
“But who was that righteous man, whom Heaven hadn’t rescued? What would have become of his righteousness?”
Michael replied, “Those are the result of the ill-matched marriages you witnessed—where good and bad were forced together. They naturally despise each other, but their reckless mixing produces extraordinary births, of body or mind.”
“These giants were renowned in their time,” Michael continued. “Back then, strength was all that mattered. Valor and heroic deeds were praised. Conquering in battle, subduing nations, and bringing home spoils—with endless slaughter—was considered the highest glory.”
“They’s be called great conquerors, patrons of mankind, even gods and sons of gods. Destroyers would be a more accurate title,” Michael said. “That’s how fame would be achieved, renown on earth, and what truly deserved recognition would remain hidden in silence.”
“But that seventh one from you, the one you saw—he was the only righteous one in a corrupted world. That’s why he was so hated, so relentlessly attacked, for daring to be just, for speaking the undeniable truth that God would come to judge them with his Saints.”
“The Most High took him in a gentle cloud, carried by winged steeds, as you saw, to walk with God, high in salvation and the realms of bliss, exempt from death. It’s to show you what reward awaits the good, and what punishment awaits the rest.”
“Now, look closely, and you’ll see.”
 He looked around, and everything had changed. The war drums had stopped, totally silent. Now it was all parties, games, and excess. People were hooking up, getting married, or just doing whatever felt right. Some were obsessed with looks, chasing after anyone who seemed hot. Then they’s get into fights, legit beef.
Finally, a wise old man showed up, and he was not feeling their vibe. He’s constantly showing up to their parties and festivals, preaching about changing their ways—like they were trapped in a bad situation, facing serious consequences. But it was all for nothing. Seeing that, he just gave up and moved his camp way off.
Then, from the mountains, he started cutting down giant trees. He began building a massive ship—seriously huge. He measured it all out, length, width, height, and coated it in pitch. There was a door, and he loaded it with tons of food for people and animals.
Then, bam, something crazy happened! Pairs and sevens of every animal—birds, bugs, the whole crew—just walked right in, like they knew what to do. Last, the old man and his three sons, with their four wives, hopped on board. God slammed the door shut.
Suddenly, a huge south wind kicked up, and dark clouds started swirling, covering the sky. The hills sent up moisture and fog. The sky turned into a dark ceiling, and then the rain came down—a total downpour. It rained so hard, you couldn’t even see the ground anymore.
The ship floated, safe and sound, with its pointed bow cutting through the waves. Everything else—all the houses, all their fancy stuff—got swallowed by the flood. The sea covered the sea, no shoreline anywhere. Even in their luxurious palaces, sea monsters were chilling and breeding. Of all the people who had been around, only a few were left, crammed onto that little ship.
Adam, how must you have felt watching it all end like that? The end of your kids? A total wipeout? You were drowned in tears and grief. Gently lifted up by an Angel, you finally stood on your feet, but you were still heartbroken—like a dad seeing all his children destroyed at once. You barely managed to get out a complaint to the Angel.
“Ugh, I wish I hadn't seen the future!” you moaned. “I would have been okay just dealing with each day as it came. Now I’m stuck with the weight of so many years, and it's killing me to know it's all coming.”
Don’t let anyone try to tell you what's going to happen, ever. Evil is going to happen, no matter what, and knowing it won’t stop it. You’ll feel it even more, just knowing it's coming—it's just awful to bear. But now, there's no one to warn. Those few who escaped will eventually be consumed by hunger and pain, wandering that watery wasteland.
I thought, when the violence and war ended, everything would be okay. Peace would rule, and people would live long, happy lives. But I was wrong. Peace can be just as bad as war, corrupting people just as much as it wastes them.
“Seriously, what's going on?” you asked the celestial Guide. “Will the human race end here?”
 To Michael, this is for you. Those you last saw, dripping in triumph and living large, are now showing their true colors. They’re all about flexing their power and pulling off epic wins, but seriously lacking in actual goodness. They’d spilled so much blood, crushed so many nations, and basically hoarded all the best stuff, racking up fame and titles along the way.
But now? They’re ditching it all for easy living – endless pleasure, sloth, and just pure, unadulterated lust. Their pride will turn friends into enemies, even when things are supposedly chill.
And the people they conquered? They’re losing their faith, their morals, everything. They used God as a shield in battle, but He didn’t show up for them. So now, they’re just coasting, living however they want on whatever their rulers leave behind. The Earth will have more than enough, but nobody’s gonna practice restraint. Everyone’s gonna turn rotten, forget about justice, honesty, and loyalty.
Except for one. Just one son of light in a dark age, going against the grain – defying every bad habit and trend. Fearless of mockery or violence, he’s gonna call them out on their garbage, showing them the path to safety and peace. He’s gonna warn them about the consequences of their actions, knowing full well they’ll laugh in his face. But God’s watching.
By God’s command, he’s gonna build an incredible ark – like you saw. To save himself and his family from the coming apocalypse.
No sooner is he and his crew, a mix of humans and animals chosen for survival, settled inside the ark, than the heavens unleash a biblical downpour. Rain, day and night. The deepest oceans erupt, swallowing everything in a monstrous flood. The water rises higher and higher, even over the highest mountains.
Paradise itself – that mount, the place of beauty – is ripped from its spot, pushed along by the raging torrent, down the river to a salty, desolate gulf. It becomes a bare island, home to seals, orcs, and screeching seabirds.
The message is clear: God doesn’t bless a place just because it is a place. It’s about the people who live there and what they bring to it.
Now, let’s see what happens next.
He looked, and the ark was floating on the receding floodwaters. The clouds were gone, chased away by a sharp north wind that dried the surface of the deluge like a forgotten relic.
The sun blazed down on the vast expanse of water, drawing moisture from the waves like someone finally quenching a desperate thirst. The floodwaters began to shrink, pulling back from the land like a reluctant tide. The oceans had closed their gates, and the heavens had shut their windows.
The ark wasn’t floating anymore. It seemed to be firmly planted on top of a high mountain.
The peaks of hills and mountains poked through the water, and the rushing currents slammed against the retreating sea.
A raven soared out of the ark, followed by a dove – the more reliable messenger – sent out again and again to search for green trees or dry land.
The second time, the dove returned, clutching an olive leaf in its beak – a symbol of peace.
Dry ground appeared! The ancient patriarch descended from the ark with his family. He raised his hands to the sky, his eyes filled with devotion, gazing at a dewy cloud, and within that cloud, a vibrant rainbow arced across the sky – a promise of peace from God and a brand new covenant.
 Adam’s heart, which had been so heavy, suddenly leaped with joy. And he burst out, “You, who can show me what’s going to happen, heavenly Teacher! I’m alive again! I know that humanity will survive, and all living things will keep going.”
He felt far less grief for the wicked world that had been destroyed. “I’m so happy about one perfect, just man,” Adam continued. “God is going to build a whole new world from him, and forget all his anger.”
“But what are those streaks of color in the sky?” Adam asked, looking up. “They look like God’s forehead, calmed down. Or are they just decoration, like a flower border, to hold back that huge, watery cloud? I’m worried it's going to burst and rain down on us again.”
The Archangel replied, “You’re asking the right questions. God is willing to forgive, even though he just realized how messed up humanity was. He was heartbroken when he looked down and saw how violent everyone was, how everything was corrupting each other. But because of this one righteous man, God’s grace is so great that he won’t wipe out humanity again. He’s made a promise: the sea won’t overflow, and there won’t be another flood to drown the world, with people or animals. Instead, when he brings a cloud over the earth, he’s going to put his rainbow there—a reminder of his promise. Day and night, planting season and harvest, scorching heat and freezing winter—everything will stay on track. Until the final fire cleanses everything, both Heaven and Earth, and the righteous will live there.”
chapter_0012

I’m kinda zoning out at noon, even though I’m trying to go fast. So here I am, an Arch-Angel, pausing between the old world that’s gone and the new one that’s starting. Wondering if Adam might say something.
Then, a smooth transition, and I start talking again. You’re seeing how one world began and ended, and how people came from a second chance. You’ve got a lot more to see, but I can tell your eyes are getting tired. Seeing stuff from God is intense—it drains you. So, I’ll tell you what’s next. Just listen up.
These second humans, when they were still a small group and the fear of what just happened was fresh in their minds, were careful to respect God. They tried to do what was fair and right, and they multiplied. They farmed the land, bringing in corn, wine, and oil. They raised herds and flocks, often sacrificing bulls, lambs, and goats, pouring out wine and holding sacred feasts. They lived happy, peaceful lives, in families and tribes, led by their fathers. That lasted a long time, until one guy showed up—a proud, ambitious dude.
He wasn't cool with equality or brotherhood. He wanted to be in charge, even though he didn’t deserve it. He took over his brothers and threw out natural law and order. He’s basically hunting people like they’re animals, using war and traps to force them into his tyrannical rule. They’re gonna call him “a mighty hunter before the Lord,” like he’s defying Heaven, or maybe even claiming to be second in command. His name will come from his rebellion, even though he’s accusing others of rebelling.
He’s gonna gather a crew, driven by the same ambition to dominate, and they’ll march from Eden toward the west. They’ll find a flat area where a thick, black, oily substance bubbles up from the ground – the mouth of Hell. They’ll use that stuff to build bricks and build a city and a tower so tall it reaches the sky, just to get their name out there. They don't care if they're remembered for good or bad.
But God, who often visits people unseen, walking through their homes to see what they're doing, sees them. He comes down to check out their city before the tower blocks the sky. And to mess with them, he gives them a bunch of different languages. Suddenly, they can’t understand each other. A crazy, confusing noise erupts among the builders. Everyone’s yelling, but no one gets it. They get frustrated and angry, like they’re being mocked.
There’s laughter in Heaven, as God looks down and sees the chaos and hears the noise. And that’s how the building got left as a joke, and the whole project was called “Confusion.”
Adam, acting like a dad, isn’t happy.
"Seriously, son? Trying to be above everyone else? Trying to take power from God, power that wasn't given to you?" he says. "He only gave us dominion over animals—fish, birds, and beasts. We have that right because He gave it to us. But He didn’t make humans lords over other humans. He kept that power for Himself. Humans are meant to be free from other humans."
But this guy, with his arrogant plans, isn’s stopping at just taking over other people. He's building his tower to challenge God. 
"Seriously, dude? What food are you going to haul all the way up there to feed yourself and your army?" Adam asks. “Up there, where the air is so thin it’s going to destroy your insides and steal your breath, even if you get bread?"
 To Michael, listen up. You’re totally right to hate that son. He caused so much drama, trying to take down everyone’s freedom. But get this: ever since your first mistake, true freedom is gone. It’s always linked to good judgment, and they’re inseparable. When reason fades in people, or they ignore it, crazy desires and impulsive feelings take over. They control everything, and people end up enslaved.
That’s why, when someone lets bad influences run wild inside, God, in his judgment, lets external tyrants control them. Those tyrants often unfairly take away people’s freedom. Tyranny has to happen. It doesn't excuse the tyrant, though. Sometimes, nations fall so far from reason, from what’s right, that no injustice, but a genuine curse, strips them of their freedom. Their inner freedom vanishes too. Remember the disrespectful son of the guy who built the ark? Because of his shame toward his father, he received this harsh curse: "Servant of servants" for his entire family.
Just like the old world, this one will keep getting worse and worse. Eventually, God will be so fed up with their sins that he's going to pull away, hide his eyes. He's going to leave them to their own mess and choose one special nation to listen to. That nation will come from one faithful man, who's currently living beyond the Euphrates. He’s been raised worshipping false idols. Can you even believe it? While the patriarch—the one who escaped the flood—is still alive, people are ditching the real God to worship their own creations, wood and stone idols!
But God chooses to call him, sending a vision, pulling him away from his family’s house and those fake gods, leading him to a new land he’s going to show him. From him, God will raise a powerful nation and bless him so much that all nations will be blessed through his descendants. He obeys immediately, even though he doesn’t know where he’s going, but he trusts. I see him—you can’t—how much faith he has leaving his gods, his friends, and his homeland, Ur of Chaldea, crossing the river to Haran. Following him is a huge caravan of herds and flocks, plus tons of servants. He's not wandering around broke, but he’s trusting God, who called him, to a land he doesn't even know.
He reaches Canaan. I see his tents pitched around Shechem and the neighboring plains of Moreh. There, he receives a promise: the land for his descendants, from Hameth in the north to the desert in the south. From Hermon in the east to the great western sea. Look at Hermon, the sea—I’m pointing them out to you. See Mount Carmel, and over there, the Jordan River, the true eastern boundary. But his sons will settle in Senir, that long ridge of hills.
Think about it: all nations on Earth will be blessed through his descendants. That descendant? Your ultimate Deliverer, the one who will crush the Serpent’s head. I’ll explain more about him later. This blessed patriarch, whom faithful Abraham will eventually call his son, and his son a grandson…
 Like him in faith, in wisdom, and renown: his grandchild, now with twelve sons, leaves Canaan for a land later called Egypt—a place split by the Nile River. See how it flows, spilling out into the sea in seven branches. He comes to live there, invited by a younger son. This son's good deeds make him second-in-command to Pharaoh. There, he dies, and his descendants grow into a nation. But a later king grows suspicious of their numbers, wanting to control their growth, treating them like unwelcome guests, then turning them into slaves. He even kills their newborn sons—a total massacre.
But then, two brothers—Moses and Aaron—sent by God, rise up to claim His people from slavery. They return, triumphant and loaded with spoils, back to their promised land. But first, this ruthless tyrant—who refuses to acknowledge their God or their message—must be forced to yield through terrifying signs and judgments.
The river will turn to blood. Frogs, lice, and flies will infest his palace and all the land. His livestock will rot and die. Blisters and sores will erupt on his skin and the skin of his people. Thunder, lightning, and fire will tear through the Egyptian sky.
Locusts will swarm, devouring everything green. A thick darkness will cover the land for three days. And finally, in one devastating night, all the firstborn of Egypt will die.
With these ten plagues, the river-dragon finally submits, letting his people go. But he’s still stubborn, like ice after it thaws. In his rage, he pursues those he just released. The sea swallows him and his army, but lets the Israelites pass—walking on dry land between towering walls of water, awestruck by Moses’s power.
God, present in his Angel, will lend this incredible power to his saint. A cloud by day, a pillar of fire by night, will guide them on their journey, keeping the relentless king at bay. All night, he’s on their trail, but darkness defends them until morning. Then, through the fiery pillar and the cloud, God will trouble the king’s army, messing with their chariot wheels.
At Moses’s command, his powerful rod extends over the sea. The sea obeys! Waves crash down on the enemy’s ranks, overwhelming their army. The chosen people advance safely toward Canaan, across the wild desert—not the easiest route. They’re not ready to face the alarmed Canaanites and risk war. Fear might drive them back to Egypt, choosing an easy life of servitude over glory.
This delay in the wilderness will also give them something else: they’ll establish their own government and choose a great senate through the twelve tribes, ruling by laws ordained by God. From Mount Sinai, whose gray peak will tremble, God will descend in thunder, lightning, and the sound of trumpets to give them the law. Some laws will deal with civil justice, others with religious rituals and sacrifices. Through symbols and foreshadowing, they’ll glimpse the destined Seed—the one who will crush the Serpent and achieve mankind’s deliverance.
 The voice of God? Seriously terrifying to hear directly. They begged Moses to relay God's will, to make the fear stop. He agreed, realizing that mortals can’t just access God directly. You need a go-between, a mediator. Moses was that figure, a preview of someone even greater. He’s the one the prophets would sing about – the ultimate Messiah.
So, laws and rituals were set. God is so stoked when people follow his plan that he decides to move in with them. Like, legit lives among humans. He sets up a tabernacle—a sanctuary—made of cedar and gold. Inside, there’s an ark, holding the records of his covenant. Above it, a golden mercy-seat, flanked by two golden Cherubim. Seven lamps burn like a cosmic map of the stars. A cloud rests above the tent during the day, a fiery glow at night.
Except when they travel, of course. Eventually, guided by his angel, they reach the land promised to Abraham and his descendants. The rest? Too much to get into—tons of battles, destroyed kings, conquered kingdoms. And the sun? It literally froze in mid-heaven for a whole day, night’s schedule on pause, while Joshua—who the Gentiles call Jesus—commanded, "Sun, stop in Gibeon! Moon, hang out in Aialon!"
Joshua is the third son of Abraham, Isaac’s kid, and from him comes the whole line that will claim Canaan.
Adam chimed in. “Yo, sent from above! You’re clearing up my darkness, dropping some serious wisdom about Abraham and his family. My eyes are finally opening, my heart feels lighter. I was so stressed about what would happen to me and everyone else. But now I see it – his day is coming, the one where all nations will be blessed. This favor is totally undeserved, especially considering I went for forbidden knowledge with forbidden methods."
He paused, confused. “But I don’t get it. Why so many rules and laws for the people living among God? So many laws mean so much sin, right? How can God chill with that much sin around?”
Michael responded, “Don’t sweat it. Sin will run wild among them, just like it did with you. That's why the law exists—to expose their natural flaws, to stir up sin against itself. When they see the law can reveal sin, but can’t fix it—just those weak animal sacrifices—they’ll realize a more precious sacrifice is needed. Someone to pay the price for both the righteous and the unrighteous. Through faith in that righteousness, they’ll find acceptance with God and peace of mind. The law and rituals can’t satisfy that. Mortals can’t perform them perfectly anyway.”
“So the law is incomplete,” Michael continued. “It was given to prepare them, to guide them from shadows to truth, from physical rules to the spirit. From strict demands to generous grace, from fear to love, from following the letter of the law to trusting in faith."
“That’s why Moses, though deeply loved by God, couldn’t lead his people into Canaan. He was just the messenger of the law. Joshua—Jesus to the Gentiles—will take over. He’s the one who will defeat the Serpent and bring humanity back through the wilderness, safe to eternal paradise.”
 Meanwhile, they settled in what felt like paradise—their own version of Canaan. They thrived for a long time, but when their collective sins messed up everything and threatened their peace, God sent enemies after them. But He’s always there, right? First, He sent Judges to help them out. Then, under kings, they'd see a promise kept: a royal throne that would last forever. Prophecy sang of this—the royal line of David (that's who I'm calling this king). A Son would rise from the Woman’s seed, the one foretold to Abraham, the one all nations would trust. The last king, really—his reign would have no end.
But first, a bunch of kings would come and go. His son, known for his wealth and wisdom, would finally build a glorious temple, a permanent home for the ark of God—which had been wandering around in tents for way too long.
Lots of people would follow, some good, some… not so much. The bad ones would pile up, their sins adding up to a major problem. They’d really anger God, leaving their land, their city, His temple, and the holy ark exposed to destruction. That proud city you saw, the one with the high walls left in ruins? That became Babylon.
There, they’d be held captive for seventy years. Then, remembering His mercy and the covenant He made with David, God would bring them back.
Returning from Babylon, thanks to the permission of the kings—the ones He had in place—they’d rebuild the house of God. For a while, they’d live a pretty normal life, just getting by. But as they grew wealthier and more numerous, they’d start fighting amongst themselves. It all started with disagreements among the priests—the people who should have been promoting peace. Their conflict would pollute the temple itself. Eventually, they’d grab the scepter, ignoring David’s descendants. Then, a stranger would take it, blocking the true Anointed King, the Messiah, from being born. But at his birth, a star—one no one had ever seen before—would appear in the heavens, announcing his arrival and guiding eastern scholars—sages—to find him, so they could offer incense, myrrh, and gold. An angel would tell simple shepherds, keeping watch by night, where he was born. They’d rush there and hear a choir of angels singing his song.
His mother was a virgin, but his father was the power of the Most High. He would ascend the hereditary throne and rule the entire Earth, his glory shining with the heavens.
He stopped, seeing Adam filled with such joy that it felt like tears were about to spill. He finally spoke. "Oh, prophet of good news, finisher of all hope! Now I finally understand what I’d been searching for—why our greatest expectation is called the seed of Woman. Virgin Mother, hail, so loved by Heaven. Yet, you’d proceed from my loins, and your womb would bring forth the Son of God Most High. That’s how God unites with Man!”
“The Serpent must now bruise his head in pain,” Adam said. “Tell me, where and when will their fight happen? What blow will bruise the victor’s heel?”
Michael replied, "Don't picture their fight like a duel, or focus on some local injury to the head or heel. It’s not about the Son uniting manhood with Godhood to better defeat your enemy. Satan wasn’t overcome because of his fall from Heaven—that was a more devastating blow. It disabled him, but it didn’t give you your death’s wound. Your Savior will heal that, not by destroying Satan, but by destroying his works within you and in your descendants.
And that can only happen by fulfilling the law of God, the one imposed with the penalty of death. You deserve that penalty for your transgression, and so do those who follow your lead. Only then will justice be satisfied.”
 The law of God, he will fulfill it. Both through obeying and through love—because love alone fulfills the law. He’s gonna endure punishment, coming to Earth in a life filled with shame and a cursed death. He’s proclaiming life to everyone who believes in his redemption. His obedience, credited to them through faith; his merits to save them, not their own, even though they're legal.
He’s gonna live hated, blasphemed, seized, judged, and condemned to a shameful, cursed death—nailed to the cross by his own people, killed for bringing life. But he nails your enemies to the cross, the law against you, and the sins of all mankind, crucified with him. They’ll never hurt those who truly trust in his satisfaction. So he dies, but soon revives. Death won’t hold him long. Before the third sunrise, the morning stars will see him rise, fresh as dawn. Your ransom is paid—Man is redeemed from death. His death for you, for as many as offered life, don’t neglect it, and embrace the benefit through faith—faith that produces good works.
This God-like act cancels your doom, the death you deserved, lost forever in sin. This act will crush the head of Satan, destroy his strength, defeating Sin and Death—his two main weapons. It’s gonna sting him far deeper than a temporal death bruises a victor’s heel, or those he redeems. It’s a death like sleep, a gentle wafting to immortal life.
And after rising, he won’t stay on Earth much longer than needed to appear to his disciples—those who followed him in life. He’s leaving them in charge to teach all nations what they’re learning about him and his salvation. They're gonna baptize people in the flowing stream, a sign of washing away guilt and sin, preparing them for life—and for death, like the Redeemer’s.
They’re gonna teach all nations. From that day forward, salvation won't just be preached to the descendants of Abraham's line, but to the descendants of Abraham’s faith—wherever they are around the world. So through his descendants, all nations will be blessed.
Then he’s gonna ascend to Heaven, victorious, triumphing through the air over his enemies and yours. The Serpent, the prince of air, will be caught by surprise and dragged in chains through his realm, utterly defeated. Then he’s gonna enter glory and resume his seat at God’s right hand, exalted above every name in Heaven. And from there, when this world’s end is near, he’s gonna come with glory and power to judge both the living and the dead.
To judge the unfaithful dead, but to reward his faithful and receive them into bliss—whether in Heaven or on Earth. Because then the Earth will be all Paradise, a far happier place than Eden, and far happier days.
So spoke the Archangel Michael. Then he paused, like at the world’s great turning point. And our ancestor, overflowing with joy and wonder, replied:
“Goodness infinite, goodness immense! That all this good can come from evil, and that evil can be turned to good—it's more amazing than that which first brought light out of darkness! I’m standing here full of doubt. Should I now regret the sin I’ve done, and caused? Or should I rejoice even more, knowing that even more good will spring from it? More glory to God, more goodwill to men! From God, grace will abound over wrath.”
 But seriously, if our Deliverer has to go back up to Heaven, what’s gonna happen to us? To the few of us who are loyal, stuck here with all the disbelievers, the enemies of truth? Who’s gonna guide His people? Who's gonna defend us?
"They’ll treat His followers way worse than they treated Him," the Angel said. “But from Heaven, He’s gonna send you a Comforter—the promise of the Father. He’s gonna live in you as His Spirit. And the law of faith, working through love, will be written on your hearts. It’s gonna guide you in all truth and give you spiritual armor to resist Satan’s attacks, to put out his fiery darts. What can humans do against you if you’re not afraid, even to the death? You’ll be comforted from within, and supported in ways that will amaze your proudest persecutors.”
“The Spirit,” the Angel continued, “was first poured out on His Apostles, and now He’s sent to evangelize the nations. Then, on everyone who’s baptized, He’s gonna bestow wondrous gifts—the ability to speak all languages and do all miracles, just like our Lord did before.”
“This will win countless people from every nation to joyfully accept the news from Heaven. Eventually, their ministry will be done, their race well run, their doctrine and story written down. They’ll die, but as they warned, wolves will take their place—grievous wolves, who will twist the sacred mysteries of Heaven to their own advantage, for money and power. They’re gonna corrupt the truth with superstitions and traditions, leaving only the pure words in the written records—though only the Spirit can truly understand them.”
“Then they’ll try to use names, places, and titles, and combine them with secular power. They’ll pretend to be spiritual, but they’re really just stealing the Spirit of God, which was promised to all believers. And using this false authority, they’ll force spiritual laws with carnal power—laws that won’t be found in writing, or engraved on anyone’s heart.”
“What will they do but stifle the Spirit of Grace itself and imprison Liberty? What but tear down His living temples, built by faith to stand? They’ll insist on their own faith, not another’s. On earth, who can be considered infallible when going against faith and conscience? Yet many will try. And heavy persecution will arise against everyone who perseveres in worshipping in spirit and truth. Most people will think they’re satisfied with outward rituals and empty traditions. Truth will be attacked with slander, and acts of faith will be rare. That's how the world will go on—malicious to the good, benign to the bad—groaning under its own weight, until the day arrives when the righteous breathe again, and vengeance is delivered to the wicked, at the return of the One recently promised to your aid, the Woman’s Seed. Once obscurely foretold, now amplified—your Savior and your Lord. He’s coming last, in the clouds, from Heaven, in the glory of the Father, to dissolve Satan and his twisted world. Then He’s going to raise from the fiery destruction, purified and renewed, new Heavens and a new Earth—ages of endless joy, founded in righteousness, peace, and love. Bringing forth fruits, joy, and eternal bliss.”
He finished. And so, Adam replied, for the very last time: "Okay, wow."
 How quickly has your prophecy, Seer, measured this fleeting world, this race against time, until time itself stops! Beyond is just emptiness, an endless Eternity that no eye can ever reach. I’m leaving now, deeply instructed, at peace, and my mind is full—more than this vessel can hold. It was foolish to even try to reach for more. Now I know that obedience is best, and to love God with a healthy dose of fear; to live as if he’s always watching; to notice his hand in everything; and to depend on him alone, merciful over all he created, where good always wins over evil, and big things happen through small, seemingly weak things, overthrowing the powerful and wise through simple humility. Suffering for what’s right is the greatest victory, and for the faithful, death is the gateway to life. I’m learning this through his example, whom I now acknowledge as my ever-blessed Redeemer.
To him, the Angel replied one last time: “You’ve grasped the essence of wisdom. Don’t chase anything higher, even if you knew every star by name, all the heavenly powers, all the secrets of the deep, all of Nature’s wonders, or all the works of God in Heaven, air, earth, or sea, and enjoyed all the riches of this world, or ruled an entire empire. Just add actions to your knowledge; add faith, virtue, patience, and self-control; add love—called charity, the soul of everything. Then you won't be reluctant to leave this Paradise, but you’ll possess a paradise within you, far happier. Let’s descend now from this peak of thought. The exact hour demands our departure. Look, the guards I posted on that hill are waiting. A flaming sword waves fiercely, signaling our move. We can’t linger. Go, wake Eve. I’ve calmed her with gentle dreams, promising good, and her spirits are ready to submit. When the time is right, share what you’ve heard with her—especially what she needs to know about her faith, about the great deliverance through her seed (for it’s through the Woman’s seed) that will come to all mankind. Then you can live, for many days, united in one faith, though tinged with sadness for the evils of the past. But you’ll be much more cheered by the thought of the happy end.”
He finished, and they descended the hill. Adam hurried down to the bower, where Eve lay sleeping, but found her already awake. And she greeted him with words that weren't sad at all. “Whence do you return? Whither have you gone? I know, for God is also in sleep, and dreams give advice—propitious dreams, promising some great good. I fell asleep, weary with sorrow and distress. But now, lead on. To go with you is to stay here; to stay here without you is to leave unwillingly. You are everything to me under Heaven, all places—you, who are banished from here for my willful crime.”
“I carry this further comfort with me,” she continued, “though all is lost because of me, I am granted such favor—through me, the Promised Seed will restore everything.”
So spoke our mother Eve; and Adam heard, pleased, but answered not. For the Arch-Angel stood nearby. And from the other hill, in bright array, the Cherubim descended, gliding like shooting stars, like evening mist rising from a river, quickly covering the marshland and clinging to the laborer’s heels as he returned home.
 A blazing sword—God’s sword—shot forward, a comet streaking across the sky. It burned with scorching heat, like the air above the Libyan desert. The air itself started to bake that once-lush land.
The Angel, moving fast, grabbed Adam and Eve, who were lagging behind. He led them straight to the eastern gate, down the cliff, and onto the conquered plain below. Then, he vanished.
They turned back. All they could see of Paradise—their happy home just moments ago—was the eastern side, bathed in the light of that fiery sword. The gate was crowded with terrifying faces and blazing arms.
A few tears slipped down their cheeks, but they quickly wiped them away. The whole world stretched out before them, a choice of where to settle. Providence would be their guide.
Hand in hand, they wandered slowly through Eden, utterly alone. Like, seriously, no shade.
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