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Foreword

It was almost by accident that I read the MS of Steven Brust's To Reign in
Hell. Actually, it was because of a courtesy on the part of the author, the
stor¥ of which is not terribly material here. But that's why I said "almost." 1
can' rea11¥ consider a character trait an accident. )

I read the beginning to see what he was domgt. I don't know, him

ersonally. I know little about him, sayve what I can tell from his writing.
en I realized where he was ﬁomg with this story, my first reaction was,
"He isn't going to be able to pull this one off." Not without gt%ttln;i trite, or
cute, or moralistic - or falling into any number of the many pitfalls 1 foresaw
with regard to_this material. I was wrong. He not only avoided them all, he
told a fantasticall engagu;fi story with consummate grace and genuine

artistry. I had not seen anything really new done with this subject since
Anatole France's Revolt of the Angels, with the possible exception, of Taylor
Caldwell's Dialogues with the Devil. And frankly, Brust's book is a more
ambitious and successful work than Dialogues. . .

My immediate reaction was to dproyldq one of those brief dust jacket
comments containing a few loaded adjectives and to hope that this would
help call some attention to the book and sell a few extra copies. "A hell of a
good book" or "A damned fine s.tor¥" sprang to mind, because I am what I
am -and they're both true, despite the flippancy. But on reflection I knew
that that would not be enough, because I am not always so fortunate as to
encounter a writer as gﬁod.as Steven Brust this earlyin his career. This is
because there is so much science fiction and_fantasy being published these
daY(s - and some of it very good - that it would be a full-time job just trying
to keep up with the bestas it appears. I have to be selective in my readin
and I miss a lot. But this time I was lucky, and I owe it to this kind of talen
to remark upon it when I see it. )

(I should add, here, that I have also read his other two books - Jhereg
and qutldlk- and that they are a part of the reason I am hitting these

ewriter keys.

. A dust jackzt ?)lurb 0n1¥ (?’ives an opinion without reasons, and I need a
little more room because 1 feel obliged to tell you why I like Steven Brust's
stories: Most good writers have one or two strong points for which they are

own, and upon which they rely to carry a tale to its_successful conclusion.
Excellent plotting, say, can carry a story even _if the writing itself is
undistinguished. One can live with this. Good plotting is a virtue._ Fine
writing is a_pleasure. A.;f.{raceful ]t)rose stylist is a_treat to read - even_ if the
author is shaky when it comes to plotting or characterization. And then
there are the specialists in ]t)eople, who can entertain and delight with their
development of character, their revelations - even if they are not stron
plotters or fpoyverful descriptive writers.  And there are masters an
mistresses of dialogue who can make you feel as if you are witnessing an
engaging play, and you can almost forget the setting and the story while
trying to anticipate what one of the characters will say next. And so on and
SO on.

Yes.

Yes, I feel that Steven Brust has this whole catalog of virtues - solid
plotting, 1%ood prose, insightful characterizations and fine dialogue.

Going further, he has those little tricks of ironic wordplay which appeal. -
""Milord," called Beelzebub, 'get thee behind me.'" Tt tickles. . .

And there is his use of the fabulous. Pure science fiction is, ultimately,
cut-and-dried, explaining everything in the end.

Pure fantasy generally does not explain enough. A writer who respects the
rational yet pays homage to the dark areas where all is not known also has
mﬁf. respect, as herein lies a .hl% her level of verisimilitude, mirroring life,
which really is that way. It is that mixture of light and darkness which
fascinates me, personally. It is a special kind of mimesis, cutting across the
categories - and here, too, Mr. Brust wields a finely honed blade.
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A rare, resqurceful writer, who has_distinguished himself in my mind
this early in his career, Steven Brust; I feel he is worth noting now, for what
he will achieve eventually, as well as for what he has already done.

- Roger Zelazny
A.n%lels and mortals .
Fight for the right To have a little pleasure
And enjoy an easy flight.

Angels and mortals
Sometimes get their way

- Mark Henley, "November Song"

Prologue

I was set up everlasting, from the beginning, or ever the earth was.
Before the mountains were settled, before the hills, was I brought forth.

- Proverbs, 8:23-24

Snow, tenderly caught by eddying breezes, swirled and sYun in to and out
of bright, lustrous shapesthat gleamed against the emerald-blazoned black
drape of sky and sparkled there_ for a moment, hanging, before settling
gently to the soft, green-tufted plain with all the sickly sweetness of an over-
written sentence.

The Regent of the South looked upon, this white-on-black-over-green
perfection and _he saw that it was revolting. His e%‘es, a green that was
ositively startling, narrowed, and his nostrils flared. The being next to him
ook the shape of an animal that would someday be called a golden
retriever. It shook its head and snorted, since barking was yet a few
millennia away. ) )
"My 1gorge rises to think on't," said the dog.
Thé Regent nodded without speaking. . .
d Th(ei other continued, "I mind a time when thou didst delight to see
ecadence.
"I mind a time when there were things other than decadence to compare it

"Verily," the dog admitted. "But think'st thou this can last forever?" .

The Regent shrugged. "No, I know it won't. The Wave is still recent; its
effects linger, Soon enou%lh orm will be form again, and jokes like this will
be too difficuit to be worth the bother. But it sickens me."

"Whose working is this then, milord?" the dog asked. .

"It doesn't matter," said the Regent. "One of gur arch-brethren, certainly.
Maybe it was whoever put Marfiel into a six-day sleep so she missed the
harvest. It's the same stupid sense of humor." ..

"Certes thou art aware of that thou hast earned: to relax thy vigilance and

en'f"oy this time, as thi’n archbrethren do." . .
d h(ei Regen shook his head. "Perhaps," he said, "that is my own form of
ecadence,

The smaller one laughed and wagged his tail.

It had hard green scales, fiery red eyes, and a long forked tongue, and was
several times what would become known as man-high somedz%y. You may as
well call it a dragon and have done with it. It was the Regent of the North.

It—he? He, then. He lived far in the north of Heaven, beneath mountains

own for vulcanism. He had carved places out _of the rock at the heart of
the mountain, where he could feel warm and safe. .

His former shape had been lost near the end of the Third Wave, and he
had taken this one. It was very resistant to the effects of the flux. His breath
could break any material down to its basic components, or turn a wave of
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cacoastrum into living illiaster.

. None of the new angels entered the Northern Regency, and no one at all
lived there, save the Rt‘aigent. All feared him, for it was said that he was mad,
that he had been wounded deegl.y, and it was unsafe to be near him,

Alone, unchanging, nursing his rage and his fear, the Regent of the North
turned in his sleep. The ird Wave was over now, but when the next
came, he would wake.

egrees, and she basked in it. The tip of her tail broke the water
and waved snake-like (had there been snakes) for a bit and then a bit. The
water was a blue that an artist would despair of capturing. Above, the air
smelled of the sea.

League upon league upon league of sea rose in temperature by exactly one
and al(’i“nlalf('1 H 3 gi<l in 1 i 1‘1) i o y

Her sea! Here she was the master. As the last effects of the raw cacoastrum
ytanlshﬁd, she found she could command this water by an effort of will, for
it was hers.

The Second Wave had driven her to create and enter the sea, forsaking
her form in order to live. She could have used the free illiaster from the
Third Wave to recreate her old form, but she would not leave the protection
the waters gave her. And she had come to_love the flowing, breathing
sensuality of the currents, caressing and soothing her.

e gréen coiled length of her bo %stralﬁ.htened, and she closed her eyes
as she acc?ted the warmth into ‘herself. She sent forth a laugh that
reverberated through the waters, which picked it up and carried it, as fresh
currents, to every shore. .

The Regent of the West was at peace, for a while. Let us leave her there.

The Youth With Golden Locks looked to the west. He rested his left hand
upon the golden hilt of the shaft of scarlet light that hung from his waist
and reached down to his knees. He was dressed in a tunic of light brown
that called attention to his remote blue eyes. He, the Regent of the East, was
a proper half-a-head taller than the black-haired, dark woman who stood at
his side and caressed his arm.

She scrutinized him for a moment, then shook her head.

'Too much," she remarked._ . .

He shrugged, and darkened his complexion a shade or two. _ .

"Better,” she said. "But the hair 1s still overdoing it a bit, don't you

"If you say so," said the youth, and eased the curls somewhat, darkened
the tone. As the woman studied this version, impatience crossed the
Regent's face. ] ]

org,ift it," he snapped. "It just isn't me."

She shrugged. "As you wish.". . ) .

His hair grew lighter again, his form taller and thinner, and his skin took
on an aspect of transparency. "We're not 1§01ng to be able to do this much
longer," he said. "The effects of the Wave have nearly worn off."

"It doesn't matter," she said, soothingly. .

"I don't understand this concern everyone suddenly has with appearance,

anyway.

'Whgt else is there to be concerned with? I expect things will occur soon
enough, but for now—" L. .

"I suppose. But is there any reason for me to spend all this time working
on a form that I never look a ariyway?" .

"Maybe not. But as a Regent, I'should think—" .

"That's another thln% There was a time when it actually meant
something to be a Regent."

"I remember." . .

en we first created this place," he gestured vaguely around them, "it

meant that I was responsible for a quarter of the terrain of Heaven. And it
was needed then. Our brethren from the Second and Third Waves needed
guidance and leadership. But we're secure now. There hasn't been an influx
in thousands of days. And if there is another, Yaweh will call us—"

"You certainly are in a foul mood today, aren't you?"

He stopped. "You're right," he said after a moment. "Sorry."

"It's all right. Is there something I can do?"

She said it with no special emphasis, but he suddenly felt the grass
beneath his bare feet grow thicker and longer.
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"Yes," he said. "I think so."

The healer was tall, full-bodied, and pale of complexion. She wore a gold
cloak over white garments. A silver chain around her waist held a six-

ointed star. She faced the sword-bearer, who was large, well-muscled, and

rown haired. He, also, wore a cloak of gold. .

."Yaweh," he said, "wants to put it in his throne room, in a case, next to
his sceptre."

"Fittil}é," she said. "I suppose it is cumbersome—and you don't need it
now." "Not for a while, at any rate. And I'm near to thé Palace, so I can
easily fetch it when I need it." "~ . . .
.The healer studied the massive sword which the other carried over his
right shoulder. Then she looked away. . .
I hope,'" she said, "that i;ou don't need it for a long time."

He nodded without speaking.

He stood in the center of Heaven and looked about it, having chosen to have
four eyes today. He noticed that with less than two looking in any one
direction, he couldn't see as well as he ought. He resolved to set someone
to discover the reason for this. . L. .

Outside of Heaven, cacoastrum still did its mindless, eternal dance of
destruction. One day, he knew, he and his brethren would face it again, for
that was the way of the universe. When that happened, he would again feel
the sorrow of losing his brothers dperhaps one of those who had been with
him from the beginning. He would know the joy of seeing new ones created
from illiaster, and the pleasure of watching them become aware of
}hemselves and the others around them, but nothing could heal the pain of

0SS.

Again, as he had sg many times before, he wondered if there couldn't be
a way to end the conflict forever.

He sighed, and, with his four eyes, looked about the ways of Heaven. He
saw that it was good. But not quite good enough.

Second Prologue

"There's plenty of pain here—but It don't kill. .
.There's plenty of suffering here, but it don't last. You see, happiness
ain't a tltn'pg in itself—it's only a contrast with something that ain't
pleasant.

—Nark Twain, "Extract from Captain Stormfield's Visit to Heaven"

"There seems to be a lot of work left to do on it," said the Regent of the
South. "All you have is the barest outline.' .

"I know," said Yaweh, "but what do i/)ou think of it so far?" .

The Regent licked his lips. "I... to be honest, I'm afraid of it—afraid to hope
for it. It seems like a dream. Of course, it's what we've always wanted, but—I
don't know, Yaweh. Can it be done?" L. ) . .

"I think so. The one who'd be best at it is working on the details; he thinks

SO.

The Regent raised a brow over a bright green eye. '"Lucifer?" Yaweh smiled.
"Who else? He and Lilith are—'"" He stopped, as a look of pain crossed the
Regent's face, "What is it, old friend?" .

e other shook his head, then smiled, ruefully. "Lilith."

"I'm sor‘r(y I-" . .

"Don't, Yaweh. If everyone had to aPologlze for all the hearts Lilith's
broken, we could hardly speak to each other.

Yaweh studied him closely. "Does she know how much hurt she causes?"

"She didn't do any hurting, I did it to myself. It was stupid, really. I wanted
her to move into the Hold with me. She wasn't sure, and I tried to push her,
without thinking, and—" He punctuated the sentence with a shrug..

Yaweh studied him_somberly for a moment, then sighed. "I wish there
was something I could do for you." . .

The Regent shook his head. "It doesn't matter. I'll get over it. Maybe it'll
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teach me something. But enough. What do you want me to do?"

Yaweh _ cleared his throat. "In order to_accomplish this, we need the
cooperation of every angel in Heaven, But when I mentioned the plan to one
of the angels who dwells here, he had a strange reaction. Rather than being
excited by the idea, he was frightened by it."

The Regent's eyes widened. "Why?" L.

"There will be Some danger associated with it. I don't know how much yet,
but certainly some. He understood that, and was more frightened by the
plan than happy with the idea of the safety that would follow." He shru%ed.

It's natural, now that I think of it. Most angels remember little or nothing
of their first Wave—the one that created them. Our hatred of the flux comes

"I don't believe that any angel could fail to see what we gain with this,
Eﬁw:q'h. We may have to explain it to them, but certainly not more than

a L]

Yaweh sighed. "I hope you're rigl?t." . .

"T am," said the other, "It may take a little time, that's all." .

"I hope you're_right," he repeated. "In anly case, Lucifer will be coming
this evenlnlg and we'll go over the general plans then, and discuss things in
more detail. There is an archangel named Uriel who can help you—"

"Help me what, Yaweh? You still haven't told me."

"Let me save it for tonllglht." L. .

The Regent looked at him closely. "Whatever it is, you don't like it, do
you?" Yaweh shook his head. The Regent changed the subject. "I'll want to
go back to the Hold soon. It's quite a walk." . .

"All rllght. But can you wait until tomorrow? It's been a long time since
you've s eBt under my roof. We'll be having some pin-dancing. I would be
pleased," he added. . . )

b "Al(l1 r_)lvght, old friend," said the other. "I'll stay the night. Have you
randy?

Yaw)éh nodded. They both stood at once, as if a hidden message had come
to them, and embraced. "I don't see you often enough," said Yaweh.

"Heaven has grown too large," said Satan.

One

Descend, then! I could also say: Ascend! Twere all the same. Escape
from the Create ... . .
.To shapeless forms in liberated spacesl Enjoy what long ere this was
dissipated!

—Goethe, Faust

Primordial ooze. Flux. Chaos. Cacoastrum.

The essential of the universe, in all its myriad forms and shapes. Essence.

An%land all combinations of form and shape exist within this essence.
Eventually, of course, cacoastrum may deny itself, Order within chaos.

How many times is order created? The _?ues on has no meaning. A tree
falhs‘ lntthe fgrest, and the universe hears it. Order doesn't last; cacoastrum
will out.

The flux creates the essence of order, which is illiaster, which was the staff
of life long before bread had the privilege.

It can't last, however. Conscious? Sentient? Self-aware? Perhaps these
things exist for a timeless instant, only to be lost again before they can
begin to understand, They may have_shape; they may have the seeds of
thoughts—none of this matters. One of them mat}l e a unicorn, another a

reyish stone of unknown properties, still another a girl-child with big
rown eyes who vanishes bejore she really afllpears. It doesn't matter,

But let us give to one of these forms something new. Let us give it, for the
sake of argument, an instinct ‘to survive. Ah! Now the game is different,

ou see,
Y So this form resists, and strives to hold itself together. And as it strives,
cacoastrum and illiaster produce more illiaster, and consciousness
produces more consciousness, and now there are two. .

The two of them strive; and then they find that they can communicate,
and time meéans something now. And space, as well.
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As they work together, to hold onto themselves, a third one appears. They
Jind that they can bend the cacoastrum to their will, and force shape upon
it, and command it to hold, for a while. They build walls at this place
where the three of them are, and a top and a bottom,

Cacoastrum howls, almost as_a living thing itself, and seeks entry. The
three resist, and then there are _four, then five, then six, then seven.

And the seven finish the walls, and the top, and the bottom and for a

moment, at last, there is peace from the storm.

The Southern Wall of Heaven stretched longband static. It spanned six
hundred leagues and more, fading out of sight above, where it met with the
azure, ceiling, Its length was unmarked; its width unmeasured; its touch
cool; its look foreboding and ageless. .

. e Regent had built it in the d.afys.of the Second Waye, and expanded it
in the days of the Third. He had built his home into it, and out from it.

The foundations_ of the Southern Hold were deep into the bedrock of
Heaven, carved and scorched with the fires of Belial, made immutable by the
sc?tre of Yaweh. Plain and grey like the Wall, the Hold rose over dgrass and
and stoney plain, even and unbroken until its northern wall ended_abruptly
and became a roof that sloped sharply up to the top. There it blended into the
Wall, t%nwl\/%g the impression that thé entire affair was an accidental blister
from the Wall and would sogn sink back into it.

The only entrance was built into the northern wall of the Hold. Here were
placed a pair of massive oak doors, with finely carved wooden handles,

A visitor to the Hold, no matter how often he had been there, would be
moved b}i(the stature of the hard grey edifice— lonely, cold, distant, and
proud. Like the Regent of the South himself, some said. But once inside, the
1llusion was shattered., ) .

The visitor, a medium-sized tgolden haired dog, . gadded throulgl;h the
hallwaig. Being a dog, and therefore colorblind, he didn't see the cheerfu
blue of the walls. But he noticed the brightness of the lamps of iron_and
glass, one every twenty dogpaces. The oil for the lamlll)s %ressed from local
vegetation and refined in the basement of the Hold, had been scented with

ilac.

The dog continued until he came to an archway. There was a_smal
chamber, with large green couches and overstuffed chairs. The north wall
held a bur%nd -colored buffet, with cups and bottles of cut ﬁlass and
stoneware, The Jamps were always low in this room, but the dog heard the
sounds of breathing, and smelled a friend. .

He leapt onto a couch, facing this_friend across a table of glass. Neither
spoke; the dog moved slightly toward the Re%Snt who was seated, with one
leg on the table, his left arm_across the back_of the couch, his right hand
loosely holding a glass into which he was staring. The dog caught a strong,
sweet 'smell from the glass. .

"Tis but cheap winge, milord," he said. .

"It fits my mood, friend Beelzebub. I'm feeling cheap today."

"Hath thy mood a cause, Lord?"

"All thlngts have a cause, my friend."

"Would'st care to speak’ on'"t?" . .. .

His answer was silence. Beelzebub studied his friend as best he could in
the dim, light. The Regent was smooth shaven and somewhat dark of
complexion. His hair was dark brown, almost black, perhaps a bit wayy, and
curled over the ears. His brows were thick, his eyes narrow, yet wide-set,
with shocking green irises and lines of humor or an%er around the edges.
His jaw was strong, his nose straight and pronounced; and he wore colors
matching his eyes beneath a cloak that was full and Fold. Brown_boots
covered his feet, and upon his chest was an emerald, as large as his fist, on
a chain of gold. " __ .

Beelzebub studied him for a moment longer. "Perchance 'twould do thee
good to speak, Lord Satan." | .

. The Regent set down his wine glass, found a small bowl, and poured into

1t.
"Maybe. Drink." . . L.
.The 'dog moved_forward on the couch, sniffed, but kept his opinion to
himself. He lapped up a bit and managed not to shudder. .
"What do you, friend Beelzebub, think of Yaweh's plans regarding the
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Fourth Wave?" .

"Milord? Then it draweth nigh?"

"Who can say? It'll come eventually."

"Soon?"

"Not that we know. But Yaweh wants_to be ready this time. He wants to
build a place that will be safe from the flux."

"Verily, have we not that now?" Lo
. "Not permanently. What he has in mind is a place that's complete by
itself, and won't be 'subject to Waves at all."

"Hmmm. Ambitious, nay?" .

Satan glanced at him sharply. "You sound skeptical." .

"Thy pardon, milord—who is't shall build this place? They must deal with
the outside, so they must needs risk the ultimate end. Who is't shall do this?
Thyself and thy brethren? You are strong, but only seven. Those of us from
thé Second Wave? We're less than a score of scores; the task is beyond us.
Those of the Third Wave? Aye, they can do't, milord. Will they? For they

ow naught of such th1n§s saye thé fear of them. They must needs see the
danger ere they fight it, I fear." . . .

"You have a way," said Satan, "of getting right to the heart of things."

"It cannot last,"” sa#ls the first. "We will make it last,! says the second.
"We will build walls that are yet stronger," says the third. "They must be
larger,"” says the fourth, "for there will be more of us.”

"That is good," says the second.
b }Aye, " says the first. "Let us begin, then, for 1 see the walls crumble
efore me.
And the evening and the morning are the Second Wave.

"Milord?"

"Hmmm—yes?"

"Thou seem'd befuddled." .

"I was thinking. Sorry." He shook his head. "Maybe they do need a Wave
before th% can understand—that's what Yaweh_was afraid of—but I don't
think so, We, the Firstborn, didn't, and we are all of the illiaster. No, I think
our brethren will aid us."

"Perchance, milord. An they do not?"

"Have more wine." | ) . ]

Beelzebub felt the hair above his eyebrows twitch, and he bent his ears
forward. "I have not yet finished the dregs of this bowl thou hast poured. An
the; do not aid us, Lord Satan?" .

"Perhaps some brandy, then. I've some as a ﬁlft from—"

Beelzebub felt his ears lie back against his head. "Milord," he barked, "I
f}ll'aveda% answer! Suppose our younger brethren aid us not? What then wilt

ou do?

Satan sighed and sat back. This time Beelzebub remained silent.

"All right," said the Regent at last, "what if they don't? What if we_do
nothmﬁ) 've been thinking about this for the last twen(tiy dayils, Beelzebub. 1
haven't been able to find an answer I like. What if they don't’help us, and we
do nothlng,i? What then?"

"The task will not see its end." )

"And eventually another Wave will come. We'll lose more friends."

"Aye.
"If)ihe angels from the Third Wave help with the plan, we can save tens of

th'(')usan"ds—mllllons—of our future brethren.
"So i{"is in everyone's interest that they help, even if they don't know it."

:;§o v§7'('a have the right to coerce them."
ay.

"Or rather, I'm unsure. Yaweh isn't sure. Michael isn't sure. Lucifer is
sure and Raphael is sure. We haven't spoken to Belial or Leviathan."
.Beelzebub absent-mlndedl&rllapped up wine from his bowl and then rested
his head on his forepaws. "Meseemeth," he said at last, "that thou and thy
friends have taken much upon you e'en to think on't."
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"I agree," said Satan. He shrugged. "Nothin% like this has come u]%
before.” He drained his glass. "I admit it, Beelzebub: I have doubts.
reassured Yaweh, but his questions have worn off on me."

Beelzebub looked up as Satan's voice rose. .. .

"You think we can sit here asking ourselves if what we do is right, while
the Storm ra§es out there? Do / think so? By what right do I argue the right
and wrong o .savm%mllhons of lives? Answer me that!" Satan gave a short
laugh. "Coercion? We are the ones being coerced. By that.” He gestured
vaguely southward.

ow so, milord?" L. .

He shook his head. "Lucifer is r%ht, as usual. We know that we risk all of
Heaven, if we do nothing. Each, Wave has come nearer to destroying us
comPIefely—Luafer proved it with numbers, somehow. Sooner or later,
we'll have to do something." He laughed again, bitterly. "No, I shouldn't say
that the flux outside is_coercing us; what _is coercing us is our own
understanding. We can't know what the problem is, and know what to do
about it, without acting. That is our curse." . . .

Beezlebub watched him, his mind unclear but his heart filled with pity.
"Thinkest thou to have no choice at all, then?' .

"The greater one's understand11¥, Beelzebub, the less choice one has. For
the love of Heaven itself, my friend—if you can, remain ignorant!" .

The dog lowered his head and his voice. "Then thou hast chosen, milord?
An the hosts wish not to help thy plan?" . .

Satan stgod. His eyes flashed green fires; his cloak shone gold in the
flickering light. Two paces brought him to the buffet, where he grasped a
brown stoneéware bottle. He brought it back to the table, throwing the cork
impatiently to the floor. He sloshed red-hued liquid into his flass
unmindful of the spillage. He slammed the bottle down, then lifted and
drained the glass. He fixed Beelzebub with his gaze.

"Then," he said icily, "it is my task to make them."

Yaweh stood by the Sword of Michael, regarding it in its gla.ss case. He
stood in a spacious chamber of white curtains, tiled floor, and silvery walls.
Toward the back was a throne— huge and gold. OPp0s1te the case was
another case, this one holding a large sceptre, also of gold. A great arched
doorway opposed the throne. . .

The room had been designed by Yaweh, who wished it to be bare and
unimposing. Those who entered, by dress and attitude, set its mood; it had
none of its own. Here, Yaweh could address the archangels, all three
hundred, if needed. He blended in so well that he nearly wasn't there.

Next to him, regtalzdlng the case, was an archangel. He was of the Second
Wave, and small, thin, and black-bearded. A brief glance would lead one to
think his frame, slight; a closer look would reveal chest and shoulder
mus%es ((ionﬁned within the frame as though trapped and held in place with
iron bands.

Yaweh turned from the case to him.

"You build well, Asmodai." . .

"Thank ()ﬁ)u, Lord. I am pleased. It served well in the Third Wave."

"Yes, it did. As did my sceptre, and Satan's emerald, and— but why go on? I
am pleased with with your work. Now I want more."

"Anything I can do, Lord." )

Yaweh smiled at him and placed a hand on his_shoulder. "Thank you,
Asmodai. This means a great deal to me, and to all of us. Come, I'll show
you what I want. It isn't small, I'm afraid. .

Yaweh was overcome with a great fondness for the little craftsman, but
that wasn't unusual. He had never felt anything but fondness for anyone,
and the occasional enmlg between anﬁels léft him sad and puzzled.

They turned from the Sword and left the room.

A wide, sweeping stairway of white marble brought them up and around
amid paintings and sculpture in a large hallway of bone-white walls. Some of
the art wasn't VerY good—but Yaweh took el{ﬁht in the joy of an artist
whose work was placed here, so he rarely had the heart to say that a piece
wasn't good enough. They walked, arm_in_arm, until they came to a small
chamber contalnmgra long table covered with papers.

"Here, Asmodai, This is what we plan to make." = .

Asmodai spread the parchment and began studying it. By increments,
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Hlonder and amazement spread over his features. "My Lord" he cried, "but
is 1s

"Large"" su ested Yaweh gH ntle amusement on his face.

MV large! s 1gger than Heaven itself!
tlmes igger.
ord—where will we l{)ut it?"

"Outs1de, of course. It will exist amid the flux, just as heaven does."

"How can that be?"

"It will be if((l)ur task to discover this, my friend. It will require nearly
everyone working toget er, and many days at that. And the longer we're out
there he more of us will be maimed or destroyed. So we must decide
exactiy ow this is to be put to§ether, what each angel is to do, so that we
can spend the shortest amount of time at it. This is your task, if you are
willing to undertake it."

"Lord! I cannot—

"If you cannot, there is no one who can. You know what it takes to build
from raw cacoastrum, and that is what we need. Your name is tied to the
Sword, the Sceptre, the Throne, the Star, and many more things. You are
trusted—and deservedly so, If you cannot, who can?”

Asmodal was s11ent for a long time. Yaweh knew what he was th1nk1n§—he
was think 1n§ greatness of the triumph_if he succeeded
magnitude o the fallure if he didn't. But Yaweh himself had asked him to—
an that would make a difference.

"I'll do it, Lord," said Asmodai. "I'll try."

It rages, it cries, it tears and bltes and burns The first one ls nearl

overcome, but holds himself together esglte the vlolence of the flux. "1 he

second. is filled with rage, and lt falls back before him. He ¢causes a wall to

be, and envisions his home extendlng Jrom the wall. He doesn't see the

scores of beings that come into existence as he rages and shapes, nor do

fhe others see the results of their actions, except as their area becomes
arger.

The third one goes to the aid of the first, but his help is no longer needed.
stand near each other, and cacoastrum_flares yellow and red and blue,
an dies, turning into illiaster, which shapes itself-
Some of the new ones are d’estroyed even as t eg come mto existence. The
Jirst one, alone of the Seven, notlces this and is saddened
The sixth one is sudden overborne. She cries in pain as her shape begins
to slip away, but the fourth one comes to her aid. She remains alive, but her
Jorm'is ch anqe now, into_something long and powerful. She creates water
around herself, and it soothes her She feels she should rejoin the battle, but
as her head clears the water, sh e sees eace around her, and four walls, and
more than three hundred angels who hadn't been there before. She realizes
that, for now, it is over again. She dwes to the bottom so that none can hear
her cries of anguish.
e firs one hears an and sends to her aid the fifth one, who heals
her wounds and soothes her shape cannot be rrestored to her.
But she has the capaczty to be appy with what is. She learns to enjoy the
water, and life goes on.

Thrumb thrumb thrumb.

The Regent of the West heard it, distantly, through leagues of water, and
recognized it at once.

Thrumb thrumb thrumb.

She rolled over, dived, and headed for it, her tail flipping and her
enormous ie es al 1 t

Thrumb

She broke the water and he was there—ve dark small, stooped, seated
on a rock along the southeastern shore o er egkncy His head was
covered with a small hat, narrow brimmed and of grey. His eyes were
covered by a brown bandage, almost matchin h1s skin. Im his lap was a
device made of mahogany trom the forests of Lucifer. It was strung with
silk wrapped over fine steel.

He_heard her approach, and he began hummlng alon%lwnh his playing.
His fingers moved as fast as the Emerald of Satan, as his lips emitted a
string of nonsense sounds that took her back to the brief moments before
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the Second Wave, when she had been whole and healthy, yet not aware of

1t.

She waited, perfectl% still, and let voice and instrument transport her to
places she'd wished to be—the Southern Hold, Yaweh's palace, the meadows
of Lucifer. Slowly, his voice faded, and his hands were still.

She sighed. "Welcome, Harut." .

"Thank you, Leviathan. Been a long while." L. . .

It was strange, she reflected, but when he wasn't smglﬁg, his voice
sounded harsh and raspy. "Yes, it has. Have you been hﬁp y, Harut?"

"Hard to say. Been making music. Peol[()le seem pleased to see me. I think
I'm gettin' better. Yeah, I guess that makes me happy. You?" .

"I'm at peace with myself. It took me a long time, but I'm not bitter
anymore.

"T'm glad," he said.

"Have you heard news?" . . . .

"Yeah.'I visited with Yaweh himself a while ago, and with Michael, and an
archangel named Asmodai, and an angel named Abdiel. They're planning
something big, honey." .

She was instantly alert. "Is another Wave coming?"

"I don't think so. It sounded more as if they were gonna start one
themselves—well, not exactly, but something like it. All I heard were bits
and pieces of the talk." . )

Leviathan was silent for a moment, then she said, "Harut, will you be
seeing Ariel?" . .

"I see him from time to time. Pretty often, I guess."

en you see him next, would you send him here?"

"Sure, honey. . . .
‘ "Tha(i{'li you." She relaxed. "Play me something, Harut. I think I'm going
o need it.
His answer was not with words.
Thrumb thrumb thrumb.

An_owl] circled over the vast expanse of water, hooting loudlg,hand then
flew back to the shore. Soon Leviathan's head broke the water. She looked
around and qulcklgi s%otted the bird on the rock that Harut had occupied a
few days before. A’lash of her tail brought her close.

The owl spoke, "O mighty one of salty sea, word has come you've need of
me," "Hello, Ariel. Yes, I'd like a favor. And your scansion is off, by the

y"This life would be both hard and droll, took everyone the critic's role."

"I suppose. Well, I've heard strange things are happening in the center.
I'd like 'you to find out what you can and, in particular, why no one
mentioned it to me." .

Ariel snorted at this last. "If your time were spent upon dry ground,
perhaps you'd be more easily found!" . .

She shrugged with her eyes and lashed her tail a bit. "I'd suggest you get

elp.
"gour every wish and whim to please, I'll speak to Mephistopheles."
"And you mlg.ﬁht want to consider some form other than rhyming couplets.
They do get dull, after a while.," .
Ariel ruffled his feathers with displeasure, and cleared his throat.
"The judgments that you tend to pass,
On poets you wish to harass,
Would give me to swear,
Were I unaware,
That you_ are naught but an asset to the Heavenly throne, wherefore I
leave cFou alone." . R
. And, having gotten in_the last word, he spread his wings and departed,
just too late to miss a deluge of sea water.

.After the Second Wave there is a pause, and a naming gf names. It is a
time of creation. The Seven Firstborn, called Yaweh, Satan, Michael,
Lucifer, Raphael, Leviathan, and Belial, fear another Wave, but can only
wait and watch.

They are given tasks, by each other and for each other. .
Yaweh takes the center of Heaven, where he can look out at everything
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during the Waves and influence the illiaster everywhere. .
Michael stays nearby, ready to protect Yawveh with his strength and
ower,
1.’ Raphael also stays near the center, for it is her task to heal those who are
miure.d by the flux and save those she can. L.
eviathan is'given a Regency in the West, most of which is her sea.

Belial—indrawn and quiet, i/et nearly as gowerful as Michael—takes
;ﬁe North to watch, and jinds pleasure in the barren rocks and crags

ere.

Lucifer, during the Second Wave, found himself in the East, and had
accidentally discovered how_to make the soil of Heaven produce things that
grew. Now the eastern lands are covered with grasses and shrubs, which
are tspr;eadmg to the rest of Heaven. So Lucifer takes the East, and he is
content.

Satan was in the South, where the battle was thickest. It is the most
populous area of Heaven save for_ the very center, because so much was
done there that many were created, . .

It is a time of learning, and the beginning of art. It is found that those
who _came from the Second Wave_ are weaker than thosé who came from
the First, and have less control of their own illiaster. It is also found that
as_time {)asses, all use of illiaster is limited. It is, at least in part, due to
ﬂlltls that the angels stop varying their forms, unless there is some need to
change.

Lucgifer discovers that many of the growing things of Heaven, when eaten,
bring sustenance to angels—restoring illiaster to those who are tired.
Eventuall%[, gqrmlng becomes a major occupation in Heaven.

Raphael discovers that thgse damaged by the flux cannot be fully
healed, or resume their old shapes. She travels among them, healing ds
best she can, but the maimed remain maimed. .

Asmodai, who came into being durmﬂqt.hts Wave, discovers how to shape
the textures of Heaven. He envisions Michael, who has more raw power
than any other of the Firstborn, cutting through the cacoastrum and
leaving a wake of illiaster behind him. He c¢reates a tool for this. .

Others see_and admire it, so Asmodai makes more, and is still making
tools when the Third Wave begins, with no warning, as the southeastern
side of Heaven bjeV?_ms to yield.” .

he Sword of Michael does as it was intended. Yaweh holds a_ sceptre,
which forces shape and order upon chaos. Satan bears an emerald, which
turns cacoastrum in upon itself, burning until it is consumed. And other
tools are used, as well. .
The Seven Firstborn lead the hosts into battle.

Mephistopheles strode up to the doors of Yaweh's palace, an almost-
smile upon_his lips. Inside, he found a page and asked said page to
announce him to Uriel, who _dwelt within, The Ba e scurried off. {)age ike;
Mephistopheles placed his hands behind his back and studied the huge
entry-way of the palace. ]

The archangel Mephistopheles wore only black. After Bethor had invented
whiskers he had adopted the custom. He sported a thin mustache that curled
just a little around his lips. His face was high and angular; his eyes slanted
upward a bit beneath thick black brows tha nea.r1¥ met over his nose. As he
waited, he began whistling tunelessly between his teeth, .

Uriel appeared behind the page, saw the dark angel in his usual carefree
attitude, and didn't quite gnash his teeth. Mephistopheles saw big, somber
Uriel m’hls purple and silver, and didn't quite laugh. Nor did he quite hide
his desire to doso. ) ]

Uriel dismissed the page with a nod, and led the way to a small sittin
room with a pair_of comfortably padded beige chairs against walls_o
mushroom. He _ offered wine because it was expected; Mephistopheles
accepted to be difficult. . .

"Cool," he announced, as he tasted the wine, "and yet it warms the heart.
Sweet, and yet an almost bitter aftertaste."

Uriel was'stubbornly silent.

"It reminds one of Heaven, nearly." . . .

Uriel opened his, mouth 'a couple of times, but didn't say a‘ll’\lﬁ::hln .
Mephistopheles decided that he was trying to find a way to say, "What do
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ﬁgu want?" that didn't sound quite so rude. He took another drink, closing
is eyes to further enjoy the coolness and the sweetness.

"This place is a bit dégenerate, you know," he remarked. "I mean, not to
cast aspersions on anyone in particular, but one would think that a few
things worth doing would get done from time to time, rather than this
continugus revelry—" . . . .

"You don't consider our studies worthwhile?" interrupted Uriel.

"Ah! So you can speak after all! I'd started to, wonder." .

Uriel's lips compressed. Mephlsto(fheles continued. "As to studies, I don't
know. .Ittyg'e':pends. What are you studying? For what purpose? To satisfy idle
curiosity?

Uriel scowled. "Who are you to belittle the efforts of anyone? So far as I
know, you haven't done anything of any benefit to anyone since the Third

ave.

"As opposed to whom?' Uriel shrugged and looked away. "I doubt any of
this was what brought you here."

" shouldn't it be? I just thought I'd stop by and find out how you and
my other friends are." Uriel opened, his mouth as if to Sa¥l’1 "What_ other
friends?" but didn't. "I thought.," continued Mephistopheles, "that I might %}ve

ou news from other parts of Heaven. Did you know, for example, that Lilith
ad been seeing Lucifer since—" . . .

"Enoug(;P!'.' cried Uriel, the shadow of pain crossing his features. "If all you
came to do is distribute and collect petty gossip, you may leave again. I have
no wish to hear such things." A . .

Mephistopheles's face softened, and he bit his lip. His voice was lower as he
said, "I'm sorry, Uriel. I'd forgotten that perhaps you wouldn't wish to know
h()"vl\;IIJhth' fares just now; after all—"

ease!

"Certainly, my friend. I have no wish to torment you."

Uriel scowled. . ]

"No, I mean it. I enjoly bantering, but I don't want to hurt anyone." He stood
and crossed to Uriel. The big angel looked up_ at him, suspiciously.
MePhlstopheles sat in a chair next tg him and touched his shoulder.

"I know 1 joke too much," he said. "Ma¥be I do hurt people, but I'm not
malicious—at least, I don't think I am. I'd forgotten about—things—or I
wouldn't have brought up what I did. I hope you can believe that."

Uriel's eyes softened, but he still said nothing, . . .

"Perhaps," MephlstoPheles continued, dropping his voice still further, "I'm
a bit jealous of you. I Iz not to be, but here you are, always next to Yaweh,
seeing Michael and Raphael every day, getting in on their plans, speaking to
them all, while I always seem to bé on the outside and—never mind. I guess I'll
be leaving now." . . . .

He stood up, but Uriel held out a hand to stop him. "Please," said Uriel. "I
overreacted. ) .

M%}I)hlst.o heles paused, half-turned toward the door. Uriel touched his arm,
and Mephistopheles nodded and sat.

"You have little cause to be jealous, believe me," Uriel continued. "Yes, I live
here, but Yaweh spends his time with Asmodai of late, and Lucifer and Abdiel,
s well as those others you mentioned." Mephistopheles studied him. "Do you
a 1l as th yth t d." Mephistopheles studied h "D
feel left out, Uriel? I doubt that you should. I'm sure it's just that his plans
require—
. 'gOh,. I know that. No, I'm not hurt. And yes, there are good reasons for
it. Lucifer understands more about cacoastnun_than anyone else; Asmodai
:vﬂl be p.lan.rily'lg the construction of the globe itself. Arid Abdiel is helping
o organize it.
Mei)histogheles appeared uninterested in these details. "You have your
ro'l'((ei houg b do you not?"

h ¥es. am content. I'll be working with Satan." )
"Ah! hat will be good. I'm told that he's pleasant to work with." .

"I expect it will be well. Although, to be honest, Satan has been worrying of
late. His task, and mine, is to make sure that everyone involved in the work
does his job, and Satan worries that we may have to coerce some of the
younﬁer angels." . . .

,.but that's foolishness, isn't it?
"Oh, but that's foolish "tit?" .
"I think so," said Uriel. "Who could fail to want this? A safe, permanent
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haven from the flux? A place large enough for, literalll\X, hundreds of
billions of angels? But come, this isn't what you came for, Mephistopheles.
at can I do for you?" _ .

Mephistopheles'shook his head. "I really only came to see how you were. I
had no particular errand." .

"Are you sure there isn't anything I can do for you?"

"Yes. But thank ¥0.11 Uriel.'

Uriel stood. "Certainly. And, about our llgrob]ems before—"

"I'm sorry. It was mﬁf fault. Don't think on it."

"Thank you. I'll walk you out."

"That won't be necessary. I'll see you soon."

"And I, you."

"Fare well."

"Fare well."

Mephistopheles strode evenly out of Yaweh's palace. As he left to report
to his_friend, Leviathan, a small, cynical smile came over his lips; a dry
chuckle escaped his throat.

."Ah! Kyriel! What is this I hear of you and Bath Kol?" "I don't know,
Sith. What is it?" "Be that w?iy then. Where are you going?" "I'm helping
out the Lord Michael, around his home. You know, keeping the fires going,
and all." "He's away, then?" .

."Not gone on a trip, if that's what ﬁfou mean, but he's spending most of
his time at the Lord Yaweh's &)alace. I hear there's something big going on."
th" hillv'('a heard that somebody is planning something. I haven'

ough.

"N%ither have I. How are things with Raphael?"

"Slow. Just as well, though. I'm glad to see the illiaster wear down—not
so many getting hurt."

"I suppose. Well, Sith, duty calls."

"A pleasant day to tyou, Kyriel." . .

"And to you. And if you hear any more about the big doings, let me know,
e

"Fare you well, then."
"Fare well."

eard what,

Satan and Beelzebub met Lucifer and Lilith in a small, wooded area amid
the grasslands near the sguthern border of Lucifer's dominion. For a while
they walked in silence along a shallow stream, or through thick woods.
Satan _strode next to Lucifer, the former's long easy gait matching the
athletic stride of the latter. Lilith held Lucifer's arm as Beelzebub trotted
along beside her. .

Lucifer was tall and strong and bronzed, and most of the mysteries of
Heaven and creation that were known, were known because of his work.

He_had explained how the anﬁehc bodies had formed in response to the
conditions of their creation, how illiaster had a tendency to become
stagnant and thus rob them of their powers, and Wht¥11t required two eyes
in a single direction to see Progerlﬁ. t was through the arts of Lucifer and
the devices of Asmodai that light had been brouﬁ?t to Heaven.

Lilith was small and dark—lithe, yet full-bodied. Her eyes, as black as
Mephistopheles's, shone with energy and enthusiasm. Where Lucifer was
indrawn_and confemplative, she was, outgoing and exuberant, Lilith it was
who had invented differentiation of genders, and then taught the angels
why. It was because she was female that most of them chose to be male.

After some little while of walking, Satan seated himself on a rock in the
middle of a stream. He found a small stick and began tapping it on the
stone. Beelzebub looked up at Lilith and whispered, "Certes, he'll be at it,
anon." She nodded agreement. . .

For a moment, the on'}gilsounds were the .tagplng of the stick, and the soft
burbling of the stream. Then Satan gave a sigh.

"I'm not sure how to begin this, friend Lucifer."

;:%{5 it about the Plan?"

es.

Satan continued tapping the stick. Lucifer sat facin% him in the middle of

the stream, the clear water running over his crossed legs. Lilith sat behind
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Lucifer and rubbed her palm over his back. Beelzebub sat next to her, and
occasionally leaned down to lap up water. L.

Satan began again. "Actually, it's about my own role in it."

Lucifer nodded. "Go on,"

"I've been given the task—"

"I know. It suits you."

"Eh? Explain that." ]

Lucifer shrugged. "You maiflngt know it, but you're the most respected of
the Firstborn, excepting Yaweh himself. To have you leading them—"

"Leading them? I'm not leading them. I'm—"

"It amounts to the same thing. As I was told, you're to keep account of the
work and make sure each angel does his job. That means that they'll be
logking to you for guidance and inspiration—"

"And a good kick, when needed.'

"Yes, that too." ) . .

Satan was silent for a moment, ta lnghth.e stick against the rock. "I
admit, %'ou make it sound better than Yaweh did."

"That's natural," said Lucifer, somewhat amused, .

'To hear him describe it, I'm_supposed to_sniff around finding angels
whg aren't doing their job, and do whatever I have to do to make sure they

rform.

"I'm sure there's truth in that, also." . . .

"But—I %uess it bothers me that he, and you too, think we might need it. It
never used to be like that, We fought when we had to, to survive. No one
had to force us to do anything. You remember how it was."

"I remember," said Lucifer softly.

Once , again, for a while, the only sound_ was the stick, taggi,n
wythmlca y against a rock. Twenty o} the archangels fall in the Thir
ave, Many others nearly do, as the Seven guide and rallyil the hosts.
Yaweh is nearly overcome again, but is saved QiCh.erublel, who is lost in
the flux. Harut is fl)ulled om the fray by Leviathan, but when he
recovers, he finds that he cannot see or hear. Later, with great effort,
Rcll?hael restores his h_earmg. .
ar to the North, Belial and four archangels are overcome. He survives b
Jorming mountains above him and taking a new shape. The four archangels
erish. En_rat%ed, Belial lashes out. In his hate, he preserves his Regency,
ut such is the power of his fires that those who are newly created near
him are destroyed immediately. Later, alone, Belial will curl himself up
under the mountain and remember Seraphiel, an archangel who fell by his
stde, who was one of few Belial had considered a friend.

Ariel is fighting near Raphael when he is suddenly taken by the ﬁ)‘lux
Raphael seeés this and grasps at his life thread. By main will, she holds
him together. Only a small part o{ Ariel is le(ft by the time he is scife, so he
takes the form, %’y a_creature of the air and flies from the battle to the
protection of Michael. . .. ]

Michael walks slowlﬁ Jorward, his ﬂ.reat arms .swmgmlg., and each time
his sword cuts through cacoastrum, his companions pull in the new ones
thus created and nurture them to life.

Abdiel is isolated in a small aréea of the Eastern Regency. All alone, he
cries in terror, but somehow the flux doesn't find him.

Satan is everywhere, laughmg in the face of the %ux throughout the vast
Southern Regency. His_emerald flashes upon his breast, and cacoastrum
burns, turns upon itself, and is gone, He comes to the aid of his friend,
Beelzebub, almost too late. Beelzebub holds himself together, taking a new
smaller form, but he, survives. Everywhere that spirits are éla ging an
angels ((lire near to giving in to the jlux, Satan is there, and the fight is
renewed.

Yaweh is near the center, and from this distance, sees and directs all—
‘or with the full power of illiaster present, his reach is all but endless.

hen, in the heat of battle, a structure, is erected that ought to stand, he
raises his sceptre and at that moment it becomes fixed.

Luccilfer holds a single position, near the wall of his Regency. His eyes are
closed and his brow is furrowed. Around him trees are sprmgmg up. He
occasionally makes remarks to Jun-ier, who stands placidly at his side,
oblivious tg the chaos around them, calmly noting discoveries that Lucifer

makes, to think upon later.
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Like the universe, the Third Wave seems to go on forever. But, like the
universe, it doesn't.

"Tell me this," said Lucifer. "How would you feel—are you listening?"

"Eh? Oh. Sorry." . . . .

"How would you feel," Lucifer continued, "if the Fourth Wave did come,
and half of our new brethren—or more— were destroyed, and you knew
you could have leevented it? By my ﬁgurln%, that is just' what will’happen if
we don't accept the Plan. How would you feel then?"

Satan studied the rushing waters at'his feet. "I don't know."

"It's worth thinking about."

"You don't have any doubts at all, do you?" _. .

"Not of that kind. I have knowledﬁge that implies a duty to use it. But let me
ask you—have you spoken to Yaweh about this? It seems to be the next step,
if you're still unconvinced." .

'l suppose it is, But it was Yaweh who first had these doubts, and I tried to
reassure him. If I'm wrong, Yaweh is the last one I should talk to; I'll just
shake his confidence in the Plan, without getting any closer to having my
questions answered." . .

"I see the problem," Lucifer admitted. "But what else can you do?"

Satan shook his head without answering. After a few minutes, he stood up
and began walking back upstream, his eyes on the waters, his feet kicking
small waves up onto the banks. . .

Beelzebub watched him, then nodded to Lilith and Lucifer.

"Dost thou know—"__ ' .

"I understand," said Lilith. "It's all right." . . .

.Beelzebub ran to catch up. Satan continued walklnﬁ;, 0cg:as10nallg shaking
his head. At length, he cursed softly and tossed the stick ahead of him.
Beelzebub wondered at his sudden desire to chase it.

Two

I, who am called of men. The Beast or The Master, or. The Supreme and
Holy King, or The High Priest and a§aln the Black Maker of Magick, or The
Betrayer of Oaths... am in Thy sight none of these.

—Aleister Crowley, The Magical Record of the Beast

The sneer, walking up the steps to Yaweh's palace, met the smirk coming
down. Icy blue eyes locked with frigid black ones. The sneer noticed the
crooked grin noticing the sneer noticing the amused contempt noticing the
halll\%htyﬁ. isgust noticing the—

"Mephistopheles," said the sneer.

"Abdiel," said the smirk.

"I hopeall goes well."

goes, Abdiel." .
"What is this fascination of yours with black?"
"What is this fascination of yours with rude questions?"

"I don't think it was rude. I was just curious."

I'u L]

"Are %rou traveling again, Mephistopheles?"

"Perhaps. Are you out saving Heaven, as usual?"

"Whatr |

"Never mind." . .. )

Mephistopheles brushed past the sneer, not quite knocking into him.
Abdiel, not del%lnlng to look around, proce d up into the palace.

"Page!" he called.

"Yes, lord?"

! ere is the Lord Yaweh?"

"In the throne room, lord."

"Alone?"

"Yes, lord." . .

"Well, announce me, then, or do you need it written out?"

The page opened his mouth once or twice, then quickly ran off. The sneer
followed him into Yaweh's throne room on the heels of the announcement,
vanished, and was replaced by a warm, pleasant smile.

"My Lord Yaweh."
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"Welcome, Abdiel. Be seated. What are those papers?"

"The organizational plans, Lord. Completed."

"Well done! Let me see them." . .

Abdiel complacently handed over the parchment. He was a bit small, with
fair hair and a full” but neatly trimmed beard. Like Asmodai, he was
compact, athletic in his movemeénts. _ .

Yaweh eaiqr}f' studied the papers, his eyes bright. L. .

;:]vao, txfo- dl'I" s of our forces will be protecting the remaining third?"

es, Lord.

"Need it be that many?" . . ..

"I think so, Lord. With this plan, it can all be completed in just over two
days, and our losses will be less than a thousand."

"A'thousand!"

;:Xﬁs Lord. lIlt.'s alll down there." on

eve ing else is worse, you say?

"Yes, Loﬁt." & Y y
"I see."

Ahdiel studied him closely. What was the matter? Hadn't he known there
would be a cost? "If there is anyone you'd especially like not to be in the
actual fray, I'm sure we can arrange— .

XIEIW%I%'mOtIODed him to silence. He studied the papers.

ord?

Yaweh looked up. '"Yes?" . .

"I don't think we should mention these figures to anyone, just yet."

Again, an interlude of silence. Then: "I see what you mean. Leave me now.
I have to think about this."

"Yes, Lord." . . . .

Abdiel took his leave. He nearly ran into the page, who was just entering.
Abdiel scowled at him. The page muttered apologies and continued into the

oom.

"Raphael wishes to see you, Lord," he announced. .

Yaweh looked up, blankly, then he nodded. "Good. Send her in, please."

The page stepped aside.

"Greetings, Yaweh." . .

"G(i;)(}_dtay" Raphael. I've been meaning to ask you a few questions about

our beliefs.
Y She frowned. "I guess I believe in_searching for truth in any direction it
occurs to me to look for it," she said. "And then writing it down so people
don't forget." _

"Isn't that a little vague, Raphael?" . .

"Maybe." She smiled a bit and sat down. "I got the line from Lucifer;
what would you expect?"

"He's neveér seemed vague to me." .

"Have you ever spoken to him about anything as abstract as what one
believes in?" .

"Hmmmm. I s.upf)ose not." He chuckled. "You certainly have been
feehn%lphlloso(%hlca lately.”

Raphael studied the marble floor. She was a tall_angel, yet full and
sturdily built. Her hair curled  a bit down her shoulders—blonde, with a
touch of red. Her eyes were bright blue, and matched her %own..Sile wore
nothlnghgn her feet, and a silver _chain around her waist held a six-pointed
star fashioned of mother-of-pearl and set with rubies at each point. On her
shoulders was the gold cloak of the Firstborn.

"Maybe," she said, "I'm just trying to justifﬁ mﬁself. I'm not sure." Yaweh
shook his head. "You empathize too much, Raphael. I've been told that I
have this fault, and I don't know if it's true, but it certainly seems true of
ou.
Y "I don't know if it is or isn't, but I don't think it is a fault in any case."
"Up to a point, it isn't. But what you call 'searching for truth' looks like
refusing to hold to a position. When you're with me, and I speak of my
doubts, you echo them. When you're with Satan, and he reassures you, you
accept that, too. When you're with Lucifer, you catch his excitement. I don't
mean to hurt you, Raphael, or make you an¥y, but this bothers me."
"Whatever the source_ of these doubts, Yaweh, I have them. And you're
wrong about Satan, incidentally. The last time we'spoke, he seemed to agree
with every one of the doubts you have been expressing.'
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"What? But when he spoke to me—"

"Maybe you convinced him." .

"I hope not. But it doesn't matter. Rather than figure out what to do if the
hosts resist the Plan, I'd, like to decide how we are going to make sure they
don't. I gave the task to Satan because I don't feel that I ¢an do it; I told him

s L
. .Raphael started to argue, then thought about it. "Yes, it would be better
if {vou didn't have to coerce them. Have you a waﬁ?" .
aweh shook his head. "Not yet. But T think that is what we ought to be

worried, about. And," he added in a worried tone, "if Satan's feelings have
been %;)m the other way, I wish he would speak to me about them.'

Raphael fingered the star at her side. "I think he hesitates to do so
because of your doubts. He thinks the Plan is I'l%(ht, and doesn't want to
make things worse for you. I think he'll speak to you when he has
something definite to say. . . . . .
; Yai(vye(lll nodded. 'That would be like him. But there is such a thing as being

oo kind.

"One returns from irksome task, sent by t3;{)u.in days gone by. He doubtless
has a tale to tell. Come forth now; he draweth nigh."

Leviathan's head _broke the water. "That was better, Ariel, but you're
starting to sound like Beelzebub." The owl fluffed his feathers and Settled
on a rock near the water's edge. "You mock my form, and rhymes, and tone
but thﬁs" much I beseech: Leave my choice of ‘words alone, and my style of
speech.

pLeviathan chuckled as Mephistopheles walked up. "Greetings, lady," he
said. He nodded to Ariel. "And how is our flying iambic tetrameter?"

"I see and hear and speak the truth, not_thinking loss or gain. The
answer to your question is: You are a raging pain.' .

Mephistopheles was silent for a moment, then he said, "Go back to
rhgmmg couplets.” ] ] ]

1 efgvl"e Ariel had a chance to rebut, Leviathan broke in. "What did you
earn?

"There is, indeed, a lplan afoot. It's pretty much a secret, but it involves
Yaweh, Satan, Michael, Abdiel, Lucifer, Asmodai, and a few others. I don't
know why they haven't discussed it wi ¥0u, but I think they simply don't
want anyone knowing about it who doesn't have to."

"I see," she said, her voice flat. _ . . .

"It involves the creation of some kind of massive structure, to exist outside
of Heaven, where, I guess, we'd all move. The idea is to make it a permanent
thing, so we wouldn't haye to be watching it all the time. The form of the
thing, as far as I can tell, is to be a globe."

"But whﬁ such need for secrecy? ) .

"Well, there's danger in the constructign. It means setting off a Wave
ourselves, in effect,” and there's some doubt that the new angels will
cooperate willingly."

" 1111ng1¥? Do F(_)u think they'd force them to?" .

"There's talk of it. Satan is responsible for that, and I hear that he isn't
ha]{\?y about it."

"No, I su&)pose he wouldn't be." ] ) )

Ariel said, "It must be a worthy plan indeed, full of weighty gains, before
I'll needless let them risk, what little of me remains."

"You see," said Mephistopheles. "And he isn't even one of the younger
ones.

Abhdiel walked alone through the streets near Yaweh's palace. Small
dwelling places surrounded him. The streets were wide, winding affairs
large enough for two or three hand-carts to pass. Abdiel had spent a great
deal of time walklnﬁ and thinking in the last ten days, since delivering his
ﬁlans to Yaweh and staying to eavesdrop on Yaweh's conversation with

%ael. .. .
er this time, he was near to a conclusion. )

"There is nothing wrong," he told himself, "with not wanting to_be there
when the Plan goes into operation. No_one, in all the hosts, would actually
want to be holding off the flux. I'm no different." . .

"True enough," he answered himself. "But can you do anything about it?"

"I'm not sure," he admitted. "Yaweh's talk with Raphael does bring up
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some interesting ideas."
"Eh? What?"
"Tl'll?l talk about Satan. Yaweh sounded almost irritated, if that were
ossible.
P "I see what you mean," he admitted to himself, "If there is a falling out
between Yaweh and Satan, it is .certalnl)()posmble that I'll be able to re{)Iace
Satan. And, if I can_replace him, it'll be an eaanmatter to arrange to be
somewhere safe while the battle is being fought. And certainly no one could
fault me for that." .

"No one except Mephistopheles, who can fault anyone."

"Ah! Mephistopheles! Yes, if I had Satan's position, I could manage to put
him where I wanted to." .

"And Lucifer, too, eh? And make sure Lilith stays safe?"

"Not likely, I'm afraid. The Firstborn will all do whatever they do, and I'm
not I§01ng to be able to influence that."

"But it's still worthwhile." . .

"Oh, yes. But, would I do.a tgood job of it?" .
"Piffle! What's to do? All it takes 1s the w1111n§iness to see that the job gets
done, no matter what. And that seems to be the thing that Satan doesn't
haye, for all his accomplishments." ]

"Why, you're right! The one angel who shguldn't have doubts is the one
who_does! If Yaweh does open his eyes, and tells Satan to step aside, it
would be best for the Plan, tgo." .

"Ah, but what if Yaweh_doesn't pﬁ)en his eyes? He and Satan_are the
oldest friends in Heayven! Yaweh will probably just keep on, and let the
whole Plan suffer for it."

"Well, is there anything that can be done about that?"

"I don't see what. Except stay alert, and see what opportunities present
themselves." "Couldn't I create an opportunity?"

"Maybe. I'll have to see what happens." =~ .

."Thén why am I walking about here? I think it's time to logk around a
bit, and see ‘what's go il/lg on. Maybe there's a way to push Lord Satan a bit
in the right direction. Maybe there is, indeed."

"Sith! Hold a moment," .

"Hello, Kyriel. Goes all well with you?"

"I'm not sure. Hayve you heard?" L.

."Since that question implies that I ought to know what it is about, and
since I don't, I guess I haven't."

"I know what the big plan is."

"Really? What is it, then?" . .

"Well,'T don't know exactly, but as I hear it, they want to do something to
the walls so that nothing can get in anymore, and we don't have to worry
about more Waves."

"Is that possible?"

"It's what I've heard.,"

"Where did ?fou get this?" . )

"Rachsiel told me. She heard it from Cuniali, who heard it from Tetra, who
heard it from Sagsagel, who heard it from Loquel, who lives right in
Yaweh's palace, you know." .

"Yeah, that makes it pretty definite."

"It sure does." .

"Well, it's wonderful, if it's true." . . ) )

"Wonderful? You think so? Well, then, listen to this: to do it, they're going
t{) Jhave to have us do the work, and some of us might be destroyed doing
it.

"You can't be serious!"

"As serious as the flux." .

"Where will they find angels willing to destroy themselves?"

"Where does the 'willing' come from?"

"Well, Lord Lucifer? Can ¥ou help me?" . .
b Ltu(;'lfer shrugged. "I don't see why not, Abdiel. It will be rather lengthy,
u —
"Excuse me," came a voice from behind Abdiel. .
He turned around and said, "Greetings, my Lady Lilith."
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She ignored him and spoke directly to Lucifer. "I happened to overhear."
Abdiel cursed under his breath. Lucifer looked an inquiry at Lilith. She
addressed herself to Abdiel directly, then. "Why ask these questions? You've
never been the curious type before. )

Abdiel smiled, leaned back against a tree, stretched his legs, and pretended
he was comfortable. .

"Nor am I now," he said.

"Well then?" . . ] ) )

Abdiel shrugged, but Lilith still looked at him_closely, as if expecting an
answer, and Lucifer was becoming curious as well.

"It's... an idea I had." .

"What kind of idea?" asked Lucifer.

"For the Plan, Lord Lucifer." .

"Then why haven't I heard about it?"

"It's mwwn idea, and, well, it isn't complete yet."

"I see. Well, tell me what you have." . .

"I'd rather not, until it's finished. I {ust want to find out if there is any
chance of it working before I present it to Lord Yaweh. And you, of course.'

"Of course," echoed Lilith, .

Lucifer said, "Can you §1v.e me_some,_ idea, though? If I answer your
questions, it'll take a’lot of time. I'd rather not—" = . .

"Of course, Lord Lucifer." Abdiel swallowed, his mind racing furiously.
"It involves... drawing on the illiaster of a large group of angels at once and
uniting itin a yartlc.ular way."

"I see. What particular way?"

'To... ah... create something."

'To create what, Abdiel?" . .

"Well, I want to see if tgols, like Asmodai makes, can be made between
waves. I have a few specific ideas, but I'd really rather not speak of them
until I've done some experimenting."

"Well, Lord Lucifer? Will you answer my questions?"

Lucifer cocked his head and studied Abdiel for a moment, then shrugged.
"I suppose. All right. Yes, it is Posmble. to reach one's illiaster, even this far
between Waves. It is difficult, especially for someone who is_not of the
Firstborn, For anyone of the Third Wave, it is very difficult, but not
impossible. It is also, as we know, dangerous. "The very least you can
expect is some amount of fatigue, until the natural level of illiaster rebuilds
itself. This takes from minutes to days, de%endlng. on what you have done.
Those .angﬁls damaged by the Waves have had their natural level damaged,
which is why their forms are either physically smaller, as Beelzebub or Ariel,
or have sone normal ability missing, Ssuch as Leviathan or Belial. .

"Not only does this level differ depending on the Wayve one is from, but it
varies a great deal from angel to angel. Michael and Belial, for instance, have
the highest levels of the Firstborn. Yaweh and I, while we have lower native
levels, have more skill in using it. . .

"Also, many angels have particular, natural talents. Yaweh, for instance, is
able to conjure images of what is taking place throughout Heaven. Raphael
is able to repair damaged angels, and so on.

. "As to how one uses it, go about it this way: Close your eyes. Now, try to
imagine, in the middle of your belly, F.our free illiaster. Think of it as a ball
of white fire. Get as clear an image of it as you can "

"Lucifer?"

"Yes, my love?" . . .

1"D1(;'y0u get the feeling that Abdiel was making up that plan as he went
along?

"Huh. I'll say. That's why I kept asking him about it."

"Well then, why did you answer his questions?"

"I couldn't think of a good reason not to."

Vhy do you think he wanted to know all that?" .

"I imagine that he wants to use his illiaster, for reasons of his own."

"Aren't you worried about that?" ..

"Not especially. What harm can he do? He's a mischief-maker, but he
would never do anything hurtful."

"No, I suppose he wouldn't."
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."And if we see signs of someone running around creating snowstorms, or
giving us bad dreams, we'll know where to look. He isn't ever going to be

able to stand up to one of the Firstborn."

"That's a relief, anyway." "Milord, word hath come to mine ears that doth
cause me some measure of unease."

"What have you heard, Beelzebub?" . .

"Rumaors do ﬂgf about the land, milord. These have little truth in them.
Whoso_they llﬁll on taketh the worst o' the lie and sends that forth; whoso
that lights on them doth likewise. Tis a most potent distillation of falsehood;
milord, it will fall like the dew and make every angel drunk unawares. Many
hard words are spoken by those who fear to be sacrificed."

"Sacrificed?" ) .

. "Verily, milord. And yet we dare not enlighten these ill-sayers, for our

lips are sealed by Yaweh's desires."

'"True. Hmmm. This is serious."

"ﬁife,.mllord." .

"All right. We have to make sure Yaweh hears about this."

"Aye, milord.

.Michael was not the most brilliant angel in Heaven. He was one of the
biggest, one of the strongest, one of the most constant and dependable, but
he was not one of the brightest, .

He had thick, curly brown hair to his shoulders and a broad, clean-shaven
face with a well-forimed nose. His eyes were brown and widely spaced. His
shoulders were broad. He dressed in Iight grey, with brown boots, and on his
shoulders was the gold cloak of the Firstborn. .

The llgthts from the fires cast strange reflections on his face as he turned
toward the doorway. Next to him, standing over the long, low table,
Asmodai also logked up at the door.

"Enter," he called. ] .

.The door opened outward, and two figures were silhouetted against the
miht. They squinted down as Michael and Asmodai squinted up.

voice called out, "Asmodai?"

"Lucifer! Come on down!" .

The two figures walked down to the room where the lights were from fires
from the forge, and_the heat was unpleasant to everyone except Asmodai,
who had gotten used to it. . .

"Good evening, Lucifer," said Michael as they approached. _ . .

"Michael! This is a surprise." They embraced each other, Michael being
careful not to hurt the other.

"Yes, it is," he said, as they broke off, held each other at arms' length
and smiled. "A pleasant one."

"Yes. You know Lilith, do you not?" .
L'i"(t)lf course," said Michael, and smiled broadly at her. "Good evening,

ilith.

"Good evening, Lord Michael."

Asmodai coughed. "Let's go to the other room," he suggested, "where
yo'}%'(ll bel ntl'or'g comfortable.'

es, let's.

Asmt(’)glai lii’xed aBlitlt.le1 to t(lile llxl'orltxh of tlI}Ie (ﬂan&er,lin tgle foothill(s) of the
mountains where Belial made his home. He had only two rooms. One was
his workshop, with five forges scattered thrmﬁghout, and the_other held a
bed, a small kitchen, and a few chairs around a fireplace. It was lit with naked
torches and colored dark brown, .. .

T{le three visitors followed Asmodai into this second room and found
seats.

"What brinfé you here this evening, Michael?" began Lucifer, before anyone
else could ask questions. ) . .

Michael grunted. "Asmodai was show1ngi me where the work would begin
oq'}he globe, and how it would expand, so 1 can arrange the defenses."

see.

"And you, Lucifer?" .. .

t ghe Reﬁglnt of the East bit his lip. Apparently liking the flavor, he chewed
it for a while,

"I spoke with Satan several days ago," he said at last. "His talk disturbed
me. I wanted your opinion of it.'
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"What did he sag?" ) .

"He was worried about our need for the cooperation of the hosts, and if
we had the 'right' to force them tg help us." .

Asmodai shrugged. "Do we need to force them? And can we if we do? If we
have the need, and the ability, then it seems that we have the right. I don't
see the question."

"0Odd," said Michael.

"What?" asked Lucifer, .

"I've been wondering the same thing." .

Lucifer and Lilith exchanged glances that Asmodai found unreadable. He
lo%edof:'rom one to the other.

es?

Lucifer was silent. "We thought as you do," said Lilith, "But speakinﬁ
with Satan—well—we aren't as sure now," "I see. Well, maybe we'd better a
hie off to see Lord Satan right now and find out about this."

"Now?" asked Lilith, .

"An excellent idea," boomed Michael. .

"And say what to him?"" asked Lucifer. "The last time we spoke—**

"I wasn't there," said Asmodai.

"Well?"

"Let us wait a few days, an{(way," said Michael. "Now that I think of it, I
must turn these plans over to Yaweh." .

"Very well," said Asmodai. "Four days from now? In the evening? Meet

"Agreed."
"Agreed."
"Agreed."

Yaweh studied Michael for a moment before saﬁ'in§ an?hing. Michael broke
the silence himself: '"Is something wrong, Yaweh? You look—I don't know—
unhapp.{I..We did the best we could." . . .

"No, it isn't that. Your plans are fine, Michael. It's—this." He drew from his
robe a scra]t) of parchment and held it up. "This is a message from Satan. In it,
he says that he's noticed a growing worry among the hosts, and the sprea
of rumors about the Plan—false rumors, he says. He recommends that we
announce our whole Plan to the hosts at once, at do you think?"

Michael furrowed his brow. "I'm not sure," he said_at last. "Are the hosts
unhappy because the rumors are false? I mean, would the truth make them
happier, or less happy?" .

0 can say? I certainly can't. What does Satan think, do you suppose?"

"Well, he must think that it would be best—"

"There is more."

"Yes?"

Yaweh relayed Ra]t)hael's mention, of Satan's attitude. Michael nodded.
"This echoes my own thoughts," he said.

"I know," said Yaweh. "But I happened to overhear something as I was
entering here. It was Abdiel's voice, but I'm not sure to whom he_was
(sipeakln%; I heard him sa¥ "Nonsense. These are mere rumors, and not fit to

isturb 1Lord Yaweh. If the Lord Satan were to oppose the Plan, as you say,
he would certainly speak of them to the Lord Yaweh directly." There,
Michael—now do you see why this bothers me?"

Michael thought for angther while. "No," he said at last.

Yaweh looked hard at him. "But then, you agree with him, don't azou?"

"I'm not yet_sure. We'll be speaking to him soon, to try to find for good
and all what his—" . .

"We, Michael? Who is this 'we?'" )

"Why, me, and Lucifer, and Lilith, and Asmodai—" ) .

"What? You're all going to speak to Satan about our Plan? Why is this the
first I've heard of this?" .

Michael furrowed his brow. "I don't know, Yaweh. I guess it never
occurred to anyone to mention it."

"It neyver occurred _ " ]

"Would you want to be there? I'm cert.alr%(you are welcome." . .

Grief and anger seemed to compete in Yaweh's voice, as he said, "I think
that if the Lord Satan wanted me there, he would certainly have informed
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me of it."
"Qh, but he doesn't—" .
"That will do, Michael. I don't wish to hear more. Leave me, please, I
hayve to think about this."
"Of course, Yaweh. Excuse me."

"The Lord Abdiel!" .

"Very well. Send him in.," .

Abdiel entered, looking full of doubt and worry. "I'm sorry to disturb you,

Lord Yaweh, but—"

"What is it, Abdiel?" . .

"I have just spoken with Michael, and he related somethlnig of what had
assed between you." (This wasn't far from the _truth. Actual 37, Abdiel had
idden himself in a cloakroom, from where he had heard the

conversation.) .

"What of it, Abdiel?"

"I think you are beln%‘foo harsh on the Lord Satan, Lord. .

"I apﬁreglate your thoughts, Abdiel, but I don't feel that I'm being

harsh. 1t's just that I'm worried.

"I think Lord Satan is just as firmly committed to the Plan as you or L, but
he has some doubts on exactly how we ought to do it. I think you ought to
%peak to him directly, Lord, so all of these questions can be answered.

"

0 ) "

01i§1ve me for being So presumptuous—
‘t "No, that's all right. I feel that it is he who ought to come to me; that's all
it is.

"But—as gro.u wish." .

"How go things otherwise, Abdiel?" .

"Well, Lord Yaweh. I'm working on an idea to solye the problem that the
Lord 1Sattag'l is concerned with, but I'd rather not tell you about it until it's
complete.

"Egcellent. But don't take too long. I'm becoming impatient to begin. It
won't do to have another Wave begin just as we're about to start."

"I understand, Lord."

"Paage!"

"Yes, Lord Yaweh?"

"I need a message delivered to the Southern Hold. Prepare yourself for a
lon§ journey."

"Yes, Lord." . . .

'Tell the Lord Satan that I am_anxigus to speak with him as soon as
possible. Present my respects, and say that I would be grateful if he would
Journeiy"to the center and speak with me. I think it very important, and
urgent,

will set out this evening, Lord Yaweh."

"It isn't that urgent. Make it the morning. Get a good rest first."

"Yes, Lord. Thank you."

"Don't mention it, Gabriel." . .

He waved the page away and returned to his reflections.

"Welcome back, Beelzebub."

"Thanks, milord."

"Did Yaweh say anything about the rumors?"

"My message seem'd to 1sPlease him, ﬁlet he had naught to say to't."

"I hadn't thought he'd be pleased. But he didn't give an answer?'" =

"I was to_say he'd think on't. And yet, milord, there was somewhat in his
to;'lﬁ that did imake me to feel unease."

mmm.

"There is more, milord," "Yes?"

"tI spake to Michael, and he did say that he and others would come to speak
unto us.

"Who? About what?"

"I know not, milord.' .

"Hmmmm. Guesses? Speculation?" . .

"Perchance some have heard of thy questions on the Plan and wish to
question thee on them, or to convince thee that thou art wrong."

'
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"Interesting."

erily.
"Well... sufﬁ::sthns?" . "
Be sure of the wine stocks, milord.

Four archangels walked along the Southern Road, which dwindled to a
ath, and then a trail, and finallgrl dlsapgeared altogether. As one got clgser to
e Hold, a trail or two emerged as if from nowhere and came together to
{'ﬁrnﬁ af(liother path, and this became a full road again, several leagues from

e Hold.

But these archangels were still near the center, walkin%i steadily
southward. Two of them wore gold cloaks. Such a sight was enough to excite
grezi(t 1n}etll'$st in those who saw them go by. None spoke to them, but many
spoke of them,

pThey walked all four abreast, for this part of the Southern Road pas.sintg
throuﬁh. flat and rolling farmland, was wide. Michael walked to the right,
Asmodai next to him, then Lucifer and Lilith. These latter touched hands
from time to time. The braver among those they passed would step out for a
better view of her walking away. . .

"It has been awhile since I've traveled," said Michael.

"And I," said Asmodai, .

"What will we sag to him?" asked Lucifer. )

Michael shrugged and said, "We'll tell him—whatever we tell him."

"I'm sure of that," said Lilith. )

"Wait till we get there," suggested Asmodai,

"Do we know why we're going?" asked Lucifer.

Michael o%ened his mouth and closed it again, Asmodai said slowly
"Because he has to be confronted with what he's doing—creating doubt and
dissension. If he's I‘l%ht., he should bring his arguments to us. If not, he
should remain silent. This state is intolerable." . . .
ere was silence for several paces. Then, "Quite a speech," said Lucifer.
"Thank you," said As modal.

Mephistopheles sat with his back against a stone, his feet stretched out in
front of him, and his head resting on his hands, which were locked behind
his_neck. If ’Mei)hlstopheles looked relaxed, he was. He could easily have
waited there half a day. This was good, because it was nearly half the da
before Leviathan happened to look over at that rocky opening in the cli
and saw a figure seated there. ] ] .

"I thought you'd left already," she said, swimming up.

"I came back,"

Where is Ariel?" ) )

"I expect he's around, looking for a four-footed tercet or something."
"Or something. Did you want something?"

"Not especially. Did you want me for something?"

"Wl.lg' yes. How did you know?"

"A little bird told me."

"Ariel? How did he know?"

"I couldn't say."

"He's sensitive, that one." .

"Yes. The soul of a poet.”" He smirked. "So, what can I do for you?"
"How long since you've been to the Southern Hold?"

Abdiel wondered why he was walking. His feet togk him further and
further away from the center, as if the ew they had a mission. He was
ful(lf'ta day ahead of the page, whom he had overheard Yaweh send this way,
an

P

"

hat was certainly interesting, but how could he use it?

erhaps, he decided, the best thing would be to wait until the message
had been

But he knew what the answer would be. Satan would certainly go along,
and he and Yaweh would talk, and either settle their differences or not. Was
there a way to make sure it was not? No, he decided, there wasn't. As soon
as the two of them got together, it was out of his hands.

He stopped in the middle of the road.

As soon as the two of them got together

delivered, then find out what the answer was.
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Slowly, a smile sgreaﬂ across his face. He closed his eyes and stood while
he worked out the details. . .

After several long moments, he started up again, briskly. He had a long
way to travel. It wouldn't do for the page's trip to be too short.

Three

For neither man nor angel can discern Hypocrisy—the only evil that
walks Invisible....

—Milton, Paradise Lost iii:682-684

Thrumb thrumb thrumb,

"Do you hear it, Asmodai?"

"Hear what, Lucif—oh, yes."

Thrumb thrimb thrumb: ]

"Where is it coming from?' asked Asmodai.
"Around the corner, I think," said Michael.
"Do you know what it is?"

Lucifer and Lilith smiled as the sounds got louder, but didn't enlighten the
other two. Presently they turned a corner and saw the small, dark-skinned
angel seated by the road, his back agalnst a tree. They stopped and listened

or a while. Sgon the music stopped. The angel continued to look straight
ahead, but said, "Who is it?" in a low, raspy voice.

"It's Lucifer and Lilith, with two friends," said Lucifer.

"Why, hello!" Harut said, breaking into a bright smile.

"You're blind!" said Michael. . .

"You're right," said the other, his expression not changing. .

"This," said Lilith, "is our friend, Harut. Harut, the one who spoke is the
Lord Michael, the Firstborn. The gther is the archangel Asmodai.'

"Good day, Harut. Your music is pleasing." .
‘ "He}lo, Asmqual. I've heard of your work. And Michael, I've heard of you,

00, of course.

"Thank 80u,",said Asmodai. "May I see your lyre?" .

"Sure! Only_ it's a cithara." He grinnéd even more and handed it up.
Asmodai gave it close inspection, whistling appreciation_from time to time.
He tapped the wooden base, studied the strings and where they joined to
the heads, and handed it back.

"Lovely job," he said. "Yours?"

':Eeahl.l utc1fer ave mﬁa. the wood.

xcellen worl%gmans ip.
"May we join you for a ‘l/\)’hile, Harut?" asked Lilith.
sure.
Lilitﬁr ‘seated herself next to him_ in a graceful sweep. Lucifer dropped next
to her, sitting cross-legged. Asmodai stitfly lowered himself to a stoop, then
rocked into a sitting position. Michael moved next to Asmodai, grunted,
started to_ lower himself a couple of times, then, creaking!ly bent gver,
supported himself with both arms, and maneuvered himself to the ground.
uite a company you have here," said Harut. .
;I e'I;e g(()ll(rllg to visit the Lord Satan," said Asmodai.
arut nodded.

"How did it happen?" asked Michael. o

'Third Wave done me in," said Harut. "Raphael pulled me out 'fore it did
a full job, thou%h. She done that for a lot of us."

"I Know," said Michael. "But couldn't she heal you?"

"She did, some, It was worse. I was lookin' away when I got hit. I knew
what was haPpenln'%, and I thought I was going to chani]e, you know? Isn't
mat funny? I wasn't afraid to die, but I didn't want to lose my shape, like
Beelzebub or Ariel. All I could think of was holding myself togéther. 1 ﬁuess
Raphael pulled me out then. There were a lot who needed her though. By
the time she §ot back to me, it was all she could do to make me hear-
again. But that's a lot. I'm thankful."

here was silence for a time.
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"I'm thankful," he repeated. . )

Asmodai cleared his throat. "You did change, you know," he said. "I
didn't recosirnlze you at first." .

"I know. T lost a bit off the tog, and I don't weigh so much now. But that
don't matter, That much I could fix myself, if I wanted to."

Michael said, "Some of the injured ones from the Second

Wave were a.ctualg healed in the Third. Do you think "

His voice trailed off. . . )
c "’I.‘{ig Fourth Wave? Maybe. I'm not expecting anything. I'm not anxious

or it.

"None of us are," said Lilith. "As 3{0u know." .

"Yeah, I know. I've heard some folks aren't happy about the big plan."

Asmodaij stared. "How did you hear of that?" .

Harut shrugged. "I guess it isn't as big a secret as some would like. For
me, I'll just wait. When it hapPIens, I'll live, or I won't."

"I wish I had ¥lour attitude, Harut," said Lilith.

He shook his head. . .

"What have &ou heard about it?" asked Asmodai. .

."Lots of stuff. I don't listen a whole lot, since I don't think much of that
kind of talk. But I know that somethiri is up, and it has to do with starting
the Fourth Wave. And I know that some don't like it much."” .

"I see," said Asmodai. He looked_around at the others. None of them said
anything. Michael seemed lost in thought, Lucifer met Asmodai's look, but
his face was blank. Lilith seemed amused. )

er the silence had stretched across the road and back a few times,
Harut said, "You don't have to tell me nothin' if you don't want."

"No," said Asmodai, "it isn't that. It's just that I had thought it a better-

kept secret than it is." . . .
I'm not uncomfortable with you knowing," said Lilith.

"Nor am L," said Lucifer. "In fact, I'll tell you that the Lord Satan has
doubts, and we're going to see him now totry to resolve them." Harut
nodded, but didn't say an hm%(. .

"Are you curigus, Harut?" asked Lilith.

"Some," he said. . . . . )

"Lord Satan isn't sure it's right to coerce the hosts into helping, if they
don't want to."

y wouldn't they want to?" asked Harut. . .

"I eytqpect," said Asmodai, "that they will. We want to build a place that will
be safe from the flux—forever. V\;ilerg we won't have to worry about
Waves—ever. Why wouldn't everyone be in favor of that?"

"I don't know," said Harut. "How many will die doing it?"

Lucifer licked his lips, but didn't answer, .

"Abdiel was studying fhat'," said Asmodai. "I never heard his results."

"That may be an answer,' said Harut. . L.

"Certainly, it could be a'lot," said Asmodai. "And it might be an?' of us—
we're not askln%vanyone to do something we aren't doing ourselves. We
take risks every Wave. But this time, it would be the last." .

"Is Satan the only one who thinks this way? How did he think of it?"

"His task," said Lucifer, "is to make sure everyone does what he must. So

he had g,(')' think about it."
"lfiec'glhse," Asmodai explained, "they might object, and we have to be
ready.

Harut nodded. "Maybe, if the only way to handle those who don't like it is
to force them, something's wrong from the beglnnln%."

Asmodai looked at him and started to _say something, then stoEped.. He
remained silent until the four rose tg continue their journey. Then he said a
brief farewell to Harut and resumed his silence.

"You've %lot something on ¥0ur tail." "Thou mayst bite it off, Lord
R laBs what doth Ti¢ beneath.”
ss what doth lie beneath.
Mephistopheles chuckled. "It's nice to find you in a good mood,
Beelzebub.

"Tis_thy pleasure, Mephistopheles." "So, how are the plans?" "Perchance
thou should'st ask nearer the center, where such are made."
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"No, rig?' not those plans. I mean the ones for the rebellion."

"It's all over Heaven, Beelzebub. How you and Satan—"

"Lord Satan!" . .

"Lord Satan, then. How you and Lord Satan are planning to raise the
entire re;ilon in rebellion and—"

"Hold, thou!"

"Eh?"

"Art thou quicker than I, Mephistopheles?"

"I'm not sure, Beelzebub."

"Canst thou move faster than these teeth can find thy throat?"

"Well, that would be hard to say." .

"Then know this: the Lord Satan and I have certain doubts and fears. We
know not if 'tis right to force upon the hosts risks that theE choose not. An
these doubts thwart our obedience, we shall go unto the Lord Yaweh and
speak them. Naught else shall be done by the Lord Satan or me. He that
?ﬁltth’ else, shall discover whether he be quicker than these teeth. Grasp thou

at:

"Quite."

"’?hen, if thou hast business here, thou mayst enter. Else, get thee gone
ere my patience wanes." L.

"Perhaps it would be best if I just left."

"Perchance 'twould."

"Farewell, then, Beelzebub."

"Fare quickly, Mephistopheles." .

.Mepl_nstol;hel’es turned from the doorway of the Southern Hold, holding
his smile with some difficulty.

"Where can he be going, or comingbfrqm?" asked Abdiel. Since he was
alone, no one answered. He hunched behind the rocks as Mephistopheles
passed within fifty feet of him. . .
"And smiling, too. What has he been up to?" Abdiel watched the retreatlmfr
figure with some aIl)prehensmn. He was in the secluded area, and well-
hidden, but he was close to the South-em Hold. It wouldn't do to be seen at
all, and it would be disastrous to be seen while he was about this business.
How long? He had nearly a day's head start, but Gabriel moved quickly.

He bit his thumb and continued walking. "Well, well, Gabriel! Good day

ou.
%}ood day, Lord Mephistopheles." . L.
"You don't need the 'Lord," Gabriel; my name is too long as it is."
"Thank you, Mephistopheles.”
"What brings you out here, Gabriel?"
"An errand, Lo—Mephistopheles." L. ) )
"An errand? Out here? Nonsense! Admit it, Gabriel, you're taking a
vacation, aren't you?"

"No, I'm not. Really!"
"It's all right. I won't tell anyone."
"Really, I'm on an errand."
"Who is there to deliver a message to, out here?"
"Lord Satan. I've—oops."
"What, you weren't supposed to tell me that? Well, don't worry. And I

su'plgose you can't tell what the message is, can you?"
I c ] "

O L]
"Well, that's all right. I can guess it pretty well. All of this fuss about the
Big Plan. But I suppose, even being right there, you aren't told a lot about

1t.

"Well, I'm not exactly told " )

"It must be frustrating, after a while."

"Frustrating?" . ..

"Well, being_ that close, to all of the planning and agitation, and not
knowing what is really going on. For instance, I understand that the Lord
Satan is m§ry with Yaweh over some little matter, but I imagine you'd know
even less about that than I would."

"I don't think that is quite the case, actually."

"Well, you probably haven't heard of it."

to
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"OQh, no. You have it just backwards. I—uh, I shouldn't say any more."

"Of course. Well, w11f it be a while before I see you back at'the palace?"
"Oh, no. We should be returning right away."

"We? The Lord Satan will accompany you? .

"Yes, he—uh, I must go now, Mephistopheles. My errand is urgent."
"Certainly, Gabriel. & pleasant day to you."

"And to you, Mephistopheles." ¢ ¢

Beelzebub Xadded into the large chamber. Wine and glasses were placed
throughout. As he entered, he announced solemnly "M&r Lord Lucifer of the
Firstborn, Regent of the East. The Lady Lilith. The Lord Asmodai. The Lord
Michael of the Firstborn."

He stepped out of the way as they entered. Satan rose and greeted them,
then motioned to the chairs, . . )

T'his room_was done in dark blues, but well lit, so it seemed brp%ht. A
painting of Lilith was against one wall. She smiled as she saw it, and
exchanged glances with Satan that lml%hed memories. .

The other walls were bare, except for a cupboard against one. The total
effect was t§tpac10usn.ess, but not enough to make one uncomfortable, and the
chairs (soft and white) were close enough together to make conversation
easy.

B}éelzebub nudged the door closed with his nose, then leapt onto the couch
next to Satan. . .

Satan poured wine and gestured to the others to do the same. Lilith and
Asmodai did.

Luc1fer' said: "This is a continuation of our last discussion."

"I see.’

Asmodai cleared his throat. "I wasn't there. Could you fill me in?"

"We didn't resolve anﬂthlng," said Satan. "My feeling was— is—that I'm not
?111;'6 it's right to force the hosts to risk themselves in this if they don't want
o

"Hmmmm, I don't feel any more certain.

:;E\lflh?}; not?" shot ASmodai.

"You have questions. Why, after all this time, haven't you resolved them?
What makes dyou—lf I may—doubt your doubts?"

Satan nodded. "Good question. y is it," he asked suddenly, "that I feel
asif I'm beln%Ju ged?" e,

The others looked at each other. "I don't know," said Lilith at last. "I'm
not judging you."

. Satan shruiged. "It dgesn't matter. To answer your question, Asmodai,
it's just what Lucifer told me before: How can we sit here, knowing that we
can_save thousands or millions of lives, and not do anything about_it?"
Michael stirred, then S‘R]oke for the first time. "I remember hearing about
you during the Third Wave, friend Satan. You were holding things along
your eastern border when there was a breakthrough far to the west.

"I remember." .

"As the story goes, you decided, no matter how hard pressed you were, that
the western area was'in more peril because there were few defenders."

"I remember." . .

"It turned out you were right. Those you abandoned, survived. And you
arrived at the western area in time to—

at is your point, Michael?" .

"That there are times when_you have to decide. You've shown that you
can do so in battle, but—" He fanned the air, as if he could churn the right
words from it. . .

"He is saying," said Lucifer slowly, "that you must be able to make hard
decisions even if there doesn't seem to be any urgency. Sometimes there is
an urgency that you can't see." . . .

Satan looked away. "Acting on impulse is fine for some things," he said.
"But there are times "

Lilith bit her lip. ) ) ) )

"Word of your doubt has spread," said Asmodai. "There is growing
unease, Lord Satan. Yaweh is worried. The rest of us are worried. I—

He stopped. Satan looked at him. "Yes?"

"You seem," said Lilith, "more certain than you were."
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Asmodai Si]%{led. "I've been wondering about these things myself."

Satan chuckled wry(lfi .

"It isn't funny," said Lucifer. .

"1;['0, it's sad. So sad I have to laugh at it. Well, what do you want from

e’

"A decision," said Lucifer. .

Asmodai nodded. "Either put aside your doubts and do your task, or
declare yourself opposed.". . L.

Satan ‘chewed his lower lip for a while. "It sounds so easy. But it isn't tha
easy, it's—" He stopped. The others remained silent. At last, Satan said, "I
realize what, you mean, Asmodai. Yesterday, Mephistopheles came by to
worm some information from us, and in doing so he spoke of talk that we
were plotting rebellion."

. Next to him, Beelzebub ﬁfowled softly. "There is no truth in it, but it is
lnterestlnthh.at he chose that approach. Now, I've known him since long
before the Third Wave—I know him as well as 1 know any angel in Heaven.
I'm not worried about Mephistopheles, but I recognize that, though he made
up that story, there are seeds there that I can't ignore."

Asmodai nodded. "That's what I meant." . .

"I know. But what ¥0u four are doing to me is what I'm afraid of doing to
the hosts. Now that T see it, I like it even less than I did when I was just
imagining it." ..

Asmodai shrugged. "Is that your decision, then?"

"I'm not sure. ] . .

.Asmodai slammed his palm against the arm of the chair. Then he poured
himself a glass full of wine and tossed it down.

"Lord Satan?" said Lilith.

It kilsln't by our desires that we are doing this—forcing you to decide."
ow.

"We are being forced as much as we are forcing you. By the Plan, yes—
but more: by the flux itself." .

Satan turned to Beelzebub. "Sound familiar?" he asked wryly.

Beelzebub nodded without speaking. L. . .

"All of this is beside the point," said Asmodai, his lips tight with anger.
"You must decide now. You must—"

"Why all the heat, Asmodai?"

"Because—'' he stopped, looked away, and .shruﬁ;%ed. .

"Methinks," said Beelzebub, "that Asmodai doth fear his own doubts, and
would have thee as target thaf he need not have himself."

"I see," said Satan. _ . . L.

"Whateyver Asmodai's reason," said Michael, "he is right," .

Satan shrugged. 'Telling me 'decide' doesn't help me do it. Which way?

? What are the effects? Can fyou answer these questions? Can you

answer them for yourselves, if not for me?"

No one spoke.

"I thought not. Then here is my decision: I will leave tomorrow, and travel
to the center, and speak with Yaweh. If he can't give me the answers I want
I'll... do whatever I do, Does that satisfy you?'" Michael nodded thoughtfully.
Lilith said, "Yes." Lucifer nodded once, abruptly. Asmodai remained silent
and unmov-lni. . .

"Perhaps," Lucifer told Asmodai, "you should go along and get your
answers at the same time." . . .
th"NO"" he said. "I'll get my own answers, in my own way, or live without

em.

"An thou canst live without them, thou art better than I."

"Good day to you, Kyriel."

"And to you, Sith." =

"I've been hearing things."

"It's as I told you, isn't 1t?" .

"Worse, if anything. They don't care about us, it seems. They need angels
to work on the walls, and whatever happens to them doesn't matter."

"It isn't the walls."

"Itisn't?"
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"What I've heard is that "
" }ildl ou shudder, Kyriel?" . .
"I've’heard that... that we're to go out there and—build something. I don't
know what."

"Go out there?"

"You know, outside."”

"Oh."

"Now you're shuddering, Kyriel." .

;:%{kngw. It's hard to believe. I've heard the stories.

es.

"Do you remember your creation, Kyriel?"

"Somewhat."

"I also, somewhat. Would you go back to that?"

"Not if I didn't have to!" .

"Is there nothing we can do, Kyriel?"

"Well, I suppose we could do nothing."

"What do you mean?" . . .

"Well... look, Sith: We're going to hear about this before it happens,
aren't we?"

"Well, yes. I suppose." .
. 't'Thtey ave to gather us together, somehow or other, to go marching out
into it.

"Yes."

"Well... what if we're not there?" "Huh? Where would
we her "Somewhere else." "I don't understand." s
"Hide! We go off somewhere—to the north maybe—" "Where Belial is?"
"Not that far north. Just somewhere that we can hide." "Then what?"
"We wait until it's over, then come back. They'll never miss us, two out
of the thousands." "Three." "Three?" "Bath Kol.".
Tl;'Oh!' So it's true about—" "Shut up, Kyriel." "Right.
ree.

Yaweh walked alone in the throne room. He walked around the perimeter,
or back and forth across the middle. Sometimes he walked_slowly, lost in
reflection; other times he moved quickly, as if he actually had somewhere to

o. He wondered whether Satan would return with the page. He thought so,
ut then he thought not. L. .

Yaweh remembered the beginning—how the two of them had perceived
each other, almost before each had perceived himself. During the first
battle, they fought on and on, side by side, striving for their lives without
understanding that that was what they were doing. Then suddenly
discoverin b%acmdent that perhaps there could be more to existence than
this struggle. He remembered how they had shared the J()ﬁlwhen he who
ﬁrlouldt] lil er be called Michael was bora of their battles with the flux, and

en others.

He remembered the time, brief as it seemed now, after the First Wave,
::/vhertl1 't(llleX lﬁngw peace. He shook his head. Satan remembered these things

00, didn't he?

Yaweh_walked about the lar%le room. He wondered whether Satan would

return with the page. He thought so, but then he thought not.

"Twas painfu], was it not, milord?" "It was Kainful Beelzebub. But
they're only doing what they think is right." "As art thou, milord." "I

suppose. at about you?
Milord?" Y

"Do you think I'm doing the right thing?" . L.

They stood, at the door of the Southern Hold, watching the vanishing
figures of their friends. Beelzebub was silent.

'Well?" 1n(iu1red Satan after a suitable time had elapsed. .

"Methinks to speak to Yaweh is good, milord. Yet methinks 'twill not solve
what thou hopeth to solve. Tis thyself thou must answer to, and none can
do it for thee.” .

"I'm afraid you may be right." . .

The four figures before them dwindled into nothingness.

"

It was just a few minutes after Michael, Lucifer, Lilith and Asmodai had
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Rassed by where Abdiel hid that he saw a lone figure walking toward him.
bout the right size, from the rlﬁht direction—yes. _ .
He (t:)oncl%l rated on feeling a ball of white fire in his stomach.
abriel!
"What—? Lord Abdiel!"
"Ah! You recognize me.,"
"Of course, Lord Abdiel." .
"I am pleased, Gabriel. What brings you here?"
"An errand, lord."
"Yes ov(v)f course. To the Southern Hold, no doubt. But I meant, what
errand?
'I'm afraid I can't speak of it, lord."
"I'm sorry, lord.", ]
"That's quite all right, Gabriel. I understand."
"Thank you, lord.' .
"And pléase call me Abdiel."
"Wh(?r, thank you—Abdiel."
9

as to your message, you don't have to tell me. I can guess it."

"

"You can?' .
"Certainly. You are going to summon the Lord Satan."
"How did you know?" )

"I guessed. But I can save you the rest of the trip."
"Lo—Abdiel? You can?"

e Yes. .])iy giving you the answer. The Lord Satan will not return with you."

"He feels he cannot be bothered just now. Lord Yaweh will have to wait.
Perhaps in twenty or thirty days something could be arranged."

"I don't understand." .

"What is there to understand, Gabriel? You S{)le to the Lord Satan, and
th':a'llt\T wag tltle answer he gave you. Should I repeat it?"

0, but—

"Then where's the problem?"

"But I haven't spoken to him, so how—"

"Gabriel."

"Yes, Abdiel?" ..

"I notice a certain tension in your shoulders and neck. Try to relax—you
won't tire so quickly."

"And yet, Abdiel, it seems—"

"You're still tense, Gabriel."

"I don't understand how—"

"Wait, Do as I say, now. Relax [‘;our shoulders. Breathe evenly and deeply.
There, that's better. Do you feel better?"

"Yes, but—yes, I dg, Abdiel. But still—-" .

"Look at me, Gabriel. You have known me for a long time, haven't you?
Would I flve you false guidance? Of course not! You are about to waste your
time and energy, and 1 wish to save you from that. Also, the Lord Yaweh
will want to Iearn this news as soon as possible. Don't you trust me,
Gabriel? Come, remember now, you came to the Southern Hold, and spoke

e Lord Satan_in his great hallway, with his friend, Beelzebub, standin
with the Lord Sat his g tﬁ,nﬁl th his friend, Beelzebub, standi
there. And the Lord Satan explained that he had nothing to say to the Lor
Yaweh and directed you to inform him of it. You pleaded, remember? But
he wouldn't listen. Is it coming back? Think... do you see it? Think of his
voice. Can you hear it? Now you are going to return to Yaweh, and rePort to
him. You met no one on the journey, except for those four archangels. You
will report to me, later, what Yaweh says. You will do this secretly. Until it is
time to do sq, you will not know that you are going to. You will remember
no part of this conversation. Now §0." ]

abriel turned_without a word and, began the long journey back to
Yaweh's Palace. Abdiel tiredly watched his departing back.

Four

Some think they see their own hope to advance tied to their neighbor's
fall, and thus they long to see him cast down from his eminence;

Some fear their power, preferment honor, fame will suffer by another's
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rise, and thus, irked by his good, desire his ruin and shame.

—Dante, Purgatorio, Canto xvH:115-120

Abdiel got as close to the Southern Hold as he could. .

"This is probablyf stupid," he told himself, "There isn't anything I can learn
here, and eventually someone will see me." He shogk his head. "What did 1
come here for, angvayi;? I should be on my way home by now."

Some feeling, atter’he'd finished with the page, hadtold

him that he should see the Southern Hold. He could think of no reason
for it, but his instincts had been good in the past. .
He had gone slowly I;ecoverlnﬁ from the exhaustion that he'd felt after his
efforts with Gabriel,” His strength had returned now. He made note of how
lon% it took, munching blueberries picked from bushes near the side of the
road, occasionally wiping purple juice from his lips and beard with a white
linen handkerchiéf. . ..
. He wondered what he was waiting for, and whether he would r.ec0§n1ze it if
it came, and how long he would wait before giving up and heading back.
Periodically, there would be travelers to or from the Hold, and he would
strain to make out what they said. It was never anything important, though.
He sighed, continued hisvigil, and ate blueberries.

"I'm not used to not being tired when I head back this way," remarked a
traveler to his companion. =~ . .

"I know what you mean," said the other. "It's going to be nice to get home
with some energiy left." . ) ) .

The (&omers ot his mouth rose a bit as he said this. The first noticed and

rinned.
& "I see. What's her name?"

"What's the difference?"

He shook his head. "Sometimes I wonder about you."

The other. shrugged.

"When will he be back?" asked the first. .

"I don't know. Beelzebub said we shalleth be informedeth. But look: we
have enpugh oil done for fifty days, right? It's twenty days each way to the
center, if you're not hurrying, so I'd guess he's visiting Lord Yaweh, and
it'll be at least forty days.'

"Again? He was there a hundred days ago...."

Abdiel cursed under his breath. Satan, going to the Palace! All that work,
wasted. He bit his _lips with rage, and mangled a handful of blueberries in
his fist without noticing. Was there any way to stop him?

Abdiel ran through his resgurces, and decided that there was no way to
revent him from setting off. How about preventing him from arriving?
ayL)e. But how? By getting him to go somewhere else? Where? And again,
OW?
He concentrated. Maybe he could do that... which would mean... hmmm.
He wondered how fast a dog could run, On the path, or off? Yes....
He turned and began running toward the palace. He was going to need at
least a day or two. Probably two. . . .
The thought of what he was planning made him a bit uncomfortable. But it
vaotlld betlstupld to pull back now, and he wasn't really going to hurt anyone.
ot exactly.
He pusth himself over the road that would become a path, and then a trail

Gabriel entered the palace and went to see the Lord Yaweh before he had
so much as dusted himself off from the trip. Yaweh being alone, Gabriel
couéhed. Yaweh looked up.

"You're back."

"Yes, Lord."”

"Alone?"
| "
" W

"He—he said he was busy, Lord. That perhaps in a few days he'd have
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time—twenty or thirty days, he said."

'"Twenty or thirty days.

"h5d vou speak to hi Tiy?"

id you speak to him personally?

"Yes,qur£" P Y

"How did he seem?" . .

"Haughty, Lord. He said that he had nothing to say to you. I tried to
convince him, but—"

"Very well.""

"I'm’sorry I failed, Lord." . . .

.Yaweh shook his head. "No, Gabriel, you didn't fail. The Lord Satan made
his choice." Tears beian at the corners of Yaweh's eyes. Gabriel started to
take a step forward, then cgu§ht himself.

"You may leave now," said Yaweh, thickly.
"Thank you, Lord."

.Gabriel bowed and left, sick at heart. Behind him, Yaweh buried his face in
his hands. Under the open sky in daylight, in a place of long, thick grasses
with oak and cedars commingling around and above them, they lay. They
held hands without speakm%, then she put her head on his shoulder, then
he T]ilut his head on her shoulder.

ey turned and held each other close. Abgve them_ the sky slowly
darkened, and the winds around them §rew still. They held each other
through Heaven's lIong, slow m%lht, without speaking.

Sometime toward morning, they kissed, and it was an exchange of vows—
promises and hoI;es. They looked at each other, and knew that before many
days haﬂ ]zassed hey would be seeing something new. It was too soon to

now what.

Their robes fell away, and they touched each other as they had taught each
other, and there was movement beneath the trees.

"Comfort me," they said without speaking.

"I will," they said in the silence. .

Beneath the trees, upon the grass, upon each other, they did.

It was a statue in the water, a statue of a great, monstrous head supported
by a massive neck that was long and sinewy and scaled, and d.lsap{)eared
into the waves. The eyes of the statue, no doubt by some trick of jewel-craft,
seemed to glow. The statue had appeared three days ago, emerging from
the sea,.starlnglat the cleft at the edge of the small cliff. .

Mephistopheles walked into the cleft from the path on the other side and
saw the statue at the same time the statue saw him. The statue spoke first.

"I've been waiting for you for three days," she said.

"Sorry. It's been a long trip."

"Any Iuck?" .

'_'Dei)lends on what you mean by luck. I had a talk with Beelzebub. I don't
think he likes me," heé added th.oughtfullgr.

Leviathan chuckled. "What did you do to the poor fellow?"
i | th)l'pk I struck a nerve."

"T accused him and Satan of fomenting rebellion, and it seemed like a
sore spot."

" g did you do that?" "So that in denying it, he'd let slip their objections
to the Plan,' .
"Clever," she said.

He shrugged. . .
"Well," asked Leviathan, "did you find out?" _ .
Mephistopheles summarized his discussion with Beelzebub. Then he said.
"I me ¥9weh's page on the way back."

"He had a messatge for Satan."

"Did you find out what the message was?"
"It was a summons. I got the 1m%ress10n that Yaweh wants to see Satan
right awzgr. I think Yaweh'is angry about something."

"}acoutll take a guess about what, Mephistopheles."
xactly

"So, what does this mean?"
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"It means that something is Sgoing to haI]tzpen."
"Yes. I think I'd like to see Satan myself."
"Before or after he speaks to Yaweh?"
"Either will do."
."Good. My feet need rest, And, anyway, I doubt that I could catch up to
him before he gets to the palace.”
i | hg'('in't asked you to.
"Could you find Ariel for me?" .
}y{}eph&s' topheles sighed. "My poor feet. Sure, I'll find him."
ood.
"I'm on my way."

"Mephistopheles
"Yesg" p

"Thank you." . .
He bowéd his head. Then he turned and went looking for Ariel, because he
was uncomfortable showing strong emotions.

"Ho there, Sith." "Hello, Kyriel."
"There's more news, from Chesetial out by the Southern Hold." "Oh?"

"She says the Lord Satan is on our side." "What do you mean?"
"He's giom to see Yaweh, to tell him off." "When?"

"He left from the South a bit ﬁ%o. He could be here any day."

"Do you think they'll call it off?"

"They might." .

"Well, it's nice to have one of them on our side, anyway."

;:R(/Iealll). Maybe we won't have to hide."

aybe.

"

It was early evening. Michael was sitting in an easy chair before the
hearth, his, féet bare, and .restlrtlg from the journey. He heard shuffling
noises outside, giroaned to himself, then decideéd not to glet up.

"Lord Michael?" came the voice, weak but recognizable.

"Come in, Abdiel," he said without turning his head.

"Thank you." Abdiel stepped inside and collapsed on the floor.

Then Michael was up, kneeling by his side. "Abdiel? What is it? Are you—"

"I'm... fine, Michael. Just let me... catch my breath," .

Michael nodded, got up, and brought wine. Abdiel, meanwhile, had
heavened himself up to a_sitting position and was breathing in gasps. He
%c%avpted tlie wine and drank “thirstily, nodding his thanks to Michael

etween gulps.

‘ "What %apl})ened?" Michael asked when AbdieFs breathing was about back
o normal.
"Nothing happened—but something nearly did."
"T 11 m "

e €.
Abdiel nodded and I§0t to his feet, supported by Michael. He made it to a
chair and collapsed. He closed his eyes, as if gathering strength, then said,
"I was near the Southern Hold, just twelve days ago."

"Twelve days!" ) ]

Abdiel nodded. "Something happened, and I didn't know what to do, so I
came here." .

"Well, what was it?"

"Satan," said Abdiel, "is after me."

"After you? What do you mean?"

"I'm afraid he may be chasing me. I'm not sure. He started to, but I
escaped from the Southern Hold and ran. I looked back once and he had
set out after me. I didn't look back again."

"I'm suliprlsed Beelzebub didn't catch you."

"So am I! HaPpy, also. But I had a good start, and I guess Beelzebub can't
run as long as I can." .

"But, Abdiel, whg was he chasm%hyop?"

:;BecaPSf 1 y)gpul n't go along with his plan."

at plan?

"He tolI()l me that he intends to overthrow Lord Yaweh and set himself up

as ruler of Heaven. He explained that the Plan was folly, would never work,
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and that he wanted to end it once and for all."

"I don't believe it! He said—"

"I know. He told me that you had spoken to him, with Lucifer and Lilith
and Asmodai. He said he' managt to ta e you in, to convince you that he
had nothing planned. But he wanted my help. He said that I had "Yaweh's
ear was how he put it."

Hy the ux'" cried Michael. "Can this be true?"

"He tried to persuade me, but my ears were roaring and I couldn't hear his

ar uments .’]ust stood before him and shook my head."
And then?" asked Michael.
"He trled to make me promise that I wouldn't tell anyone what he'd

o.'
Mlchael nodded. "Go on," he said. "What did he do then?"
grew angry,” said Abdiel. "He began walki gttoward me. I backed
]l)1 but e kept coming. Finally I turned and ran, I got out of the place, and
I looked back, he was runnlng.)a er me, yeiling and shaking his fist."
3iou hear what he was yellin
Abdle shook his head. "Not clearly. I think it was something about finding
me, but I'm not sure.'
e said he'd find you?"
"I think so. That's why I came to you. I didn't know what else to do."
"I think, Abdiel, that you ought to go to the Lord Yaweh and tell him what
you've told me.'

"Do . dg you think so, Lord Michael?" "Why not? Shouldn the
ow?" "I'm afraid Lord Yaweh will take it hard." "That maX be true,
Abdlel? but he should hear of it." Abdiel sighed. "All right. I'll io to him

now." "The morni § do. You should rest first." "No," said Abdiel,
shaking his head. "By mornlng I'll have lost my courage.

nLilith, my love?"
"Mmmmin."
"What did ¥lou think of the tI'lB')" .
She pulled her head up from the crook of his arm, turned over, and pulled
his cloak up around them.
"What do you mean?"
"Well... I don't know. Never mind." )
nIf onu want me to say that Satan has me half convinced, I won't."

"Not until you do."
Lucifer hfeed his head up to look at her. Then he smiled and dropped it

again.
'11\&/111 rltght " he said to the sky above them, "he has me half convinced."
e
He sighed. "So what do we do?"
"We go see Yawe .
k}e raised his head again. "You sound pretty certain of that."
am."
" o
';ll;(i::ause I heard you whispering to Asmodai to set up an appointment
wi im
thHeldﬁopped his head back and laughed quietly. Then there was stillness in
e glade

Thei; covered the leagues without effort. The didn't stay quite on the
ut al wa%s varied their journey just a bit to admire a meadow they
adn't noticed before, or a brook mat had carved a new trail.

The path had long ago petered out, and, after several days, they had found
the one going toward the center. They stayed close to it as it grew into a
stronger path that would soon become a trail. "It's been a while since we've
been here, Beelzebub "

"Verily, T1s much c an,gi;ad "

"I wonder if Yaweh will ave changed."

"Milord? In a hundred days?
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"Well, I've changed, haven't 12"

"Thy meaning esca;ileth me, milord." . )

"I was thinking of what Michael said, about the Third Waye. It seems as if I
can't make that kind of quick decision any more. Everything seems—I don't

ow—more important, or something. It's as if I have to watch every step,
or I'll hurt someone. Haven't you noticed?" . .

"I... perchance 'tis true, milord. This conversation likes me not."

"Never mind, then."

They walked another 1
be changed, what then?' . .

"Then, maybe, I won't be able to convince him, or he won't be able to
convince me." . ) ) )

The path did, indeed, turn into a trail. They found themselves on it again
and continued, looking for a Blace to spend the night.

"Tomorrow, methinks, or the next day should see us to the Palace."

"The next day, more likely." . .

"Thou wilt speak unto Yaweh, then wilt th}; questions have answers."

eague or three. Beelzebub said, "An the Lord Yaweh

"In other words Iworr%too much, right . . .
Beelzebub chuckled. "Twas not my meaning, milord, but 'tis true
nevertheless."

Satan shrugged. "I hope you're right. About my questions being answered,
I q;lf/[&}{l. ]&(_))9 ow, don't you, that at first it was only the two of us?"
1lord?
"Yaweh and I, I mean. At the beginning."
"Aye, milord," ) )
"It was our battle that created the other Firstborn, or so Lucifer tells

nA K
"And the rest of the Firstborn, in the Second Wave, created you and the

other archangels."
"Aye, milord."

"And so on in the Third Wave. So, one could say, all of Heaven is the
product of Yaweh and me."

" ¥the selfsame logic, milord, art thou the product of Yaweh." .

Satan stopped in the middle of the trail and looked down at his friend.
"You know, I never th0u§ht of that." ..

"Methinks, milord, that yon clearlnﬁ will do well for us this night."

"I neyer thought of it that way at all."

"Shall we stop, then, and rest?" )

"It never crossed—what? Oh, this'll do fine, I think."

:;Xﬁen lﬁ% us rest, milord, an it please thee.'

right.

They n%qved off to the side. "Will he listen to me, do you think?"

"Aye, milord. Yaweh hath no small measure of love for thee."

"I hope so. Rest well."

"And thou, milord."

Abdiel found a door at the rear of Yaweh's palace and made his way inside
ﬁs l(lluletly as he could. He removed his sandals and crept down the narrow
a L]

He came at last to an arched doorway with a plain brown curtain across it.
He moved the curtain and shgped inside. .

The only sound was even reathlnﬁ from the bed as he set his sandals
down. He moved to the head of the be
shoulder.

"Who's th—"

"Shhhh!"

"Whgo's there?"

"Abdiel." . .

"What is it, lord? Why are we whispering?"

"It's the right time and place, Gabriel."

"For what... oh "

"Report.” o . . .

In a steadﬁ, whispering voice, Gabriel told how Yaweh had taken his news.

‘What will happen tomorrow? Limit your speech to things concerning the
"

and tapped the form sharply on the

Plan.
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Abdiel endured a seemingly endless stream of small doings, until— "Wait!
Repeat that last!" . .

"The Lord Lucifer has asked for an audience with the Lord Yaweh, to be
held earlﬁ in the morning."

"I see. Bide a moment." |

Abdiel made a quick decision.

"Gabriel.".

"Yes, Abdiel.",

"The meeting is canceled."

;:The'lﬁord Yaweh will notify him when he has time to speak to him."

;:%‘(he.%ord Yaweh understands how urgent it is, but has no time just now."
"When the Lord Lucifer leayes, you will tell the Lord Yaweh that the Lord
Lucifer has changed his mind, and no longier has any need to see him. The
Lq'li((l Lucifer was no more specific than that."
es.
"Continue 370ur report." . . .
. Gabriel did so_for another few minutes, but Abdiel found nothln% else of
interest. When the pasfr(e finished at last, Abdiel said: "I wasn't here Tonight.
Yq}‘l( didn't see or speak with me."
es.
"Go to sleep." . . )
Abdiel took his sandals, slipped out of Gabriel's room, and made his way
out of the palace. He went to the top of the hill and intg a small wooded area.
There he put his sandals on and headed back toward the palace, this time
circling around to come in the front way.

Satan stretched hello to the morning, relieved himself off from the
clearing a wa¥s, and nudged Beelzebub.

"Time to set off," he said.

Beelzebub rose. "Ready, milord." . .

As they walked, Satan remarked, "Another day until we get there, I think."

"ﬁye. .
"Not more. We'll be on the road in another hour."
"Aye, milord." "I'm beginning to despise traveling."

e.

"Ahd there's still the trip back.”

"Twill seem shorter, milord."

"I su{)l[l)ose." )

"Art thou better... content today, milord?" )

atan_chuckled. "Yes and no. I'm still worried about how Yaweh will reac
Sat huckled. "Y d I'm still d about how Yaweh will t
}10 (Iln('at. We (l)ll'ﬂnypOkf ab(%}lt the Plan once, you know, and before that I

adn't seen him for a long time.

"All will be well, milord." .

"I hope so. By the flux! Sleeping on the ground makes one stiff!"
"Forsooth? To me, it seemeth not so."

"Thou dog, B(;'elze’bub."

"Aye, milord.

Yaweh came down the wide sweeﬂin§ stairs at almost the same moment
that_Gabriel apt%eared from the back of the hall, having emerged from the
small doorway that connected to his chamber.

They saw Abdiel at the same instant. Abdiel ignored Yaweh and spoke to
Gabriel, "lilgase tell the Lord Yaweh that I wish to speak with him, if it is
convenient.

Yaweh smiled, nodded at Gabriel, and entered his throne room. Gabriel
motioned Abdiel in, then returned to his post outside the door. .

Presently, Lucifer arrived, and Gabriel was forced to turn him away,
ﬁegretfully. It was then that Yaweh's voice came from the other side of thé

oor,

Gabriel rushed to gpen it, and Yaweh said, "Ask Michael to come and see
me at once. And send in Lucifer as soon as he gets here."

"Lord Yaweh, the Lord Lucifer has been here."

"What? Why didn't you tell me?"
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.';%lord, he said that he changed his mind, and no longer needed to speak
with you,
"I s)ée " said Yaweh. "Well, bring Michael. Hurlar."

"Yes, Lord," said Gabriel, and heé rushed off to do so.

"What is it, Yaweh? Is it about Abdiel's story?"

Ydé‘liWEh nodded. "He said you sent him to me, is that right?" Michael
nodded.

"I'm_glad you did. He waited all ni%ht in my hall, rather than waking me
up with bad news." Yaweh smiled at Abdiel as he said this. Abdiel blushed
and lowered his eyes. | ]

"But it i5 bad news, Michael," Yaweh continued.

"I know, Yaweh. I don't know what to think." Lo

"It's worse than you suppose," said Yaweh. "I have some indications that
Lucifer has turned against me as well."

"Lucifer?" .

"It seems that way. I'm not certain yet."

"It's hard to believe."

"I know," said Yaweh. "What should we do?"

Yaweh, who had been standing next to the throne, sat down on, one of the
chairs béfore it. Michael took another one and, after some urging, so did

le Ll

Michael shook his head. "I don't know what to do, Yaweh."

"Have you turned against me also?"

Michaél's nostrils flared, then his brows furrowed and he seemed more
doubtful than angry. .

"I—don't think'so," he said.

"Good. I'm running out of angels I can trust." .
h_"I understand," said Michael. "When Satan gets here, if you'll speak to

im—

"Gets here!" cried Yaweh. "Where?" .
"Here. To the Palace. To see you. If you S]ffak to him about—"
"What makes you think he's coming here? He told me he wasn't."
"He tolg'you? But he told us—"

n

en we saw him, twenty-some days ago.
"Wh him, tw [ d "
"My p.a%e was there, to ask him to seée me."
"Gabriel?2"
"That's right."

. "We saw him on the way backf_J
lied to us when he knows we'd
arrive?

"To I§ain time, perhaps," suggested Abdiel.
Michael nodded. "Then he did fool us."
"It seems he did," said Yaweh.

"What can we do?" "I don't know. Leave me for a while. I want to think
gkﬁut_tlﬁlts;' But please, stay around the palace—both of you." "Yes, Lord."
right.

"That's the story, Raphael."

"It's hard to believe.

"So everyone has told me." .

Yaweh, was still in the small chair next to the throne. Raphael was seated
beside him, her arms folded. She was frowning.

"I'd like to speak with Satan myself," she said.

"So would 1. So would Michael."

"But(iperhaps he'll listen to me. We always 1§ot along well."

"So did we." Yaweh sighed and shook his head. .

"Yes," she said softly, ooklntg at him sympathetically, "you did." .
. Yaweh shook the mood off, forcing himself to think clearly. "But you think
it x\iltll do lslgr'pe good for you to speak with him?"

might.

"Lucit%r went with the same idea, and now it seems that he's been
'converted' also, And without the decency to let me know about it. That's
what hurts, Raphael. None of them seems willing to tell me what he doesn't

just after we left, But why would Satan have
ind out in just a few days, when he failed to
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like."
"I know.
"Well?" .
She shook her head. "I heal during the Waves. I see those who can onl
barely be saved, like Ariel, and _those who can't be saved, like Seraphiel.
: eItIﬁVEI"' an angel dies, part of me dies with him. This is our chance to
sto at.
Y%w&tehtnodded and placed his hand on her shoulder. She leaned a cheek
against it,
hen, ab.ruptlgr, he sat back, shaking his head. "But is there a plan left?" he
asked. "Without Satan, without Lucifer—"
;:%\(7) vl\ihat? Lucifer has done his part, has he not?"
e , es.... ° .
"And, a% for Satan, it would be good to have him, but he can be replaced.
Abdiel could do his job, could he not?"
"Yes, I suppose he could."

"

She was quiet for a moment, then she spoke softly, almost in a monotgne.
"Yaweh, do you remember the day you gathered us together, Satan, Abdiel,
Michael, and me, and told us of this?"

"I remember." .

"Do you know what I did after I left?"

"What did Jou do, Raphael?" . .

"I returned to my home, Yaweh, and I _cried." As she said it, tears began
to form in the corners of her eyes, as if the memory were the event. "I
remembered how grateful poor Harut—do you remember Harut?"

"The musician? Somewhat." . . )

"I remembered his face when we restored his hearing. And Leviathan. I'm
told that she's as happy as she can be, under the circumstances, but do you
re'1'1(1)efmber how beautiful she was, before we even knew what beauty was?"

course.

"I remembered that night, and I cried, because I thought that maybe we
had the chance to end that. If you take that holpe away_from me now,
Yaweh, now when we're almost ready to do it, well—who will heal me?"

Yaweh bowed his head.

Michael walked up to Raphael. She stood, and they held e
moment. Then he turned tQ Yaweh. "You wanted to see me?'

"Yes. Thank you for coming."

"You're welcome, Yaweh." .

"I'd like you to do something for me, if you would."

Michael nodded, waiting for him to continue. .
¢ "Find 01'1tr"fr1en(i, Satan. Bring him here if you can; speak to him for me,
if you can't.

Happily!" said Michael. "I'll find him!" . . )
"Thank you. If he won't return with you, tell him—tell him I love him."
Michael’bowed his head. . .
"Raphael, accompany him, if you would. You speak to him, too. Tell him

what 1yo.u told me.'
"All right. . . . .
Mlch‘)q'el cleared his throat. "There is one thing," he said.

es?
"Abdiel. He fears Satan."

"I know." "May he stay here? I'd feel better."
"Of course." . .
"Then I'm ready to leave at once," said Michael.
"And I," said Raphael.

"Good luck to you both."

When they left, Yaweh sent the page to bring Abdiel.
He came and bowed low. "You wished to see me, Lord Yaweh?"
"Yes, Abdiel. You fear Satan, don't you?"
Abdiel suddenly turned pale and could only manage a nod.
Well, you may stay here until this matter is settled." L.
h Abq'lei swallowed. "Th-thank you, Lord. But—forgive me, it isn't safe
ere.

'ach other for a
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Yaweh furrowed his brow.

"What?"

"I fear_for you, Lord, as well as myself. There are none to protect you
here, and Satan—he will tl\l‘f] to harm you,"

"What, Abdiel? Harm? Me? Nonserse!" .

Abdiel shook his head, but speech seemed beyond him.

"Why do Eou say that?" Yaweh asked.

"I feel it, Lord. And from the waﬁ he spoke. He hates §ﬁ)u, Lord." L.

Yaweh bowed his head. He had never understood hate, or even dislike.
The idea of it was unthinkable, so having it directed at him from one he
loved as much as he loved Satan was no more unthinkable.

A deep anguish filled his heart, and he suddenly wished there were
someone who could tell himm what to do. He looked up after a moment, and
Abdiel was still there, on his knees now, his eyes pleading.

Yaweh spoke in a whisper. "What do you wish me to do?"

"Bring in angels, Lord, and_ have Someone make weapons for them,
weapons that will make Satan fear them. Station them around you, and in
the halls, and outside your palace, so none may get past who you do not

ow you can trust. Then I'll be free of fear, for you, Lord."

Yaweh buried his face in his hands. "Has it come to that?" he asked.

Abdiel didn't answer.

"I'll think about it," said Yaweh at last. Abdiel nodded, bowed low, and
left the room. When he was out, he left the Palace, running as fast he could
toward the south, .

So far, everything was working as planned.

Five

Then Satan first knew pain.
And writhed him to and fro convolved.

—Milton, Paradise Lost, vi:327-328

The owl circled the clearing a few times, looking down. It made wider and
wider swee]t)§ and angled out over the sea. Soon a monstrous head broke the
water. Spotting it, and seeing himself spotted, the owl returned to the cleft
and landed there.

Leviathan swam as close as she could and stretched her neck out so she was
nearly face to face with the owl. "Welcome, Ariel," she said. "I see
Meﬁhlstopheles finally found you." .

"He found me in forest in light of the day, and asked if by chance I would
still know the way, to where you await me'near rocks by the sea." .

" '%\Tear g'(')cks by the say?' Oh. Never mind. Not bad, Ariel. Well, what did

ou learn?
Y Ariel cleared his throat and began: "I found out that Yaweh has grow-cn

1l sore, at Satan who turns down invites to his door, and Lucifer, Lilith,
and p'raps many more. I saw then

that Michael does hunt for this one, to ask him for reasons for what he
has done, with Raphael, he's going forth at a run." .

"I can see," said Leviathan, "that it's going to to take a while to get the
whole story. I may as well relax."

Abdiel was well ahead of Raphael and Michael, but he hadn't yet found
Satan and Beelzebub. With the added strain of having to find Satan before
either of the others saw him or each other, he could barely keep going.

"This is stupid," he told himself. "But unavoidable," he added.’ .

He moved along the road as quickly as he could, without the risk of being
spotted too soon. It was still fu 1¥ day, so both parties would be moving. One
way or another, he decided, something would happen before nightfall.

Yaweh paced back and forth within the chamber, feeling more alone than
he had ever felt since he had discovered, back at the beginning, that there
was such a thing as un-alone. ]

Deciding that he needed company, he called his page.
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"Yes, Lord?"

"Bring Abdiel. I want to speak with him."

"Abdlel is gone, Lord."

"Gone? Don't be ridiculous. Where would he go?"

"I don't know, Lord, But he left soon after Michael and Raphael."
"But—are you sure?"

"Yes, Lor

Yaweh stood silent, then noticed the page. "You may go."

"Yes, Lord," said the page, who bowed and left.

Yawéh remained, feeling very much alone indeed.

"This doesn't make sense, Ariel. No, don't answer. But it doesn't.
Mephistopheles tells me that Gabriel has summoned Satan for Yaweh. Now
I learn that Satan refused the summons. But I also hear that he's left the
Southern Ho d and is om toward the center. "

Ariel started to speak, stopped at a look from Leviathan. Her tail swirled
the water behind her as she said, "Let me think for a minute.'

She d1d SO w1th Ariel looking around him absently. "No," she said, "I was

t in the first place. There is something wrong, an Tl never find out what

1 K {)ut speaking to Satan." She sighed. i ometimes, Ariel, I hate being stuck

ike this.

"I grieve for you, lady, with all of my heart, I do what I can to aid for my
part: so tell me my mission—anon will I'start."”

1ank you, Ar1e1 Your help means a great deal to me. As to, your

mlsswn, Iyou w1 I want tg speak to Satan as soon as possible. Tell himn so.

Say please, I'think he'll come.'
I %)o to find Satan and bring him to you; I fear I'll be gone for an evening or
two, but I promise to do all the best I can do.'

As he finished, he bobbed his head, spread his w1ngs, and launched himself
into the air. He circled once over her head and was gon
Fadre thee well, Ariel," she said softly. She 51ghed "It's good to have
iends
"yes, it 1s honey."
"Harut! How lon T%‘have gfou been there?"
"Just ﬁot here. Thought I heard Ariel's voice, but I guess I missed him."
arut, are you sure ou saw Satan and Beelzebub leaving the Southern
Hold" I don't mean to offen ﬁo but—
"I know. It's all right. Well, they weren't s }7111g anything, and they didn't
seem to notice me, but one was an angel, and I'd say he was an archangel at
least by the way he walked, and—"
"The wa he walked?"

"Yeah. You know, some peogple kind of ste 1 htly, as if they aren't sure
what theﬁ' re about An some klnda march, li ey aren't carin’' who's in the
way. We knew where he was going, an d he was sure of himself. And

0
e was the ri %}t size for Satan, too g[ could hear how far apart his feet
plaflted themselves.'
see.
"And whoever was next to him had four legs and wasn't very big."
"Yes, I guess that does sound like Satan and Beelzebub."
"That's what I thought."

"But it's strange." "What's strange, hone 2"
" here s a lot going on, Harut. 1 wish I understood it. But I don't think
any{one does, two egs, four le €gs, Or no legs. Eyes or no eyes.'
ere somethinI can do?
es. Follow Ariel. See if ou can find Satan and learn whatever you
canS Arle doesn't always see everyt ing he might.'
ure.'
"But {)lay me a song first."
smiled. Leviathan wished for a moment that he could see his own
smlle It would brighten his day, too.

Abdjel heard them before he saw them, which was lucky for him.
»This road is in good shape, isn't it?'
:;ﬁye 1m‘;}lord 'TiS said there are those who work at keeping it."
eally
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"So 'tis said. And that the(i' extend it, so that someday it may link the
Palace and the Southern Hold."

"That would be good, I think."

"And I, milord." . ]

"But if we're g01n§ to be leaving Heaven, I guess we'll never see it."
'Think'st thou that we shall leave, milord? What of thy doubts?” .
'Hmmm. Beelzebub, are you under the illusion that anything we're going
to do or not do will stop the Plan?"

"Well, milord, my thought hath heen—" .

"Well, it shouldn't have. I'm not interested in stoPplng the Plan, nor am I
capable of it. The only question is whether or not I'm going to participate.
Do Xgu think I'm irreplaceable? I'm not."

"As thou sayest, milord." .

By this time Abdiel was well up the path. He found a spot amid the trees to
one side where he could see the road, but was still partially sheltered.

. He sat down to rest and wait, and think about a ball of white fire, burning
in his middle. "He wouldn't see me, Asmodai."

"Oh, hello, Lucifer. Who wouldn't? Yaweh?"

"That's right. I went to see him as I said I would, and he wouldn't talk to
me.
" N
"He said he was busy."
"That's absurd."

"How did he seem?" ) .

"I don't know. I didn't actually see him. His page relayed the message. He
seemed very apologetic."

"The Pagg? abriel?"

"That's right."

"Hmmmm." .o

"What are you thinking?" .

"I'm thinking that it was this same page who was to bring the Lord Satan.
And_he's the one who relayed the Lord Satan's answer, which wasn't
anythinﬁ Jike the answer we, who'd just spoken to him, would have
expected.

I think I see what you mean."

"Yes. I'd like to speak to Yaweh." .

"You're right. I don't think he can keep) us out no matter what he does, if
we really want to get in. Are you with me?"

"Yes! When?"

"Let's go."

|
|

Alone in the dark, Yaweh nursed his sorrow and his doubts.

If he could have solved the problem by abandoning the Plan, he would have
done so, but it was beyond that now—Raphael had made that clear to him.

If he could have convinced himself that Abdiel was wrong, he would have
done that, but he couldn't—it fit the pattern too well. First Satan, then
maﬁbe Michael, perhaps Lucifer— no, this was organized, not random. He
could feel it. And that meant that Abdiel was right.

If he could have been sure the Plan could §0 on without him, he would let
them destroy him when they wanted to, because he could see no more
leasure in _life, with his friends deserting and hatln%lhlm. But he couldn't.
f them all, he was the only one who could see the Plan through. The
conclusion was inescapable—he would have to do what Abdiel suggested.
Since Yaweh had no_understanding of hate, he couldn't know that, as he
summoned his page to bring Uriel, he hated himself.

Uriel bowed very low. "How may I serve you, Lord?"

"Uriel," said Yaweh, "you know much of the Plan, do you not?"

" ow somewhat of’it, Lord."

"And do you like it?" . L.

"Like it, Lord? It hadn't occurred to me to wonder. Yes, I like it. I think it
would be a wondrous thlntg." .

"Good. Do you know that there are those who would stop it?"

"I've heard it ramored, Lord, but I don't know if it's true or not."
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"It's true."

"This grieves me, Lord."

"And me also."

"Is there somethlng I can do, Lord?"

"Yes, Uriel, there is.'

"I am ready, as always, Lord."

"Good. Find two hundred angels and bring them here."
"Two Jhundred?"

"Veryb well, Lord."
"But e ore brlngln them, have each of them find a sapling—a straight
saphng of good woo out his own height, and sharpen one end of it."
rpen it, Lor
"That s right.”
"Very well, Lord."
"Kave them back with the prepared saplings in one hour."
S you_sa
"Then 1n(f] the archanglel Albrot who worked with As-modai. Have him
fashion swords, to look like Mich ael's, only smaller. I want them soon.
en they're ready, replace the saplings with the swords."
"Yes, Lor
b

"Go, then." Uriel bowed and left. Yaweh leaned back and closed his eyes,
trying not to think of what he had just done.

"One thing about these sticks."
"What's that, Sith?"
"Well, if we poked someone with them, it would hurt, wouldn't it?"
Huh? It sure would! So what?"
"Well I wonder if that's what they're for?"
poke someone with?'
"Well what else?"
"I don't know. What makes you think of that?"
"The Plan." )
Pl"Yg}'l mean we might have to poke angels who don't go along with the
an
It could be."
"You don't real }Y think so, do you?"
"I don't kn ow's this?"
"Uh that's good. Check mine?"

i | ﬁuess it's good enough, huh?"
shut up.

Yaweh stood before his throne. To his left were twenty A%els to his right
were eighty angels; in front of him were another hundréd. Also before were
Uriel, Gabriel, and an archangel named Raziel,

Ya¥veh cleared his throat and began. "Greetings to you, my loyal and true
angels

e angels before him looked at each other.

"I have called you here because I need you," he continued. "Some of you
may have heard of a ﬁreat Plan belnglformed’ It is true that there is such a
Plan. We are tryi o make a safe place for us all to live. That is the Plan.
You are to be 1ts guar ans.

"Why does it need guardians? Because some of Four brethren wish to stop
it. I will not say who, because I'm not sure of them. I cannot say why,
because I don't know. None of them has spoken to me.

"But I know this is the case. I am dee 1 saddened—" He stopped for a
moment and looked away. When he looke his_face was normal. "I am
deeply saddened, but it cannot be helped. he ﬂan is for all of us equally. I
cannot let them stop it by destroying me, as they may wish to

"I might be wrong. I'" hope I'm wrong, but, for the sake of the Plan, I
cannot risk myself now."

He looked at the hundred angels directly in front of him. "You," he said,

"will guard the outside of the palace, so that none may come near in force
There must be some of you there at all times. You mai' ({)s of four
pass; you must stop any group larger than that. You will be call Thrones,
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for you will extend my throne outside of the palace, and any gathering that
wishes to appear_ before the throne shall appear before you, instead." He
pointed is %ht hand. "You will guard the inside of this I;alace. You will
stand together, taking turns while your comrades _sleep, so that none may
enter without m%\lzeave. You shall be named Cherubim, after Cherubiel who

fell in the Third 'Wave." He pointed with his left hand. "You," he said, "will

stay near me, around my throne, so that any who get past the Cherubim will
be stopped. You will b€ called Seraphim, after Seraphiel, who also fell in
the Third Wayve.

"Raziel shall be chief of the Thrones, Gabriel shall lead the Cherubim, and

Uriel shall lead the Seraphim. .
."And know this, also: No one, be he angel, archangel, or Firstborn, shall

give orders to you, save only myself, and your chiefs."

He looked around at them. . . ) .

He saw Raziel, Gabriel and Uriel as their faces swelled with pride.
Throughout the room, this same reaction was occurring. To be on the same
level as a Firstborn? Even above a Firstborn in some ways? Yaweh frowned,
’.I‘heredifvas something wrong about this reaction, but yet... he sighed
inwardly.

"Go nzw to your appointed places. The future of all the hosts of Heaven
rests with you." . . )

With some disorder, as Gabriel and Uriel got used to telhnlg1 others what to
do instead of being told themselves, they made their way to their ?OSIthIlS.

Once more, he sighed too himself. He had done what he had to do. Now
he had only to learn to live with it.

Abdiel relaxed and controlled his breathilllé. Soon, he knew, they would be
before him, and he would have to act quickly. And carefully. He wanted to
hurt the one, but not too badly. He had only a vague idea of how strqn%lhe
was going to have to_be, because, so far as he knew, nothing like this had
ever been done. He knew that a blast of illiaster that would only annoy a
Firstborn could destroy a mere angel, and that one that would injuré a
healthy angel could destroy one who was wounded. He knew all of this, but

e didn't know precisely how much to use in this situation, so he was going
to have to be careful. ==~

He concentrated on his illiaster, because that way he wasn't so nervous.

Lucifer and Asmodai wondered at the angels outside of the palace carryin
sticks, and resolved to ask Yaweh about this, too. Inside they found Gabriel,
On either side of him was an angel holding a stick, and thére were several
mgore around the main hallway. Lucifer and Asmodai ignored them.

"We're here to see Yaweh, " said Lucifer. . .

Gabriel bowed. "He doesn't wish to see you, lord, as I explained earlier."

Neither noticed how perfunctory the "lord'

'lord' was.

"That won't do," said Asmodai. "We're here to see him. If he doesn't
want to speak with us, he can tell us so."

"I'm afraid that isn't possible."

"Indeed?" said Lucifer. . )

They began to brush past him—and stopped. In front of them stood six
a?ﬁfls, each holding a stick sharpened to a point, and the point was aimed
at them

"What is this?" _ ) .

"You cannot go inside," said Gabriel. . .

Tl%eﬁ looked around and saw twelve more angels looking determined and
excited.

Asmodai turned to Lucifer. '"Do you know, I think they're going to poke us
with those things." ) .

Lucifer nodded. "I think you're right."

"Well, have we found out what we came to find out?"

! ess we hayve. We were wrong after all."

"Yes. Unless—"

"Yes?"

"How do we know this is by Yaweh's will?"

"I see what you mean." They looked around themselves and saw the same

determined faces, still pointing the sharpened sticks at them.
"I'm going to try something.
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" "

"Be r}éady!" called Gabriel. "At the first sign—" . .

His voicé caught. There was the sound of clattering as sticks fell from
hands which dropped to sides. The angels around them were staring
forward (.iumblz. . . . .

"Go!" hissed Lucifer between his teeth. "I can't hold them like this for
long. Speak to Yaweh and find out!"

Asmodai ran forward and ﬂun% open the door to the throne room. Ten
angels with sticks surrounded the throne, Uriel at their head._ .

e angels spun and stared, "An attack{" cried Uriel. "Stop him!"
"It's true, then," said Yaweh, .
"That answers my question," said Asmodai, and bolted., . .
en he returnéd, he found, a dozen more angels with sticks running
toward Lucifer, who was be nning to look worried.

"I've found out!" he called. "Let's go." .

Lucifer and Asmodai, as one, raced for the door. The Cherubim,
released, growled and reached for their spears.

"After them," called Gabriel. ] .

"I hope we're faster than they are," said Asmodai.

Lucifer saved his breath for running.

Ariel spotted them from aboye, despite his poor eyesight. He was pleased
with how short a time it had taken. He began circling down to hailing
distance, and composing the proper introduction. .

As he dropped, something caught his eye. Where was it? There! In the
trees off to the side. _. ) ]

He went closer. Abdiel! What was he doing here? He seemed to be watchin
the road. For what? Was he waiting for Satan and Beelzebub? If so, why no
wait where they could see him? . )

Ariel wondered whether he should stog and ask him. He came a little
closer, landing in a tree between Abdiel and the road.

. There was a funny feeling in the air, he decided. He tried to think of what
it was. It was certainly familiar. ere had he run into it before? He
suddenly remembered and was even more puzzled than before. It was the
feeling of illiaster, controlled and rea.dif for use. .. .

In his shrunken, damaged form, Ariel was partlcularkf sensitive to illiaster.
He sensed for it and immediately found himself led to Abdiel..

Abdiel? Controlling illiaster? y? He shook his head and tried to work
out the puzzle.

"Methinks all is not well, milord." "Eh? What do you mean?"

'}'}Thfre blS l;h'at in the air which likes me not." "I don't understand,
eelzebub.
"Nor I, milord. Yet—" He shook his head. "All is not well," he repeated.

Michael and Raphael walked on in silence. There was nothinﬁ.to say. If

Satan were, indeed, on the way to_ the center, they would meet him gn'this

{'oal((l. If not, they would ask aftér him until they found him, however long it
ook.

_Raphael was sad that it had come to_this, but she hoped to reason with
him. She felt strongly for the Plan, If she couldn't convince him to join, at
least he would agree not to hinder it. Wouldn't he? They had been so close,
once.

Michael was angr¥1 He knew that there were others in Heaven who were,
well, quicker than he. He didn't resent it. But to be made a fool of! That
was uncalled for. . .

But he wouldn't be hasty. He would 1ﬁlve Satan evelg chance to explain.
Better yet, let Raphael do the talking. a¥b.e she could make him see that
what he was doing was wrong, was some hln% that was hurunﬁ everyone.
No, I have a right to be angry, he decided, but'T don't have a right to act on
my anger. Not yet, anywaﬁi .. ] ..

hey wandered down the road, following its twists and turns, oblivious
to the'beauty around them. .
Soon, thought Michael, soon there would be a reckoning.

Gabriel returned, tired and worn. He entered the Throne room.
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"I'm sorry, Lord. We have failed." "Failed?" "We didn't catch them." _

"& éildn'tdeggpect you to. You are of the Third Wave. They are of the First
and Second.

"As you say, Lord. Then zfou know who they are?"

"Certainly. I recognized them."

"So did I, Lord. We _can continue to hunt for them."

"If you do, there will be fewer to guard the palace."

"As you wish, Lord." =

"You've done well, Gabriel."

"Lord? Thﬁzf gotpastus." . .

"Yes, and they were stopped inside. You slowed them down; Uriel and his
folk sto&ped them. Neither of you could have done it alone."

"But they shouldn't have gotten this far!" .

"Gabriel, there is no greater master of i Hi aster than Lucifer. I am not
surgrlsed that he was able to confound you. But it took all he had—he had
nq'tY 1ngﬂeft dt(')' help his friend."

es, Lord.

"And, further, I hadn't known until now that Asmodai was with them. I
suppose I should have suspected it, because he was one of those who went
to see—that one—in the South. But I hadn't known it. Now I do. You haye
done well this day, Gabriel. I am proud of you, and of Uriel, and of the

herubim and the Seraphim. You have all proven your worth."

"Thank you, Lord."

"Thank you, Lord."

"You may tell your people so."

"Yes, Lord."

"Yes, Lord."

"Now, back to your posts."

"Yes, Lord."

"Yes, Lord.," . .

It was food to know, Yaweh decided, that he could appear strong when it
was needed. Had he told them how he felt— but there was no point in that.

It occurred to him then to wonder if something wasn't wrong when he had
to lie to those who should be helping him. Yes, something was wrong. So
many things were wrong that it was pointless to count them. What caused
this? Who could say? Had he more energy, he would have tried to think it
through, but not now, he decided. Not now.es ¢ o

From the top of the tree, Ariel saw Satan and Beelzebub approach. A little
later, Ariel saw Abdiel lean forward and extend his hands toward the road.

Stranger and stranger, he thou%ht.. The feeling of controlled illiaster grew
stronger, and Ariel realized that Abdiel was about to release something.

Toward the road. .

ere Satan and Beelzebub were walking.

From a concealed position. )

Everything he had heard about Satan and Gabriel and Yaweh suddenly
flashed through his mind. In that instant, he understood.

oIt ro“)/\'/'eth stronger, milord."

'""Tis only a feeling, milord, but much is amiss."

"Should we stop? )

"Perchance 'twould be best, milord."

"For how long, Beelzebub?'

"I know not, milord, but soon! I feel—"

He was interrupted by a cry from above. They looked up.

"Ariel! What—' . ) .

Ariel swooped down, his wings wide apart as if shleldmg Beelzebub. =

Then_Satan felt it. Ifhaster, controlled, funneled and focused. To him, it
would have been an annoyance. To Beelzebub, it may have caused some
pain. But it hit Ariel dJrect.llv. .

He screamed, a long wail of agon¥ to come from so,small a form. Then his
body seemed to collapse upon itself, as paper burning without a flame. It
Hllrltled to a sheet of black ash, then the ash collapsed upon itself and even

at was gone.
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Satan looked to where Ariel had been a moment before and felt a great
enﬂ)tlness sweep over him. .
e fell to his knees and bowed his head.

Six

Behold, he put no trust in his servants, and his angels he
charged with folly.

—Job, 14:8

For the space of four breaths nothing moved. It was Beelzebub who s&)oke
first, " 'Twas from off the road, milord," he said .softlgf. "That way," he added,
looking dlrtectly toward Abdiel withouf seeing him. Satan looked at him, his
eyes vacant.
yThen there was a crashing sound before them, and Beelzebub saw the
giﬁure moving through the trees. He growled and sprang into the brush.
er a moment, the figure emerged onto the road, sprinting away from
them. Beelzebub a]])speared after it.
"Abdiel!" called Beelzebub. .
"Abdiel." said Satan, sta;ndlnﬁ.i He reached for the emerald at his breast,
but when he looked up again Abdiel had vanished around a turn in the road.
Without another word, they set off in pursuit.

"They are gone," said Lucifer, leaning against a small building near the
edge of the center of Heaven. .
At least they aren't fast runners," remarked Asmodai.
"I don't undérstand this," said Lucifer. "It doesn't make sense."
Asmodai shrugged. "Let's figure it gut later. What should we do?"
"I don't know. I'm going to find Lilith."
"Good idea. Then meet me at mf' home,"
"Why there? That's where they'll look for us."
"Let'them. I have—things there."

"And with X_gur hel%, I'll build more."
"Hmrnm. And do what?" . . ) . .
"I'm not sure. But I'll not be humiliated like that again, Lucifer. I will not
tolerate it."
"I see you [
"Good. Then will you meet me?"
"All right."
"You may hayve to fight your way through."
"I know.’I still have the last Iglft you gave me—somewhere."
"Oh, _i/es. That. Good. Until Iater, then."
"Until later."

r point."

They weren't of the quality that Asmodai could have produced, even
between Waves. Theg were not especially strong, nor especially sharp. Nor
did they hold what edge they had very well. .

But the Cherubim put down their sharpened sticks and took up spears
with metal tips. The Seraphim and the Thrones togk up swords. .

Some time was consumed by all of this, as the¥ had to compare their
weapons_and engage in swaps. But at last Yaweh looked over those who
guarded his palace.

"Now," he told himself, "I am defended. I hope I don't find a need to

attack as well."

Michael and Raphael felt somgthingl?ag)le[e.n. They stopped, where the
were and considered. "You felt it?" asked Michael."'Yes," said Raphael.
"What was it?" .

"I'm not sure. It reminded me of a Wave, somehow."

"Do you think it's starting?"

"No, I don't think so. It was different, but—what's that?"
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"Abdiel!" . .

He came running up to them and collapsed at their feet.

"He... help me." . . . L.

"What are oyldon%glltlere, Abdiel?" asked Michael, kneeling at his side.
’ LC N e

He gaspe . something was... wrong. I wanted... to warn
Ou....

y "What ha]tgtpened?" asked Raphael.
"He's... after me!”

What?" cried Michael, standing and looking up the empty road.

"Who?" asked Raphael. .

"Satan," said Abdiel, and began trying to stand.

As if by cue, Beelzebub came into Sltg t, his teeth bared. _ .

"Help me!" cried Abdiel, springing forward and covering his head. .

Raphael moved to stand over him, her hand going to the star at her side.
Michael advanced to meet Beelzebub, not without some fear.

.Satan appeared then, running, his eyes flashing as only the eyes of the
Firstborn can. .

Beelzebub stopped. "Thou shall let me pass," he told Michael flatly.

"No," said Michael.

"That one hath—" . )

diel gave a great cry. Michael looked up as Satan leaped over him and
was upon Abdiel before anyone could move. .

Abdiel screamed aiam as Satan's hand found his throat. There was a flash
of movement_from Raphael's arm, and Satan dropped without a sound.
Raphael stood breathless, tears at the corners of her eyes, holding the chain
which held the star.

"I had to," she said. "He would have—" .

"It's all right," announced Michael. "Help Abdiel return to the Palace. I'l1l
take this one with me.! He indicated Satan on the ground before him.

In an instant, Beelzebub was past him, standing over Satan's body.

."Thou shall not," he said. Michael flung his cloak back. "Can you stop a
Firstborn, small one?" . .
"Art thou faster than my teeth, Firstborn?" T.heR;Igzonmdered each
other for a moment. "I guess we'll find out," said Michael softly.

Harut, from lea(ligues away, felt it. .

He stopped and wonderéd at the sudden tears that came to his eyes. He
concentrated for a moment and felt where it had come from. He changed
direction accordingly and started walking again. The stick he used to guide
himself made little sound aﬁalnst the soft dirt. His feet made less.

flillf wondered why he suddenly felt that some of the freshness had gone out
of the air,

He made himself walk a little faster.

"Hold, Michael!". ) ..
Without taking his eyes from Beelzebub, he said, "What is it, Raphael?"
"Can he best you?"
Michael chewed on his lower lip for a moment. "It's possible," he said.
"Then what? What about Abdiel?"
"Then it's u:{) to you." . ]
"And if I fail? We must protect him, Michael."
"What about you? Help me now with this one."
"I... can't, Michael. I ¢can't hurt someone like that."
"Hmmph. You did well enough with Satan."

"That just happened. It was different."

"You mean we should leave these two here?"

"We must." .

"OQur task was to bring them back." .

"Maybe. But in a sense, we have accomplished our task, have we not? We
have found out what we wished to, at least in part." .

Michael éhoug}'l't this over, then nodded. "If we leave, what will you do,

our-legged one>

"Whﬁ %ost.thou defend—" . ) .

A'l')'dlel whimpered, and clutched at Michael. "He's going to spring! Help
me!
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"Answer my question," said Michael. Beelzebub nodded. "Thou hast
answered mine full well." . . .

."I'l‘li‘)q'sk once more, small one. What will you do if we leave with our

iend?

"I will wait until the Lord Satan awakes." ]

Michael nodded. "All right then, we'll leave. When he awakes," Michael
gestured at Satan, "tell him there will be another time." .

"An_he were awake," said Beelzebub, "like words would he give unto
thee, Lord Michael."

"I'm sure of it."

Michael turned his back on Beelzebub. "Let's go, then."

Abdiel stood. He looked fearfully back at Beelzebub. Michael and Raphael
each took one of his arms and assisted him back down the road. ..

Michael logked back once and saw the eyes of Beelzebub fixed on him like
the coals of the furnace of Asmodai.

"Well, now, isn't this a fine-looking troop?"

"Get out of gur W%R’, Mephistopheles." .

The one addressed opened his eyes wide and quickly stepped out of the
Wa L]
"X/Iy apologies, Lord Michael. May I be of assistance?" .

Theé three of them walked l[))a.st him, Michael and Raphael each holding an
arm of a pale and shaklnﬁlA diel. .

"Yes," said Michael as they I{assed. "If you see Satan, hold him for me, If
you can't hold him, tell him to keep looking over his shoulder. One day
soon, I'll be there."

They continued down the road. . . .

"0Odd," thought Mephistopheles. "Why is Abdiel overacting?" After some
thought, he decided to continue traveling south.

"Beelzebub!" . .
"Who art_thou? Ah! Harut. Thou mayest approach, an thy intentions
toward the fallen be not evil."
"My intentions aren't evil. The fallen?" .
¢ "z{&!‘.'l! Thou canst not see. I had forgotten. My Lord Satan doth lie at my
eet.
"Satan! He's hurt then!"

"Certes is he hurt. He lieth not on the road by my choice or his." "What

hagpened? Should I get Raphael?" .
eelzebub made a sound_ that could have been a laugh. "Methinks that

Raphael needs us least of all." . . .

" ?N hat happened, Beelzebub? Ah! His face is warm. What's this?"

"Where he was struck, Harut."

"Struck? I don't get this. Struck by who?"

"Raphael."

"Raphael! You sure?" . .

"Harut, it doth hurt me to tell thee, for he was thy friend more than mine,
L e

" : "

"Ariel? What does he have to do with this?"

""Harut_i'Ariel is no more."

."He hath been_struck down, e'en to save me. A traitorous blow from a
hidden S?Qt did fell him but hours ago." ..

Harut tried to speak, but found he couldn't. Tears welled in his eyes and
a lump in his throat. ] . .

" 'Twas Abdiel who struck the blow, but Michael and Raphael aided him, for
thegflprotected.hlm when the Lord Satan and I would have torn him asunder
for'his deed. Tis an evil day, Harut." . . . .

As Satan had done before, Harut, on his knees, covered his face with his
hands and sobbed.

When Mephistoi).heles found them, somethin%/[told him to be careful—
that this wasn't a time to be snide or sardonic. Maybe it was the way they

stood, huddled over Satan who lay stretched on thé ground. Maybe it was
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Harut, who knelt with his face in his hands. Maybe it was Beelzebub, who
glared and said, "Come no closer, or thou shall feel % teeth, black one.'
Meph 1stop heles came closer, stea 1 ¥ and said mean you no harm,
Eeelzebu‘})" or do I mean to harm the Lord Satan. Tell me what has
appene
! erefore?" shot Beelzebub

"He should know said Harut in a whl(siper "He was a
friend of... " His voice trailed off and he covered his
face again.

i | was a friend of whom?" "Ariel," said Beelzebub.
hat do Islrou mean, was? 2"

"Ar1e1 hat fallen."

"What do you mean, fallen?"

"He will not rise again. Abdiel hath destroyed him by a blow of the flux,
which he did aim at me.

Mephistopheles stood, staring. His mouth formed the word, "No," but no
sound came forth.

Beelzebub looked down then and said, "He stirreth!"

"What is this?'" demanded Michael.

H "My Lord, these are the Thrones of the Lord Yaweh, Lord King of all
eaven.

Michael studled the small, thin archangel before him. "Your name is
Raziel, isn't it?'

"Yes, Lord, "
"Where did you get all that about Lord King of Heaven?"

Raziel cocked his head, as if this weren't a fit question to come from the
lips of a Firstborn,

"It's what we call hlm," he said.

"We? The Thrones?'

Raziel nodded.

l\t’hchael shook his head. "I don't understand this, but never mind. I'll find
ou

Raziel stepped aside, and Mlchael Raphael, and Abdiel took the steﬁ)s up
and into the palace Inside, th ty und more an(f,’els standing in the hallway.
These had spears and stood in front of the door to the throne room.

Michael located Gabrlel among them and said, "Who are these angels,
and what are they doin ﬁ here?

"My Lord, these are the Cherublm," said Gabriel.

"That doesn't answer my question. {'hare they here, blocking my way?"

"None may pass, Lord Michael, save at e Lord aweh s request."

"Thls is_ou rageous' he roared d was reachlnﬁ or Gabrlel's throat
wh en Rai)hae sald "Peace, Michael. Thls is Yaweh's Palace, and he may do
as he will, here.'

She_turned to Gabriel. "Please tell the Lord Yaweh that Michael, Abdiel,
and I have arrived with news.'

Gabriel turned to an angel at his side and nodded to him. The other
bowed and departed.
h ddon t think I like this," said Michael. Raphael only shook her
ead.

"What happened, Beelzebub?"

"Thou hast taken a blow to thy head, milord."

"Well, that explains why it hurts so much. From whom? Or what?"

"The star of Raphael, milord."

Ab i S'g'es, she was sort of on top of me, wasn't she? Did I do anything to

ie

"Nauﬁht more than affrighting him, milord."
"That's a shame,'
"Verily, milord."

"%{ow id you make out?"

|

spake with the Lord Michael, milord. We did argue upon thy body, and
whiere it should be."
see,
"We did compromlse our differences, at the end."
"Compromise?"
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th"Het }'eft, thou didst remain, and Abdiel didst escape with an whole
roat.

"I think ¥0u did well, Beelzebub."

"As best’I could, milord." .

He looked around, and nodded at Harut and Mephistopheles. "What are
these two doing here?"

"Mourning, milord."

Lucifer found a stone beside a fast—ﬂo.winﬁ stream. He lifted it up, and,
from a pocket in the sand beneath, he picked up a rod of scarlet light by its
handle of gold. He looked at it, nodded his approval, and attached it to his

elt,
Lilith studied it for a moment. "What is happening, Lucifer?" .
"I don't know, Lilith. But I was threatened in Yaweh's Palace. Asmodai
was aIS(()1 threatened. I'll not allow myself, or you, to be threatened and
arassed.
"What are You 1%oing todo?" .. .
"Now? As I told you, we're §01ng to visit Asmodai. Beyond that I don't
know. Whatever we're forced to, I guess."

"This is worse than a Wayve." "I know." "Will it end?"
"It'll have to end." "I wish it were over, then." .

He shrugged, looking through the forest that separated him from
Asmodai's home.

"Welcome, Michael, Raphael. And you as well, Abdiel, though I wonder
about your behavior."

"Yaweh, what does this mean?"

"What, Michael?" . . .

"This!" He gestured around him at the impassive angels who surrounded
the throne, each holding a long, heavy, double-bladed sword.

"It means, Michael, that I no longer feel safe. I need to have an;iels near
me to protect me from those who would destroy the Plan. I don't think I
need to name names."

"Do you really think they would harm you?" asked Raphael.
th"I' know, they would. Two of them, Asmodai and Lucifer, tried to force

eir way in.

Michagl and Raphael looked at each other. "Are you sure they would have
harmed you?" asked Michael. .

"If théy'd wanted to talk, they had the ol[l)portunlty to_do so when I
requested to_see Lucifer. And if you'd seen them, you would have known
that they had no intention of talking. For a moment, Asmodai was in here.
I won't try tg describe the look he gave me."

"I see,'" said Raphael.

.Michael's lips tightened. He turned away from the throne and covered the
distance to a ﬁlass case in three long strides. With a_sweep of his fist, the
lass shattered. Heedless of the, dama%e he did to his hands, he swept awa

e remaining ]t?leces, reached in and took the sword. Still without a word,
he strode out of the throne room. .

Yaweh, Abdiel, and Raphael watched him leave.
"I suppose," said Raphael, "I'd better tell you what happened."

Mephistopheles left without committing himself to anything or giving a
definite answer as to where he was going. His last words were to warn the
others away from the road itself, thus leaving them with the impression
that he was with them, s )

Mephistopheles couldn't commit himself yet. Not only did he not know
which side was right, he wasn't sure what the sides were.

That, he decided, was the first thing to find out. He felt free to leave
because Harut had Promlsed to tell Leviathan about Ariel. For that he was
grateful. That was a task he didn't care for. )

On reflection, he realized he might have many tasks ahead of him that he
wouldn't enjoy, no matter which side he ended up on. _, .

He set himself one task, however, that he would relish, and all it would
take to perform would be a minute, alone, with Abdiel.

"I understand most of what you have told me," said Yaweh at last. "But,
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Abdiel, how did you come, to leave here, where Kou were safe?" .

"I don't know, Lord. I just had the feeling that I should be with Michael
and Raphael—that they were going into danger without knowing it." He
f‘hru (ild. "Unfortunately, I found Satan first. Fortunately, he hadn't

oun em.

"Raphael," Yaweh said, "is there anything to add?"

"No, Yaweh. That's everything," . . .

"All right. Raphael, you ¢an go if you like. Abdiel, please stay for a while."

"Of course, Lord." .

Raphael bowed her head a bit, then left.

"How may I serve, Lord?'" asked Abdiel. .

"First, know that from now on, you will be taking over the task of the Lord
Satan, who has refused it."

:'Thevl;l' the Plan goes on?"

| an"} glad, Lord. And I'll do my best to live up to the trust you have shown

"Good. And I have another mission for you."
"I am ready, Lord."

"Gather tolsi,rether the two hundred angels that I call Thrones, whose chief is
Raziel. Tell Raziel to come and see me, for I haye something special for him
to do. You will be the new chief of the Order of Thrones." "Yes, Lord."

"The first thing I want you to do is to find Satan."

iel swallowed. "Find Satan?" . .

"Yes. And bring him to me, whether he wishes to be brought or not. Find a
wa'%to secure him, if necessary."
"Very well, Lord."

"Good "
"May I make a rg(iuest, Lord?"

"Of course, Abdiel."

"I'd like to rest, first. The events of the dai; "o

"Of course. Tomorrow will be soon enough, Abdiel."

"Till tomorrow, then, Lord."

"Till tomorrow, Abdiel."

He made a deep bow and left. He had gotten what he wanted—and
unfoytu(ilately, more than he wanted. But, at least for the moment, he had
survived.

"Well, not bad, eh, Sith?"
"What do you mean?" .
"From the bottom to the top in one day?"
"Qh. Yeah." = . )
"Seraphim. I like it. It has a nice sound to it."
"Did you see the look on Asmodai's face, Kyriel?"
"How could I miss it?" .
"Well, I don't know about you, but I wasn't sure about the whole thing."
"Why not? There were ten of us, (Plus Uriel. Why worry?"
"I don't know, but I was worried."
"There's strength in numbers, Sith. Remember that." .
S ';I suppose. at do you think about the Thrones setting out after
atan?
"Well, I wouldn't like to be there, I'll admit."
"Oh? What about strength in numbers?" . .
"It isn't that. It's—well, I still think of him as on our side, if you know
what I mean."
"Hmmmm. Kyriel?"
"‘Yes‘)"

"You're right."
"Yeah."

"But you know what it means, don't you? We aren't on our side anymore."
Lucifer” and Lilith met Mephistopheles outside of Asmodai's door. They
looked at each other for a lon%lmoment. Finally, Lilith said. "Good day,
Mephistopheles. What brings you here?" .

e §hrugtg¢d, never taking his eﬁlqs off Lucifer, "Oh, the usual. War,
rebellion, strife, death. That sort of thing. And you?"
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"Answer her question, dark one," said Lucifer.

"Answer mine, light-bringer." . .

"I'll answer_ it this way: if you intend to harm Asmodai, you will have to
deal with me first—or afterwards. Is that clear to you?"
.. "Clear enou%h. If you intend to harm Asmodai, I'll look the other way. But
if {ou.don't, I have news for him that may concern you, too. Okaﬁ?"

ucifer, spat. He took a step toward the door and yelled down,

"Asmodai!"

They waited for a moment, then the small, strong archangel appeared from

elow,

"Hello, Asmodai," _said Lucifer. "This one," he §es.tur.ed toward
Mephistopheles, "saﬁs he has news for us. Do you want to let him in?"

Asmodai shrugged. "Sure. All of you can’ come in. Find chairs. Get as
comfortable as }Lou can, considering.” . .

They did this. Lucifer turned to Mephistopheles. "All right, %)eak."

Mephlsto';)heles studied his thumbnail. Then he said, "Do any of you

ow Ariel?"

There were nods from all around. .

"Then you should know this: Abdiel destroyed him today."

"What?" cried Luc.lfer,.standm%l.

Lilith and Asmodai reﬁlstered shock. ) )
. "As near as we can tell, Abdiel was _trying to get Beelzebub, and Ariel
interposed himself. He used his own illiaster to send_out a blast of some
kind. I wouldn't know much about that. It destroyed Ariel instantly.

"If it matters to any of you," he added bitterly, it was gver quic ‘y."

There was silence. Then Lucifer said, "What happened to Abdiel?"

"Nothing," spat MeBhisto heles. "Michael and Raphael helped him get
away from Satan and Beelzebub. Raphael struck Satan as he was attacking

e L]

"What I'd like to know," said Asmodai slowly, "is how Abdiel learned to
contcll'olt%lnst illiaster that way. There aren't many other than Firstborn who
can_ do that.

Lilith logked at Lucifer, her face without expression. Lucifer hung his head
and was silent.

Yaweh studied Raziel. Raziel met his gaze honestly and frankly. Yaweh
lﬁodded after a while and spoke: "I am told that I am now called King of

eaven,

Raziel nodded. "Yes, Lord. You are."

"Whose idea was that?" . .

Raziel blinked a cguple of times and brushed a blond forelock out of his
eyes. "It just seemed to happen,'" he said. .

']'(aweh);'lodded. "I do not wish to be King of Heaven, Raziel."

"I do not wish there to be a King in Heaven, Raziel. We've never needed
one.

"Excuse me, Lord, but—may I speak?"
"Of course.'

"If there are those who oppose you—"

"Exactly! If there are those who opl(;ose me, and who oppose the Plan, then
we need a king. // there are those who oppose me."

"I don't understand, Lord." . .

Yaweh leaned forward. "I feel that I can trust you, Raziel. That is why I
made you Chief of the Thrones, and that is why I now want you to do
something else for me." . .

Raziel studied him. "Anything I can do, Lord," he said.

"Then go out, using whatever wits and skills you have, and find the truth
for me. Is there opposition to the Plan? From how many? Is it organized?
How does Satan reallY feel about _all of this? What about Lucifer and
Asmodai? Are they really trying to kill me?

"I need to know, Raziel."I must know. I want you to find out for me—
whichever way it is." .

Raziel nodded. "I'll do it, Lord."

. "Thank you, Raziel," he said feelingt a semblance of peace for the first
time in days. The seas raged. Waves the size of the Southern Hold built
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themselves up and crashed into nothin ness Valleys_of the same size
opened up, most showing the bottom. All alon the shores, great waves
swept u drew trees, rocks, and flowers into the eeP

Some lmes, far out in the middle, a great head would appear and then
Plunge beneath Ai?am’ with a flickering as the tail showed above the waves

or, a moment. After a time, the sound would drift back—a long, mournful
wail.

Harut, high upon a rock wa11 above the worst of the waves, heard these
sounds. Some ay they would become Bart of a song called "The Grief of
Lewilt}tlﬁn’ and it would evoke pain and beauty at once, as if they could be a
single thin

I§ this v§ay, songs can lie. There was nothing of beauty in the grief of
Leviathan as she sundered the ocean wishing she could have her small
friend back, if only for a moment, and understanding death as only one can
who has lived from the beﬁmmngilan seen it from every side.

SlleIIl.tt yd Harut mourne with her. Perhaps she knew this, and perhaps it
comforte

her somewhat.
Seven

I'm only a dream but I ve come from on high. To free you from the
chalns that bind you tight. To give you the freedom of the clouds in the
; It is simpler to run than to fight

—Mate Bucklia The Road"

Satan and Beelzebub _wandered away from the road, not going in any
gartlcular direction but heading more or less westerly. For long, slow hours
’ﬁzlwa ke w1thout speaking, each lost in his own thou
ey rested at times by unspoken mutual consent, and they both seemed to
know when it was time to *Tj(et up again and continue,
At last Beelzebub s Milord," he said, "perchance 'twere best to
consider where we walk.

"All right, Beelzebub. Consider. Where should we walk?"
"Haru ath said that Leviathan wisheth to speak with thee."
"Yes. But I'm not sure she wants to speak to anyone just now.'
"Mayhap thou'rt right, milord. And yet will come a time when she shall
desire conversatlon, ¢'en more than she did ere this."
He shrugged. Maybe Well, if you think so, we can go that way."
"We do so wa milord."

"Eh? O _%ht then. Do you know where to find her?"
"I th1nk so
"All right th hen.'

Mllor , I...

"T1s nothlng, milord."

uess I'll be going, then."
ere to, Mephistopheles?"
I don't know, Lilith," he lied, "wherever I end up. I'm going to think all
of thls over.
! ere do you stand?" asked Lucifer suddenly.
"I'm sitting, now.'
I meant—
I know what you mean, F1rstborn You'll know sooner or later, but not
unt11 I do. If that isn't good enouﬁ1 hes ﬁ here I am.'
Luc1fer se es narrowed Lilith set a han his_arm. Asmodai stood up
smoot ly an ened the door. He stepped to the side and waited.
phistoph e es rose,_inclined his head to Lilith and Lucifer, turned his
back and went out the door, nodding to Asmodai on the way out.
After S| uttlnﬁl the door, Asmodai returned to his chair.
don't trust sald Lucifer.
"It doesn't matter," said Asmodai.
"No, I suppose it ‘doesn't. And, in any case, he did give us news, as he
promised."
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"Yes "

thou%h in fact, I think he got more from us than we got from him."
"He s like That," said Lilith.
"That's wh 1 don't trust him."
"In an E’ case said Asmodai, "what should we do?"
w at said Lucifer. "About Yaweh? About Satan? About Ariel?

"I thlnk 1t s all one problem," said Lilith.
h'Inlﬁome Ways, yes, said Lucifer. "But—never mind. All right, then; what
should we d
"I think," sa1d Asmodai, "that we have t0 find Satan."

"Find Satan! Find Satan! Hy whole life seems_to be one long day of
finding Satan! I think all of Heaven is spending its time finding Satan'"
Lucifer shook his head.

"Whether he meant to or not, he started it all. We can't do anything
without at least speaking to him—it would be wrong.'
i | suEpose Bu whatever we do—

They turned to her. "Yes, Lilith?" said Asmodai.

"You both continue to avoid the subject. You keep saying, 'whatever we
dg, (t)r 'we can't do anything,' without saying what it is you're talking
abou

Asmodai shrugged. "We can't—

"Put it this way. I'm Satan You ve tracked me through all the trails and
paths of Heaven, Finall gf ou've found me. I say," she lowered her voice
mto a fa1r 1m1tat10n of Sa n s low, melodious tones, ' 'greetings, my lords,
maKTI do something for you?

ow," she continued, "what do you answer?"

Asmodai opened and shut his mouth, then did it again. Lucifer smiled. "I

thmk she has you,' ' he said.
"Well, what's your point?"

"That what we have to decide is this: What are we Pr osing here? You
were right w Wﬁou sa1d that all of these th1n s were tied together, but tied
to ether how" at do they have in common?
lan, of course " said Lucifer. . .
L111th nodded. "The Plan; yes. Then what? I'll ]%ut it another way: what is
3atzilﬁ threatening that Yaweh is trying to protect, which led to Ariel's

ea

"Power!" cried Asmodai.

"Yes," said Lilith.

"Power?" said Lucifer. "I don't understand." "Take the long view. The
First Wave—all it was, was_the seven of you against the flux, right? There
was no confusmn, no time for thinking about it, or for conversation, or art,
or anyt 1R§te se we prize. But then there was a pause, and things started to

develo er the Second Wave there were only a few hundred of us—that

much I remember. We all knew each other; we §1t along pretty well. But
now, after the Third Wave, there are too many for

"Before, we were living from Wave to Wave. You know how ma glof us
are destroyed each time—that's a big 1prlce to dpay for 11V1n peace Ily in
between. But now, with all of the angels created durin ird Wave, we
haye the potentlal to end that—as Yaweh knows. But a the same time, that
brln S up the qtuestlon of who tells whom what to do when. Yaweh simply
did it—he was the obvious one. But now, Satan has _called all of that into
questlon Now, the angels aren't sure just who is telling whom to do what
or who has t e dght to. So the real issue, when you strip away everyth ing
that s just a aca € or a side point, is—"

%e etllllon, said Asmodai softly

xac

She logked around the room. "And the Lord Satan is aware of that,
whether he S admltted it even to himself or not. That's what's scarlng him."

hen wh f’ ' said Lucifer, "doesn't he just come out and do it?'

"I can tell you that," said Asmodai. "The reason that he ol%_]ected in the
first 1place Was because he felt uncomfortable with the idea of coercing the
an%a s into helping with the Plan."

;—
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"So he knows that the Plan is necessary. If he leads a rebellign, he'll only
have to do the same thing Yaweh is doing. So, for him, where's the gain?"

"I see," said Lucifer, "I think I see. So where does that leave us?" He
chuckled. "If we're going to revolt," he said, "it would be nice to know
what we're revolting about."

"I don't think there is any, 'if we revolt,'" said Lilith. "It's tog late for that.
Mephistopheles knew it; I could tell as soon as I saw him. The factor that
Satan never thought of was the angels themselves—those of the Third
Wave. They see this as Yaweh telling them to sacrifice themselves—you've
heard the rumors as well as I. No, there's a rebellion already. If we try to do
nothing until it's so gbvious that everyone can see, it'll be too late to direct
it. We can get out of it—maybe— but we can't stop it.

"So, as I said earlier, my lords, what are we going to do?"

Alone, with a chance to rest for the first time in days, Abdiel found himself
thinking, This wasn't something he wanted to do, but he couldn't stop it.

. Everything had been working well until that owl—he squeezed his eyes
tlght&y shut and shook his head. He covered his face with his pillow, as if he
could block out the mem0r¥ of Ariel being hit, screaming the horrible,
horrible scream, and then, nothing. .

It was an accident, he told himself. The illiaster would _hardly have hurt
Beelzebub. How could he have known the owl would be there and
misunderstand? . . .

He _couldn't, he ﬁnallﬁ decided. There was no wa;ﬁ. His motives were
certainly reasonable, and, with Satan_feeling as he did, there was nothing
wrong with his methods, either, Certainly, it would have caused Satan some
trouble, and there might have been a small falling out between Satan and
leltlﬁei’ l{lﬁt that was natural—they were on opposite sides. Abdiel hadn't

ut them there.

P He took a deep breath. No, he couldn't go on beatin%1 himself over an
unfortunate event that had been beyond his control. He had to go on, and
do what he had to do. . . .

But now there was another prgblem—Raziel! Naturally, he had listened in
on the conversation between Raziel and Yaweh. He was a little surprised that
Yaweh hadn't acce{)ted all of the evidence that Abdiel had manufactured for
him, but it was too late now. Raziel was going to hayve to be made harmless.

Ha! All velar well to say, but how to do it? Abdiel knew Raziel somewhat,
%ndthe W(:l%l do what he set out to do, if he wasn't stopped. How could he

e stopped?

A tl?(?ught came to Abdiel quite s.udden(liy. But he rejected it as_he
remembered, once more, Ariel screaming and vanishing. No, that would be
wrong, he decided. And he'd certainly never do anything wrong.

Certainly not that. Mephistopheles, for one, knew where Satan was going.
ateyer Ariel had done after he had found Satan, he hadn't been near him
y accident. And the presence of Harut confirmed it, if any confirmation
was nec.essalﬁr. .
Mephlstotp eles set off at once for the Western Regency. He wasn't sure
where he stood on the larger issues, and preferred not to decide until and
unless he had to, but there were loyaities and friendships he respected.
thSatan would be going to see Leviathan. Mephistopheles might be needed
ere.

"Not that it solves anything," said Asmodai, "but I'm curious: Why hasn't
Yaweh come after us?" ) ) .

Lilith cocked her head. "He may be so interested in Satan right now that
everﬁhlng else comes second to him. Do we know where Satan is 1%om 2"

"I 'have a guess," said Asmodai. "MephlstORheles mentioned that Harut
and Ariel were there. Does that suggest something to you?"

The others stpoke with one voice: "Leviathan!"

"That's what I thought." .

"So should we go meet them?" asked Lucifer. . .

"If we're right about Yaweh," said Lilith, "he'll have sent either Michael
or Raphael after him,"

"No," said Asmodai, "You forget the—what were they?"

"Seraphim, Cherubim, and Thrones," said Lucifer.
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"Right. He'll send them." ) ]

"Or_ more like them," said Lucifer. "He won't want to leave himself
undefended. After all, one of us could break in and kick him in the knee."

"Speaking of defending," said Asmodai, "we're going to have to protect
Satan from whoever went after him. Will the three of us be enough?"

"I don't know. What do you suggest? Trying to raise our own host?"

"It's a thought," put in Lilith.

"I don't like jt," said Asmodai. "It may come to that, but I don't want to
push things to it any sooner than we have to."

"Do you have another idea?" asked Lucifer. .

"Yes. If you and Lilith can stand to be parted for a while."
':Whg'?" "Lilith is the fatest runner I know, and what I have in mind is
going to take speed.”" ==

'Tell us about it," said Lilith.

Razilelt didn't attempt to understand what he had overheard. That would
come later.

He had never actually done this sort of thing before, but he felt it was best
to learn all he could before trying to understand any of it. Had he thought
about it carefully, he would have realized that the stories he had gotten from
Michael, Raphaél, and Asmodai didn't quite add up. But he wasn't ready to
think about that yet. No doubt, when, all was said and done, the conversation
between Lucifer, Lilith, and Asmodai would be important. But not now.

Now, the only important thing about it was that it told him to head west,
toward Leviathan, because that was where things were going to happen.

There were no roads, trails, or paths heading from the center to the
Western Regency. This mattered little to Satan or Beelzebub, who enjoyed
tramping through woods or gover bare rocky ground.

ey took their time, and spoke little. Leagues fell slowly before them.
From time to time, they tested the air for a trace of the sea, but even
Beelzebub couldn't catch the scent. .
That was all I‘l%lht. They knew the way., and were in no hurry.
The forces of chaos gathered around ‘them.

Lilith ran north. Her footfalls were a blur, yet her breathing was light and
easy.

11)1’ a few more hours she would slow to a walk, and after an hour of
walking she would stop and rest. Then she would run more.

Time, to her, was everything. .

Her friends would be going more slowly, and her enemies_as well, but
none had so long a distance to travel. She couldn't run in a stral;f?,ht line; this
part of }fleaven grew gradually more and more hilly, until at last mountains
appeared.

To her, these mountains appeared as far lumps, ahead, when her path took
her to the top of hills. This happened less often as time went on, for she
beﬁ{ap to pick her way between the hills to saye energy.

ilith knew the forces of chaos were gathering around her, and res&onded
to them. Fleetest of all the angels of Heaven, she ran on through the day,
through the night, through the mountains of Heaven.

Michael took his time, but not because he wanted to. Had he been
Beelzebub, he could have followed Satan's scent.. Had he been
Mephlst(i):P’heles, he would have immediately noticed the signs of where theﬁf
turned off the road. Had he been Yaweh, an effort would have brought fort
a vision of them, ﬂeetuﬁg and imperfect though it was between Waves. _

But he was Michael. His eyes weren't the keenest, his feet not the swiftest.
But he was determined, which counts for much. .

Painfully, he read the signs. After some hours, he became certain of where
they had left the road. After a few more hours, he was sure that they were
heading west, altho_ugih not in a_straight path. He guessed that they were
heading toward Leviathan, but since he wasn't yet sure, he took his time.

He wasn't aware of the gathering of the forces of chaos; he was one.

Abdiel marched at the head of two hundred angels.
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Well pel;h?ips. "marched" is, too stron%la word. He walked, and the
walléed behind him. Before leaving, Yaweh had told him, "West," so he wen
west.

He didn't know if he would find Satan, and more than half hoped he
wouldn't, but he had his assigned task, and the risks of ignoring it were
even greater than the risks of carrying it out.

Behind him, two hundred kept pace, through brush and over rocks, each
with a tall sword in his hand., Some looked grim, others looked worried,
others excited. They were setting out to capture a legend—a Firstborn. As
the¥ walked, the chain and the manacles made clanging sounds, so they
couldn't forget why they were there.

It occurred to Abdiel that if Satan (those hands!) or Beelzebub (those teeth!)
were_waiting for them, he, Abdiel, would be the one in front. And yet, he
could hardly lead them from behind. Quite a dilemma. After some thought,
he signaled an angel to come forward. He directed the angel, whose name
was_Zaphkiel, to walk ahead and keep his eyes open for any traces of Satan.
Zaphkiel obeyed without a word. . .

at much’safer for his efforts, Abdiel continued westward.

Mephistoghele.s nﬁgotiated the boulders with lithe efficiency and found
level ground again. He surveyed.it, pleased with his progress. From here, the
way was mostly flat, with occasional rocky areas and scattered small woods
until he reached the sea. There were no obstructigns in his view of— There
was .an_obstruction. Wasn't_there? Way off, a little to the left? Was it
moving? Well, well! Who could this be? . .

He hurried to catch up, noticing for the first time that there was a faint
sea-tang in the air.

"We're gletting close, I think."
"Aye, milord.
"Another day?"
"Less, methinks. By dusk, perchance."
"Good. It's been a Iong time since I've seen her. I hear she's pretty much
adJKsteg, though."

"It was horrible at first. Yaweh, Ra%vhael, Michael and I were with her
nearly every minute after the Second Wave. She tried to destroy herself
once. Lucifér stopped her."

"So I've heard s.{)oken, milord."

They walked a little further.

"Milord?"

"Yes, Beelzebub?" .

"It hath been said that them and she were... close, on a time."

Satan smiled. "That was long ago, Beelzebub. Before the Second Wave.
We didn't know what we were doing, then, if you know what I mean."

"Aye, milord."

Nearly exhausted, (Flistening with sweat, thinner, flushed and drawn,
Lilith collapsed inside the cavern. Sounds filled the chamber, as of
thousands of angels breathing in perfect unison, It was at the end of a
tunnel, massive, yet twisted and convoluted, which burrowed down into the
mountain. There was not the least trace of 1;%1t.

he lay on her back and tried not to close her eyes. She had come so far,
so fast. It would be horrible to fall asleep here and be_just that much tgo
late. On the other hand, she thought, her face twisting into_a mockery of a
smile, it would almost be worse if none of this turned out to be necessary.

Lilith had paced herself during the run, so she was not complétely
exhausted—quite. She rolled over on her stomach, then fought her way to
her hands and knees. . . ]

She held herself there until her brgathlnﬁ settled, then %rasp_ed a ledge in
frO{lt of her that she'd felt before falling. She hauled herself painfully to her

eet.

From inside her shirt, she removed a small stone that Asmodai had given
her. As she brought it forth, a faint glow began within it. Faint as it was, it
allowed her to see her surroundings. . . . .

The chamber was even larger than she had imagined it. The ceiling was far
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beyond the range of her small light, but extended at least to man¥htimes her
height. The walls appeared dark grey and rocky and uneven. Yet the floor of
the cavern was strangely smooth. .

Her eyes were drawn toward the source of the sounds of breathing. She
couldn't quite make out anything, so she haltlng%)y stumbled forward.

After ten paces, she saw the massive object before her— twice her own
height in length, half of that in breadth. After another five, she realized that
this was onli is head. . . .

Her hand began to shake harder, from reasons having nothing to do with
exhaustion. .

She whispered, almost soundlessly, "Belial."

"Good day, Michael."
"Wha—?'

Michael spun and saw Mephistopheles, hands on his hips and smiling,
about four paces away. .
"How long have you been behind me?" .
"Most of the day. I would haye spoken sooner, but you kept moving faster,
I'd lll(a'ye thought you were trying to get away from me if you'd ever looked
ack.

h'"I Sﬁe,"l(slaid 1\1<ITichael. He'd be&en. {nal;gllllilll)g g/lvlitlﬁ hig1 grea& sword re.stting (l)ln
is shoulder. Now he gripped_it wi 0 ands and_swung it as he
advanced, sto ﬁ)inﬁg with h(la) lade a hair's breadth from the oth%r's chest,
Someone wi eener, eyes1glht than Michael's might have noticed
MeBhlsto heles's face going theleast bit pale. _

"Does this gesture mean something, Lord Michael?"
"Why have you been following me, dark one?"
"To catch gou. It is necessary, you know."
"You could have hailed me.'

"From farther back!"

"I dislike shouting." ]

Michael bit his lips. "What are you doing here?"

"Well, we seem to be going in the same direction, and I prefer to walk
with company. If you're of like mind, we can solve this problem for each
other without discommoding ourselves."

"MF business is my own.' . .

"Of course. I assure you, I have not the least interest in why you pursue
the Lord Satan."”

"How did you know?" . .

"Why, Lord Michael, you just told me yourself. But it doesn't concern me.
I'm here to visit Leviathan. We're friends.”

"You have friends?" . ..

'Tsk, Michael. Don't be nasty. Would you mind pointing that somewhere
else, by the way?"

"Suit yourself, Shall we be going?"

"Why do you think I'll go anﬁwhere with you, dark one?" ..

"Because if you don't, you'll have to destroy me, which you can't justify
to yourself. or allow me fo follow you, which you wouldn't liKe at all."

"I could have ﬁ/Oll walk in front of me." . . .

"That will be fine. Although, to think of it, Leviathan might be vexed with

u.
Michiii:tel"spat and lowered his blade. "Walk to my left, and stay at least two
aces off.
P "Certainly." Meﬂhistopheles began whistling tunelessly between his teeth.
"And don't do that," added Michael.

"Who's there?" "Hello, Harut. It's me."

"Well, Lord Satan. Glad you came. The lady, she's been asking about
you." "Where is she?" "Swimming," said Haru .

Satan and Beelzebub approached the water's edge. They stood there for
several moments before, far gut to sea, they saw a long, thin neck with a
powerful head break the surface. It scanned the shoreline, and her eyes
came to rest upon them. They felt her gaze almost as a physical blow.

The head dived and, almost at once i1t seemed, reappeared directly in front
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of them.

"Satan," she said, affection cornin throu%h her rich, thick voice.

h He bowed deeply. "Greetings, lady. I'm told you wanted to see me; I'm
ere.

Her great head nodded. "Who is this, though? This must be Beelzebub,
whom Harut and... and others have spoken of.' .

Beelzebub inclined his head until his nose touched die ground. "I do greet
thee, lady," he said. "In all I have heard of thee there is no ill." .

A sound that was I:robably chuckling came from her as she nodded slightly
in acknowledgement, .

"Well, what can I do for you, Leviathan?"

She closed her_eyes, then opened them and spoke: "I want to know
everything that led up to the loss of my friend, Ariel. yerythm% (froq know or
guess. From the beginning. I ask this as a favor, relying on old friendships
which, I know, are falling apart all around. But, please, tell me.

"And tell me, too, if you would." . . .

They sRun. Asmodai had spoken, and Lucifer was standing next to him.

Leviathan stared at the newcomers, and took in Beelzebub and Satan, who
f:ﬁ:edkthem in an attitude of alert ant
attack.

"

icipation, as if they were expecting an

"Lucifer," she said, "I withhold my dgreeting until I know why you are
here. You_are in mihegency now, and the Lord Satan is my guést. If you
mean any ill toward him, you should leaye."

Lucifeir bowed, "I mean no ill toward mI\; friend Satan, and I hope I ma
continue to call him that. I understand why he may think otherwise, but
Bledge that this is not the case. I, too, have a story to tell that may have some

earing. I ask only that you listen."

"And I," said Asmodai, "ask that you don't."

"What?" said the others as one voice. He turnel()i tl(l)ward Lucifer. "You

aren't thinking. We don't have time for this; they'll be here soon."
"Who will?" said Leviathan, raising her head higher and looking past

them,
"I don't know exactly, but—well, I think I'd better tell you this much of the
story. If we have time." . . .
Asmodai began speaking, closing his eyes often to remember details. For
as much as he‘was going to’tell now, it was important that the got it right.

She screamed it, finally. For ten minutes that had felt like an eternity, she
had been saying it in gradually louder tones. Finally, she threw her head
back and screamed at the top of her lungs.

"BELIAL! AWAKE!" ,

By some ancient property of the chamber, no doubt left from the Third
Wave, her voice seemed to come back to her from the walls. She thought
that nothing would happen, but then the great beast_ stirred. A tremor
seelllzled to move down the length of its body—or as much of its body as she
could see.

er a moment, one great e%e aopened. She had the sudden feeling that she

could walk into the pupil and’be lost. . .

He saw her, suddenly. His voice came as a low, rambling sound, as if from
out of the ground: " 2" .

Lilith felt ridiculous. "I'm Lilith," she said.

"Who?" he repeated.

"I'm a friend of the Lord Satan, who needs your help, and the Lord
Lucifer, who sent me.

His eye closed again, then gpened.

"What?'" came the great voice.

"They need your help. Please."

" ere‘)"

"The Western ReggncX " she said, "And hurry, please! They are in danger."

She would neyver, in a i of her existence, have believed that he could move
so quickly. Suddenlty he was up, two massive legs supportlni him. He
looked down_at her for a moment, then his great head lowered. At first she
thought that he was going to destroy her. Then she thought he was bowing.

But his head came down next to her until it touched
the ground. "Get on," he said. Trembling, she did.
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Zaphkiel reported, "I saw five angels by the water, lord. I don't think they
saw me.

Phore 1o A path: - taid Zaphkiel, "that begins about two 1 f

ere is a pa said_Za e at begins abou o leagues from
here. Itis narr(I))w at first; thenl,) after half a leag%le, it expands to a \%ildth such
that ten may walk abreast. Then, after another league 1t opens up into a cleft
that is perhaps three leagues deep and twgo wide. There, all is flat, and there I
saw Leviathan, Beelzebub, and three others, all speaking together. If we
emerge there, they will see us at once."
"Are there any other features to the cleft?"

"There is a narrow path on the other side, wide enough for three, that tgoes
{'ﬁr tvlv%tlgtaglllfgﬁ and opens out onto a largé plain. This plain is hidden ffom

e cleft itself.

Abdiel contemplated. ""Not wide enough," he said. . .

)diel motioned Za]ghklel back, then furned to the angels behind him and
motioned them to_gather round. As they did so, he desperately tried to
figure out what to do. )

‘All right," he said at last, "you ten in front, If you see the Lord Satan,
point him out to," he motioned again, "you ten. You'll have the chain." There
were clinking sgunds as the chain was passed. "Get him manacled. The rest
of 37011, ah, make sure no one interferes. If the Lord Satan isn't there," he
added, "don't do anything. I'll explain." . .

Without giving them time to think about his plan, he held his sword up
and brought it sweeping down. Somewhat to his surprise, the two hundred
Thrones ran past him, yelling at the top of their lungs.

"Odd," he told himself. "I wouldn't do that."

As the last of them passed, he fell in and brought up the rear.

"Kyriel?" "Hummm?" . .

"Does the Lord Yaweh seem—different?" "Different how?"

"I'm not sure. But he seems to have changed, somehow." "I'm not sure
what you mean."

"He seems to be more, well, active. I'm not sure that's the right word."
"Nervous?" .

"Maybe that's it." .

"The way he keeps pacing back and forth?"

"Yeah ”"

”" 4 3 ”"

' r‘(gr %{'g}bbmg those papers and looking through them?

"Or demandinﬁ to see Raphael, and talking to her for two minutes, then
for%emng about her and starting something else?"
"That's right.,"
"I hadn't noticed."
Then, "Yo
"Vaguely.' ) )
::Shutt up. You know, I'm getting worried."
00.
"I'm starting to think about what you said, way back, about running off
somewhere." ~
"What about it?" . . .
"Well, if someone showed up, like Lord Asmodai, well, I wouldn't let him
attack Lord Yaweh, but I wouldn't feel good about attacking him, either."”
"Well... neither would 1."
"So what do we do about it?"
"Things can't last like this."
" ess not. But what if they do?"
;:I mﬁq'nm. Ask me again in"a few days."
will.

Too many sensations. Her ta'es flickered from the mountains, rivers, and
plains below her—thogse tll’l_¥( gures were angels?—to Belial's mighty mnﬁs
at her sides. The motions, like walking into a heayy wind, but more, and the
feeling of Belial churnln%).bgneath her, almost like a lover. His hard, cool
scales against her hands; biting wind against her cheeks.

The sound of the air in her ears; Belial's musky odor. Fear and
exhilaration. Joy, and—

3 "
u know, Kyriel?
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Below her, a new sight. She wondered if she had come too late.

"What's that?"

Asmodai, interrupted bizl Lucifer's exclamation, stopped and looked. He
didn't see_anything, but he began to hear something like shouts in the
distance. Leviathan raised her head. "Angels," she said. "More than a
161(111(11dg'ed. They're heading this way and waving sticks. Metal sticks, I think.
Satan turned, his hand going to the emerald_at his breast. Beelzebub rose
and stood next to him. Asmodai stood with his hands behind his back, inside
his cloak, fumbling at something. Lucifer drew the wand from his side.

The Thrones came into view around a rocky structure several hundred
paces_ away. They kept appearing for quite a while, yelling and waving their
swords oyer their heads. ]

"More like two hundred," observed Lucifer.,

."Two hundred an%els," said Asmodai. "Against two archangels and three
Firstborn. This could be interesting." From_behind his back he brought a
short rope, which he b(iigan whirling over his head. After a couple of turns it
began to emit a soft red glow. As he spun it faster, the red became brighter.
Tpﬁp Asmodai moved his arm and wrist until the rope was spinning in front
of him.

"Something new," commented Lucifer.

The distance between them closed. Leviathan reared up and opened her
mouth. Her teeth were very white. . .

But even as the distance closed to nothlnﬁ, there was a sound which
made evwone look 1%‘p A great bellow, louder than anyone had heard
between Waves, came from the Ski’{ . .

Those in the front ranks of the charging angels faltered, and those behind
them ran_into them. And so on. . .

From above, a great dark shape was descending, gouts of flame appearing
from its mouth. .

"Belial!" cried Leviathan.

"Belial!" cried Satan. . .

"Lilith!" cried Lucifer, seeing the small form perched atop Belial's neck.

Down and down he came, and the two hundred Thrones turned and
scattered, leaving_their swords here and_there about the field. As they
scattered, a long ﬁ%ure was_ revealed standing near where the rear of the
troo&x had been. Satan would not have noticed him, except that Beelzebub
suddenly stiffened at his side and growled.

Separated by three hundred IE)aces Satan saw him, and, from that distance

their eyes locked. Satan and Beelzebub began walking forward, slowly and

evenly.” Abdiel turned and broke into a run. Satan and Beelzebub began

.l:)ggln% letting Abdiel Fet ahead for now, content to allow him to exhaust
imself. They were willing to follow him forever.

For a few minutes they lost sight, of him, as he passed through the
pa}tlhwa .dBut then they found him again, still running, only now he seemed
exhausted.

.He looked over his shoulder, apparently saw that they were gaining on
him,_ stopped, and waited. As they got™ close, they could see he was
trembling. his eyes wide and vacant. . ]

Zaphkiel suddenly appeared beside him, leaping down from the rocks
above, still holdlng| a sword.

Without a word being spoken, Beelzebub stt;plped up ahead of Satan and
crossed in front of him, so he was _o;t)pos1te Zaphkiel. .

It was the same thing, in miniature, that had happened before. Each side
waited for the gap to close; On the other side of the path, Belial was spouting
flame and holes appeared in the rock walls and the ground. Behind them,
%umfel;l and Asmodai had finally seen what was going on and were moving

orward.

Then, as if by prearranged signal, Beelzebub and, Satan sprang. Zaphkiel
held his blade b}(’e ore him, but Be%lzei)ub lealpt under it and wzli)s u]ggon h?m..

Satan dived for Abdiel's throat and would have had it except that Abdiel,
screaming, fell over backward, leaving Satan above him.

Satan reached for his throat and— .

"Look out!" called Lucifer behind him. . . .

Satan ducked and twisted. Michael stood beside him, his great sword
swinging. Them Mephistopheles caught Michael squarely in the back with
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both hands. Michael stumbled forward, and his sword, with all of his
strength behind it, struck the ground.

There was a sound like a thunderclap. All of Heaven seemed to shake, and
there was a flash of light, blinding and white, from where the sword had
struck. Satan had a confused %llmpse of Michael ﬂymgfthrough the air over
his head and Belial tumbling toward the ground out o

control, then all was
darkness.

Eight

But certainly, if I am not mistaken, it was just before the coming of Him
who took the souls from Limbo that all Hell was shaken

so that I thought the universe felt love and all its elements moved toward
{1ar1ﬁ10ny whereby the world of matter, as some believe, has often plunged
o chaos

—Dante, Inferno. Canto xii:37-43

Michael never lost consciousness. As the ground split before him, he was in
midair, hurled by the force of the ex11)110510n. . .
. "I don't know my own strength," he muttered, which was the first time that
line was used. . .
He landed hard, and was recovering his breath when a sud-

. den flood picked him up and carried him inland. He was able to control
himself well enough to avoid the occasional obstacle that appeared in his

Wa L3

A‘i:ter a few leagues, he found that _his feet were beginning to touch the
ground. After another couple, he stood up, waist-deep in water.

It was, he decided, going to be a lon;i/lvyalk in water. He shrut%ﬁed. Satan
had either survived—or not. For now, Michael must return to the Palace,
defeated again._ . . . .

He looked at his sword for the first time since the explosion and saw that it
had taken no damage. He rested it on his shoulder and began slogging his
way toward the center of Heaven.

Belial was thrown out of control by the explosion. He had nearly hit the
ground when he recovered, his éreat er'll%s straining to cup the air, ~

He managed to halt himself before hi n§ and began to work his wings to
climb when he heard a cry from the small angel on his neck. Abruptly, he
felt lighter, and he saw her’dive into the waters below him.

He wondered at this, but had no time to do anything about it.

He was curious, however, about the sound of Lilith's scream. He wondered
what "Harut" meant.

Satan woke to the sound of rushinglyvater the taste of salt, and the feel of
a_sharp ‘{)am in his right calf. He realized that he was moving quickly, and
along with this awareness came a mouth full of sea water. . .

He forced himself up choklnﬁland stplttlng, and looked at his leg, which
had miraculously stayed aboyve the surface. .

The reason for the pain and bu.oi'lan.cy was obvious at once: Beelzebub had
fastened himself to Satan's leg with his teeth.

.Beelzebub logked at him apologetically, but couldn't speak. Satan gave
him a brief smile and looked around. | ]

He noticed, with more than passing interest, that they would soon collide
with a large boulder, directly in the path of the waters.

He gave this his full attention.

Lucifer saw the explosion and was knocked to his knees. He heard the
sounds from behind him, turned, and saw the waves rushing in. He grabbed
Asmodai with his left hand and pointed as he stood up.

Asmodai's eyes widened as he saw the wave towering over them; then he
began twirling his rope aﬁaln. Lucifer raised his wand over his head, and a
scarlet glow issued forth that formed a shield above them,

The wave, front crashed over and around them, and they soon found
themselves in a small pocket of dry land beneath the sea.



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

It was, decided Lucifer, an interesting view. _ . .

Soon the water began to recede, and Asmodai faced the other direction
until it had %assed. Belial landed beside them.

Asmodai bowed low. Lucifer began to bow, then stopped and looked
sha‘l/'\ﬁly at Belial. . .

"Where is Lilith?" he asked, his voice utterly flat.

Leviathan had felt it all. . .

She had been sitting in the water, w.atchln%l as Belial scattered the
attacking al%gels, when she felt the sea itself shake, as if a Wave were
coming out from the land. . . .

Then it had come back, seemingly magnified, and Leviathan was swept up
and over the land on a mountain of water. It carried her far inland. She had
fears of being left stranded and helpless, but she managed to stay in deep
enough water to flow back out with it. . . .

As she went, she saw angels, some conscious, some not, floating with her.
She relized then that all of the angels would be sucked back into the sea
when tl&e 3vaters receded. She laid her will upon the tide then, and the tide
responded.

IP receded slowly, settling angels gently onto the ground. .

Leviathan also receded slowly, 0ccas10nalli; scraping the ground with her
belly. She held her breath, to kéep herself as buoyant as possible, and at last
made it safely back to the sea. . .

She let the air out of her lungs with a great sense of relief and began the
business of causing the silt in the water to fall to the bottom. She hated
bathing in dirty water.

Harut had heard the sound of many feet running toward him, and then
the shouts and cries. By the time he realized he was directly in the 1[1).ath of an
oncoming mass_of angels, it was too late. The Thrones knocked him down
without seeing him, and he felt himself kicked and cursed and stumbled
gveII;.H Then something, probably a foot, hit him in the head, and all was

arkness.

He awoke, much as Satan did, spittinfg water and cou%‘hing. His head was
being held up and there was the sound of gasping next to his ear. .

He tried to relax in the grip and found that it was easier to stay up this

Wa L]
ﬁ,either of them spoke for what felt like hours, until they felt ground
beneath their feet. .
Tltlpy waded forward, at last coming to dry land, and collapsed there,
anting.
P "Whg is it?" he, aS]l)ed. )
"Lilith," she said, also gasping. )
"Thank you," he said, and passed out again.
She nodded, then fell asleep also.

Belial had all but forgotten how to speak, but he managed to conveI‘;.to
Lucifer what had hﬁpﬁ)ened and where. This was more of an effort for him
than the flight itself had been. When Lucifer understood, he and Asmodai
immediately set off in the direction indicated, leaving Belial alone. .

Belial reflected on_what had happened as best he could, and decided that
he_didn't understand it, Cacoastrum he understood. That was the source of
pain, and when he saw it, he either fled or destroared it. Angels were friends,
and Satan and Lucifer were old friends. They had been old rﬁqends even back
before— before it had _happened. That terrible, burning galn, the twisting
inside and outside as the cacoastrum had torn into his body. .

But this was_confusing. It almost seemed as if angels had been fighting
each other, which wasn't the way things worked as he understood them.

Mentally, he shrugged. He knew who his friends were. He still
remembered _the names of his six friends—Yaweh, Satan, Michael, Lucifer
Raphael, and Leyiathan. These he'd help, and if that meant that he must
harm others, well, so be it. ]

Lilith had known where to find him; therefore others would know where
to find him.

He spread his wings and cupped the air. He skimmed along the ground
until he found an updraft. He allowed it to carry him to a sufficient height,
then he turned toward his home— to wait.
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Ahdie]l allowed the waters to carry him wherever they would, and was
finall d(:,ll)oslted on a small hill. He looked around, but saw no one. Just as
well, he decided. . ]

He determined which way the center of Heaven lay, and began walking
toward it. .

He reflected on failure. .

.He could not have known that Satan would be in the compa.nif of two other
Firstborn, and he certainly could not have known that Belial would show
up. But none of that mattered; he had failed. . ..

He had built himself up on successes, and a single failure would bring it all
crashing down upon him. He was, he decided, gl?mg to hayve to find a way to
repair the damage—and quickly. He looked back the way he had come. Find
Satan? Then what? He shuddered at the thougiht. No, soimething else.

Well, what problems were there that he could sglve? He continued toward
the center, his_  brow furrowed. And, if furrowing the brows is actually
useful, he ﬁot his reward. .

. Morale, he realized, was the problem. There were rumors, and words of ill
tidings. This was the Kind of problem he could address.

Well, then, how? His ]t)lace increased as he began to concentrate.
Something would have_to apPen to unite Heaven. Or some new rumor
would have to be spread. Or both, . . .

Then he remembered something that he, himself, had said. Idle
mouthings at the time, but— .

"Ho, there, Abdiel. A word with you, if I ma

Abdie] turned and saw Raziel appro_achmg
was racing. He had forgotten his most imme
mouth was suddenly dry. .

"May I walk with you'a ways, Abdiel?" .

Abg)]'lvel swallowed. "Of course," he managed. "What—what brings you out

.K.im. He found that his (Pulse
iate problem, he realized. His

"What? Oh, I was following you. You certainly are right about Satan
having it in for. you!" .
"Yes. How did you follow me after the flood hit?"

"I didn't. That was merely good fortune. Excuse me, Abdiel, but I still don't
understand somethmﬁ about the previous in- cident with the Lord, Satan.
Why it was that you left the safety of Yaweh's Palace and put yourself in such
danger? Could you tell me again?" . .

Raziel was l.ookmg at him with frank and open curiosity. Abdiel felt a
pounding in his head. . )

"As—as I said before: I had_a feeling that there was danger for Michael
and Raphael, and that L should warn them."

"Hmmmm, Yes. But how did you miss them? They were on the road, as
ﬁou were and as Satan was. How was it that you misSed seeing Michael and

aphael, and yet Satan found you?" .= =

bdiel swallowed hard. The pounding in his head got stronger, and there
was a roaring in his ears. . . .
Then he realized that he was still carrying his sword.

After resting for a few hours, Satan stood up. Beelzebub opened his eyes,
saw him, and stood up also.

"How fares thy foot, milord?" . .

"Sore, but I don't think it's anything serious. It could have been a lot
worse.

"Aye, milord. Hadst thou not awoke ere we reached the boulder, 'twould
have been worse indeed."

Satan nodded. "Well, where to now?"

"I know not, milord. Back to Leviathan, perchance?" .

"Hmmmm, Mzgrbe. But that didn't work out too well, last time."

"Verily, milord. But then?"

"I don't know.' .

"What would'st thou do, milord, an thou could'st do as thou pleased?"

"If I could, I'd find Abdiel. But who knows where the waters left him? I
doubt we're so lucky that he didn't survive."

"Aye, milord." .
" a¥be I should try to fet in and see Yaweh, after all."
"An thou would, milord. The Palace doth lie in that direction, and the way

o
'
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is clear." .
"I don't know. Would he see me? Do I want to see him?"
Beelzebub didn't answer. L.
Satan shrugged. "Let's rest here for another day or so. I'll think it over."

"Aye, mllord " Lookin ﬁ for Lilith, they met an_angel they didn't know,
He'd béen walking toward the center, a sword in_his right hand. He was tall
and thin, with short, light halr He turne saw them, and waite

YlS&O e up to l’nm and stolg)pe . The three of them stood for a moment,
then the tall angel inclined his head
S I{uc1fer spoke: "You were one of those who dared to attack the Lord

atan
"Thzﬁ is right," said the other, laconically.
We

"We failed."
"What is your name?" snapped Lucifer.
"Zaphkiel."
"Do you know who I am?"
I see by your cloak that you are a Firstborn."
"I am Lucifer."
"A pleasure, sald Za{)hklel .
"This is the arch anl% Asmod a1
"A pleasure," ZaphKiel repeated.
"We should destroy you for what you tried to do—you and all your
compamons "
Zaphkiel shru%i;
Asmod a1 and Tucifer looked at him in silence. Asmodai spoke at last.
"Forglve im, Lucifer; he doesn't know what he's doing."
Lucifer nodded, still staring up at the other. "I suppose You may go," he
said. "Hope that you don't meeét me again, Zaphkiel
+Thank you," said Zaphkiel.
"Well? y aren't you goin
::‘S{_lnce you've given me my life, I'll give you something in return."
He raised his arm, and stiffly pﬂ:nted southwest. "She's that way," he said,
hwalklll%g toward the center. he walked back toward the center,
imse

2"

Lucifer and Asmodai stared, open_mouthed, for a moment Then the
turned and beﬁ;an running _in the  direction that Za P iel had pointed.
Leviathan saw him standin by the shore, at the edge of the cleft, and swam
over. He bowed his head to

"We never got to talk, Lev1athan.

"I'm ve sorl?f about Arlel "

"I know that, too. Thank you."

"If there is anythln%ll can'do ) )

"There was a lot that I never heard, from Lucifer and Asmodai. How
much do you know?"

"Not enough, I'm afraid. Still, here it is.'

The dark angel sat down, closed his eyes, and began speaking.

Abdiel stared at the spot where Raziel had been. He continued looking at it
for long moments. He squeezed his eyes shut and opened them again, as if
willing'the place to vanish, and take the act with it.

At length, he shook his ’head. "I didn't know what I was d01n§ " he_told
h1mse1f N | ’panicked. I couldn't help myself. I wouldn't have done it on

tp 11 he stood there for long moments, wishing his mind were clear of the
s1ght 0 Raz1el S face as the sword had cut into his stomach. And then Raziel
r(()ﬁ)é)le his knees, stlll .amazed. Abdiel had stood there trembling, but
az1e 't seem rea Isl' die. So_Abdiel had struck him again. He had
aimed for his neck, but the sword had struck Raziel's shoulder.
Then Raziel had pleaded—first with his eyes, then aloud. Abdiel had
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struck him again, jabbinf him in the chest. Raziel fell back, yanking the
sword from Abdiel's hands. )
bdiel, nearly blind, had pulled the blade free, had seen the sick, orange
Jow coming from Raziel's chest. Abdiel's next blow had cut his neck, and
en, finally, Raziel had vanished. . . .
diel bégan walking again. Then running, hoping to drive the memory
out of his mind. . .
He_had been running for a long time when he saw two Thrones _slowly
?e%dlng back toward the center. Yes, he decided, they would be useful as a
est.

.He slowed to a walk, took a few deep breaths, and hailed them. They saw
him and bowed. He nodded sharply and motioned them to fall in next to
him. "I'm pleased that you two are well."

"Thank you, Lord Abdiel."

"Have you seen any of the others?"

"No, lord."

"I see, St(()ig for a moment."

"Yes, Lord?" .

"I'd like you to do somethmi. Here, look at me. Watch my hands. Try to
relax, now. Watch the way my hands are moving. Think of it as a Rath you
walk alonﬁ. From you to me, but only in your minds. No, you don't have to
understand, just think of it that way, and try to relax—"

He left them there, pale and shakKing, telllnt?T them that they would recover
soon, and to make it'back to the center when hely could. . .

He felt as he never had before—powerful, full of energy and life, as if he
could run forever and not feel it. . . .

May as well not waste time, he decided, chuckling, and broke into a run
toward the center of Heaven, .

"It's nice to know it'll work," he told himself.

Lucifer spotted them first and gave a shout. He and Asmodai started
running as Lilith looked up. . . .

Lucifer and Lilith met, and held each other without saying anything.
Asmodai met Harut, and clasped his shoulder. "Are Yyou all right?

Harut nodded. "Banged up some. Okay, I guess.'

"Lilith told me what happened."
"And?"

"If I can do an hin&T to help out, you let me know, right?"
"Good. We will. And if I can do anything for you, let me know about that."
Harut chuckled humorlessly. "You can do something for me, but I don't
know when tyou'll have time.'
at is it?" .
" Y cithara. It got lost in the flood."
"I'll make you another."
"I'm obliged." . . . .
. Asmodai looked at Lucifer and Lilith, who were still holding each other
tightly without moving or speaking. He turned back to Harut.

"You can play me a love song on it." Abdiel nodded hau%ltilﬁf at the
Cherubim by the door and brushed past into Yaweh's presence. Raphael was
there, going over the parchment on which the Plan was inscribed. He noted
that the case that had held Michael's sword had been removed.

They looked up, and the Seraphim moved aside for Abdiel to pass.

"You're back quickly," said Yaweh. "What have you to report?"

"We failed,” said Abdiel. . .

For the briefest moment, it almost seemed an expression of relief crossed
Yaweh's face._ . . . ] . ) .

"We found him," Abdiel continued, "in company with Leviathan, Lucifer,
and Asmodai, We approached him, but as we got close, Belial aI()ipeared from
the north and scattered us. Satan attacked me, but I was rescued by the Lord
Michael. In the qro.cess of rescuing me, his sword struck the ground, an
there was an explosion that knocked us all down and seemed to make all of
Heaven shake, Then—" . .

"So that's what it was!" said Raphael. "We felt it."
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"It couldn't have been that," said Yaweh, looking closely at Abdiel. "That
was 01.11}7 two days aiq." . .

A})dl.e shtllfted on his feet.t"%_l'll (axplaﬁp }tlhat in latm‘i)rtl}lent, Lt(%rd.. Aftefr the
explosion, there was a great flood, which completed the scattering of our
forces. I don't know if the §X]t)10s10n caused it, or if Leviathan set it off. There
may have been some lost in the flood; I don't know, I returned as soon as I
could. The other Thrones should be returning in a few days."

Yaweh nodded. "All right, then. How is it you are so far ahead of them?"

"I moved veltjy.qulck1¥ o bring ds_'iou the news. I have found a way to run for
long periods of time without needing to rest."

"igndeed?" )

. "Yes, Lord. It's part of something el
time ago of a plan I was working on?'

"Yes, I believe so."

"It is now complete, Lord." .
"It involves running without resting?" .

"No. That was just a test of part of it. I still don't know if it will work, but
I'd like to explain it to you, Lord."

se. Do you recall mention I made some

"Vlery well." "First, Lord, let me discuss the problem I am hoping to
solve
As he spoke, Raphael studied him through slitted eyes.

"This is quite some tale, Me%histopheles." .
"I know. And that is only what I know—there is a_great deal that I don't.
Maybe enough to change the m.eanlngiltl).f the whole of 1t; I'm not sure."

"Yes. It certainly is something to think about, though." She ducked her
head under the water, and brought it up again, accidentally showering
Mephistopheles.

orry.
"It's Ia?il right. Is there more I can do for you?" .
_"Y$§. I still wish to speak to the Lord Satan. Do you think you can find

"I don't know. He could be anywhere. I'll try."
"I appreciate it."
"It may take a while." .
"That's all right. And, Mephistopheles—"
" mm?"
::giy to find Harut, too."
ay.

Lucifer, Lilith, and Asmodai made their way toward the center_ of
Heaven. They took their time, and spoke often of their doubts. What
should they do? Who was on which side? What of Mephistopheles?

They decided to return to Asmodai's home, there to build them weapons
of war, which which to oppose Yaweh. None was happy with this decision,
but none could esca][l)e its inevitability. . .

They knew, also, that Yaweh now considered them, O]gl[l)osed to him without

tey expected to see a

room for doubt, so they often looked around as i
hem and screaming.

f
hundred angilels with swords uplifted running toward
They knew that Asmodai's home might not be safe. But theﬁ knew that to go
Eo tI‘,e‘(rllzéthtan, now, would be to draw danger to her. And there was no way

o find Satan.
Harut had left to return to Leviathan to reassure her. He had made his
choice of sides by his statement to Asmodai.

Occasional}ff Lucifer, Lilith, and Asmodai .wouldeass by Thrones, who
had recovered from the flood and were returning to Yaweh's palace. None of
the Thrones spoke, and the archangels ignored the Thrones.

They passed the night in silence, setting no guard, daring any of Yaweh's
minions to attack them as they rested. .

At last they reached the cénter, and Asmodai's home. The house was
undisturbed, and empty. .

Asmodai lit the fires, which needed a day to become hot enough to use.
They shared wine, and companionship, and tried not to think about Ariel.

"You wished to see me, Lord?" . .
"Yes, Abdiel. Thank you for coming." He motioned the Seraphim out of
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earshot and indicated to Abdiel that he was to approach. Abdiel did so,

owing.

"I'vegconsidered your scheme. Indeed, I've done little else for the past
several days."

"Yes, Lord?" .

"Raphael and I have_spoken of it at length. She agrees that what gou
brought uP about morale, and the attitudes of the anggls, is a problem. She
agrees that this will solve the problem. But she doesn't like it.

':lfordd(f I, Abdiel. I don't like it at all."”

ord, I—

"Peace, Abdiel. I don't like it, but I think it's necessary. Raphael and I
have been up nights trying to decide if there is an¥i other way to solve the
Eroblem or if we can get by without solving it. We finally adniitted that we

ad no choice. We are ﬁomg todoit."

"I feel gratified, Lord." ] ..

"There are things which make me very unhappy, Abdiel, but it is a chance
to solve the problem with Satan once and for all—and we can't pass it up."

"That is, indeed, how I saw it, Lord."

"We will begin at once."

"At once, Lord?" . . .

"Nearly. I've sent out messengers this morning. The_ entire host—all of
Heaven—is being asked to gather on the hillside behind the palace. In
fifteen days."

. "Fifteen days, Lord? But, excuse me, Lord Yaweh, there are those who
{we more than seven days distant. They will not recelve the message in time
o come.

"My messengers are faster than you think, Abdiel. They're_using your
method. They'lIl arrive, at the latest, early tomorrow in the most distant areas
of the Southérn Regency. If those who live there hurry, they will be able to be
here in fourteen dagfs. d the?' were asked to hurry.

"I see, Lord. That leaves little time for preparations."

"I know. We must begin at once. What will we need?" |

"Need? Nothing, actually, Lord. But we must be certain that we know
how to do it, without fail."

"Then let us begin. I'll summon Raphael. .

.All right, Lord. But... Lord, I still don't understand why we are rushing
like this. Excuse me." )

Yaweh shook his head. "It isn't necessary that you under-sand, good
Al?'(]i(lel. {t 1sdn'(;cessary; that is enough."

es, Lord.

Yaweh signaled to a Seraph, who received his orders, and went to find
Raphael. Yaweh closed his eyes. He knew very well that they had to do this
(SiOQItl_Peﬁause, if they delayéd, he wouldn't have the courage or the will to

o it at all.

”"

"What do you suppose it is, Kyriel?" . .

"How should I know? Everyone sure is excited about it, though."

"Yeah. I've heard that everyone is l§01ng to be there." )
th"Th‘fl"t'S what I've heard, too. Is there going to be room on the hill for

em?

"I hope so. You know what I think, Kyriel?"

"Not often, Sith."

"Cut it out."

'Sorry. What?",

"I think this is it."”

"You mean the Plan?" L.

"Yeah. I think he's going to start it, right then."

"Already? Don't be foolish."

"Well, then, what is it?" ) .

"I don't know. It probably has to do with the Plan. Maybe he's going to
answer the rumors, and the talk about Satan."

" ess that's possible. It sure will be something to see, though. Twelve

more days.
"Yeah. I'm getting anxious." "Ha! Not half as anxious as Yaweh is, I'll

"Watch your mouth, Sith."
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"Sorry."

Harut and Mephistopheles met on the barren plains near the eastern
border of Leviathan's realm. .
;:%re you heading back to see her?" asked Mephistopheles.

"Good. That saves me some trouble. She was asking about you."

"I'll be there in a day or so. I don't move too fast, you know. .

Mephistopheles smiled a bit and claslged Harut's shoulder. "Say," he said
suddenly, "have you seen Satan, by any chance?"

"No," said Harut. "I can guess where he is, though. There's talk all over
about a big get-together in the center, in eleven days. If he's heard of it,
he'll be there."

"What kind of get-together, Harut?"

"Dunno. But everybody is su_,pposed to show up."

Hmmmm. Whatabout you?"

"I'll be with Leviathan."

"I see."

"Afternoon, Mephistopheles."
"So long, H’arutl.)" P

Michael strode up to the Throne, and the Seraphim made way for him lest
the%be trampled.

"Welcome," said Yaweh.

Michael nodded.

Yaweh continued, "I've heard what happened."

;:gron'} Abdiel?"

es.

"I'm fgla.d he made it back safely. I'm sorry I failed a%a_lin." .

"In failing, you saved Abdiel's life—again. And Abdiel had an idea alon
the way. I'm going ahead with it. You won't like it, I think. I don't like i
either. But we're going to do it." .

Michael studied Yaweh for a moment, then he slapped himself on the chest.
Dust sprang out. Michael brushed at his right arm and sides.

"I see," said Yaweh, "that you've had a lol{lflg trip, Would Is;pu like me to
wait before describing Abdiel's scheme?" Michael shook his head. "No.
Does it have to do with the gathering of angels I've been hearing about?"

Yaweh nodded, )

"All I'.lglll‘lt. You'd better tell me about it, then."

"All right, But first—did you see Raziel, by an%chance?"

"I saw him near the battle, just before it ‘began. He asked me a few
questions about Satan's attack on Abdiel." . .

"Good," said Yaweh. "Now let me tell you what your task is to be—if you
are wllhnlg."

Michael nodded sharply. )

"You will be leading a new order of anfels that L am creating. They are to
number one thousand. I have, in the last few days, created an order of
which the archangel Yahriel is chief. They number five hundred. They are
called Dominions. They will be in amongst the angels we are gathering, to
make sure there are none within who wish to disrupt the assembly. Your
order is to be called Virtues. You will keep your forces at the edge of the
gath.erlngl and watch for anyone trying to disrupt it." .

Michael's brows came together. "Betore I answer you," he said, "I want to
hear what this is about." )

"Of course. Sit down, and I'll explain." . .

Yaweh motioned tg a' Seraph, who brought a chair for Michael.

"Now, here's the idea"

Nine

So spake the Omnipotent and with his words All seemed well pleased;
all seemed, but were not all.

—Milton, Paradise Lost, v:616-617
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"T'll sgpak for about half an hour," said Yaweh some days later. "Then you
and Abdiel will begin."

"Begin what, exactly?" asked.Ra{)hael.

"The first ste]ﬁ will ' be to unify them, to get the energy from all of them
flowing to me, through you."

"I think I can do_that." . .

"And what," said Michael, "will I be doing?" .

"As I told you before, Michael, you and your Virtues—do you have them

et, by the way?"
yet, by y? . "
es. One thousand angels, with swords.

"tG%Odﬁ You will encircle the gathering and look for any danger from
outside.

"You're worried about Satan, then?"

th "Son%q'what," admitted Yaweh, looking uncomfortable. "Also Lucifer and
e rest.
”" ”"

"Good. As to the details of the casting," he told R&;‘phael, "you must speak
to Abdiel. I will be holding in m¥ mind’the image of what'I want to appear,
and I will alwaﬁf have control of the energy. I can direct it, but Abdiel knows
best how to gather it." .

"All right. T'll go speak to him then." . .

;:gﬁod. 1A?tn'('i when you're done, tell him I'd like to see him."

right.

Rapha%l swept 1%f.acefully from the room.

"Yaweh?" said Michael.

"Yes?"

"Is this... necessary?"

"Yes, I think it is."

"All right." )

Michael left. Yaweh_ stared Stl'al%{lt ahead. Necessary? Yes, exactly as
necessary as the Plan itself. Unless Raziel had found something. That one
"unless," But where was he? . . . )

Yaweh was shaken out of his reverie some time later by Gabriel
announcing Abdiel's arrival.

"Come in, Abdiel." .

"Thank you, Lord. You wished to see me?" . ) ) )

Abdiel took a seat near the throne. Yaweh studied him as if looking for
something in particular, then spoke.

"Yes. I take it a]l went well with Raphael."

"Yes, Lord," said Abdiel. . . L.

"Good," said Yaweh. He shifted his position, gripping the arms of the
th'I;‘@o(ne. LI'VS‘?I')'een thinking about the speech I'll be giving."

es, Lord?

"Your idea was for me to make these statements as if they had always
been true." . .

"Yes, Lord. I think that is best." . L.

Once more, Yaweh shifted. "But Abdiel—I am not at all sure that it is the
case.

Abdiel's eyebrows came togl(lether. "But—" he stopped, and considered
things for the space of a dozen heartbeats. '"You aren't sure, you said. I don't
understand—how could it not be the case?" Yaweh shook his head. "It isn't
exactly wrongkbut—.lt's a new way of loqkln%lat things. I'm not used to it.
I've always looked at it as something that ']1uSt appened. I'm not saying that
another interpretation is untrue, merely that I see it dlffqrentlly." .

"But why do so, Lord? If you present it as I suggest, it will help our project.
And, as you just said, it isn't wrong to look at it this way. At worst, you are
being more positive about things than you normally would. But you are
doing this in order to help. What is wrong with that?" . . .

Yaweh chewed his lip for a while. "I'm not sure, Abdiel. I'll think it
over,

"Thank you, Lord." .

"Now here's another thing "

"Good afternoon, Lord Satan." ) ) .
Satan spun and dropped to one knee, his hand ﬁgomg to the emerald at his
breast. Beelzebub whirled and bared his teetli. Satan stood then, and
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nodded. "Good afternoon, Mephis-topheles. Have you been following me

ong?"
"'%his conversation suddenly sounds familiar."
Beelzebub growled.
Mephistopheles shrugged. "Not more than an hour or so."
"I see. Well, I'm glad you're here. I wanted to thank you."
"For what?' . . .
"For what you did for me—back there. With Michael." .
"I don't remember doing anything with Michael. You must have mistaken
me for someone else."
"Have it that waﬁ' then." .
"Mind if I ask where you're going?"
"Not at all."

"Well what?" .
'le%gre—oh. Very good." Mephistopheles chuckled. "Where are you
oing?
8 Be%lzebub belgan, "Milord, methinks—"
"I know, Beelzebub. I'm heading toward the center."
"Oh. Then you've heard about it. Well, what are you going to do? Do you
think you can influence it in any way?"

Satan shrugged. "You know me, What do you suppose I'm_going to do?"
"I'd say that you'll tr¥ to stop.it, unless you know what it's really about."
"What makes you think I' don't?"

"DO you‘)"

"Mavbe "

"All right, But you have a few days to decide. Maybe you don't know."

Satan smiled but didn't answer. |

"Or it could be," continued Mephlstogheles ."that you hope for a chance at
Abdiel. While_everyone is_standing there, listening to Yaweh talk about
whatever it is he's talking about, maybe fyou think you can find Abdiel. After
all, not everyone knows you. You could find him, do whatever you do, and be
gone before anyone notices." )

"I like the way your mind works, Mephistopheles. But I don't want to
dominate the discussion. What brings you out here?"

"Much the same as what brings you. I want to get there a day early to see
what's going on, and who's saying what. The same as you, I imagine.

"You have a good imagination.

"Thank you, .. . .

Th(ﬁ looked at each other, Satan in his green and ﬁold standlnlg a bit taller
than ephlstol[l)heles in his black. Beelzebub looked back and forth between
thenlll, aware that they were communicating on some level that he couldn't
reach.

"You know what m%' ]froblem is?" said Satan at last.

"As a matter of fact, I don't, Lord Satan."

"I have trouble making up my mind."

mm.

"I do. After all this time, I still haven't decided whether to oppose Yaweh's
Plan. I've been wrestling with it for hundreds of days, now. Isn't that
something?"

"It's something, but—" .

"You, on the other hand, are different."

"Yes?"

"You won't make up your mind. You spend your time tearing other people
down, and exercising the power of your mind and intellect over them, more
for the delight of doing so, it seems, than to accomplish anything. Because
there just isn't anything Kou want to accomplish. You have friends, and you
help them, and you think that that is pnoul;gh. Itisn't. ]

"There are lines beln&drawn, Me]t)hlstol} eles. And the lines can _cut across
friendships as though they weren't there. If you try to balance in the middle,
you make enemies on both sides, .

"You're clever, all right. I'll gtlve you that, and then some. But that isn't
enough. I hope that I'm going to, be allowed to make up my mind, in m
own time, in my own way. But_ if I'm not, I'll commit myself. You won'
thouﬁh. You'll wander alpnﬁltakl%d otshots at everyone, and when the roll

is called you'll be alone in the middle, with both sides looking at you. And
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the best you can hope for is that they'll only spit."

He looked down at Beelzebub. "Lét's go. .

Tltley turned their backs on Mephistopheles and continued toward the
center.

er a league or so, Beelzebub ventured, "Milord?"

"Yes, Beelzebub?" .

"t hou spake on some event at the center of Heaven, of which I knew
nO .

"Ah, yes. That. There is to be a gathering of all the hosts near the Palace.
Yaweh is going to speak to them, and there may be more to it."

"I knew not of this, milord. How didst thou learn of it?" .
"Why, Beelzebub, Mephistopheles just told us. Weren't you listening?"
They continued walking in silence.

"Well, my friends, that's all that I know. What do you think, Lilith?"

"I don't know, Asmodai. It is certainly important, and it must be
connected tg the Plan in some way, but I don't know how. Lucifer, have you
any guesses?

‘t [’i don't know what it means, but I think we ought to be there, whatever
itis.

"I a%lree."

"And I altSQQ', but—what do we do there? Just watch?"

not?

"I think we have to be ready to do something. Who knows what is goin% to
happen? The way the_ talk has been going, he's liable to announce the
be'ghnnlng of the Plan right now."

e wouldn't!"

"Why not, Lilith?" "Well, because of us." ]

"He mlgiht decide that's the best waﬁ to deal with us."
"I'm not sure that I like the idea of being 'dealt with.'"
"None of us does, Lucifer, but—" . .

"What I mean is that I'm f)eg1nn1ng to agree with Asmodai. We should be
ready to do something, if we have to."

"I don't know what you mean." .

"Neither do I, to tell you the truth. Asmodai?"

"I think you and I ought to get to work. We still have a couple of days; I'd
like to see how much the two ot us working together can do."

"What do you mean?" .

"I think I know. He means, weaPons, Lilith. He wants_to go there
carrying as many as we can, so if we find ourselves in a situation where we
wish to arm largé numbers of the hosts, then—"

"Rubbish." .

"What do you mean, Lilith?"

"You're talking nonsense. Arm the hosts? Large numbers? How?"

"Well, we declare ourselves—" .

"Oh, come, Lucifer. Who is ﬁ?lng to listen to us?"

"We're archangels and Firstborn. They'll listen—" ) .

'To other angels. We're the ones who've been coming up with these
plans, and scheming against them."

"What do you mean?" _ L. .

"The Plan’itself, Asmodai. To the hosts, this is the work of the Firstborn
and the archanﬁels." ...

"We hayven't been doing it; it's Yaweh and—"

"What is there to separate us from them in the _eyes of the hosts? How
many have you spoken to? When did you make it clear to the hosts of
H('a'za;erllltliat we oppose Yaweh?"

o e , LN ] -
:%{1 ht. There is only one of us who's done that, and he never set out to."
atan,
"Exactly," . )
"Then without him, we haye nothing?" )
"Baswal]i\;,lAsmodal, that is exactly what I'm saying."
"He's awlully hard to convince, as I'm sure you recall."

"But that's what we must do, if we're going to do anything. We either
convince Satan to join us, or we wrest from him the leadership of the hosts
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who fear the Plan. Anything else is a waste of time."

"But the weapons—"_ = =

"Forget them, Asmodai. If it comes to a need for wga%ons, we'll have them
because the hosts that Yaweh has already armed will be on our side. If the
hosts aren't on our side, then all the weapons you could invent won't make a
bit of difference."

"I see what you mean." .

"So do I. But Lilith, I'm not sure you're going far enough."

"How do you mean that?" . . .

"I'm not sure that we should be trying to convince Satan at all. I think we
Sh'p]l).lld be tg};lng to undo the damageé we've done."

amage?

"Damage caused by inaction. We should be showing the hosts that we
? pose the plan, and ‘that, if they oppose it as well, they can trust us to lead

em.

"How do fyou propose doinlg( that?" . . .

"In the first place, I think we ought to be at this gathering Yaweh is
calling. And when he gives his speech, maybe we can give one of our own."

"Hmmmm. Not a bad idea at all, lover.'

"Thank you. Asmodai?" S

;:Wel_)lﬁ I'still like the idea of building weapons."

"But... all right. I'm convinced."
;:Goodi. We have a couple of days. I want to rest."

"And L

"You're back!"
"What's wrong with it, honey?"
;:that?"Oh. You're jesting."
orry.
She gave forth a laugh that sent the waves reeling. "Don't be. It's been so
10{1;15t 'smi:le I'Vﬁthgard anyone jest that I was afraid we'd all forgotten how."
s all right.

L_i'%vlell, Hal'(ilt, how did you fare?" "Not well, honey, but I'm all right now.
ilith rescued me.

"T'm ﬁrateful to her. And to many others."

"Yeah. But don't worry. You'll pay 'em back."

"Maybe. Harut?"

"Yeah, honey?"

"Could you play me a song?"

i | Cz'l'l;l't. My instrument was lost."

"I could sing you one."

"But your, cithara}"

"Asmodai will build me another one."

"Then I'll be grateful to him, too," ]

Harut smiled’and shook his head. He seated himself on a rock and began
slapping his hand on his knee, his eyes closed. After a moment, he began to

sing.

From the four Regencies of Heaven, they came. Tens_ of thousands_of
anﬁels, hundreds of archangels, all gathering on the hill beneath Yaweh's
palace

. At the top of the hill was a platform with great horns set next to it, These,
it was said, would carry Yaweh's voice to everyone who was gathered there.

Some had been there two days, some three, and some were just now
arriving, weary and footsore, to cast themselves down on the ground and
rest for a time. It was, only a matter of hours, now, until he appeared. The
restlessness and feelings” of expectation spread through the crowd and
infected each angel present. L. .

It was curious to note that there was no division or seﬁlaratlon between
angels and archangﬁls, as _if the coming presence of the eldest of the
Firstborn was enough to make any other division among them trival. .

They looked up the long expanse of greenery and waited, and the tension
grew.
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Soon, they told themselves, soon.

"Abdiel!"
"Yes, Lord Yaweh?" .
T've J‘I)I"St heard from Yahriel."

"Yahriel. Chief of the order of Dominions."

"Oh. Yes, Lord?" "He says that he needs hellp. There are more ang)els out
there than his Dominions can cope with. Are all of your Thrones back?"
diel swallowed. "Yes, Lord, but—" .

"Is there any reason why they can't help keep th;ﬁgs orderly?"

"No, Lord, but will a mere two hundred make a difference?"

"Maybe. We should try, at any rate."

"As you wish, Lord. But am I not needed elsewhere?"

"That's true, Is there someone among your Thrones that you can trust to
lead in your place?" . .

Abdiél breathed a silent sigh of relief. "Yes, Lord. I can find someone."

Zai)hkiel walked along the {)erimeter of the crowd. From time to time an
angel would begin shouting at an angel next to him over a place in the grass
to sit. Then Z’aﬂ)x kiel would look at one of the Thrones, and indicate with his

eyes, and the Throne would go and speak quietly until the trouble was settled.
That lfatCh Throne carried a naked sword in his hand may have helped
somewhat.

At one point he met Yahriel, who was engaged much the same way. They
nodded without speakm%il Sometime later he met Michael, who was
watching the area beyond the edge of the gathering. Zaphkiel bowed low.

"Zaphkiel." .

"These seem to be Abdiel"s angels."
"They are." .

"Yet you seem to be leading them."

"Well?"
"He's busyi
"] see. We
"I hope so. . .
Michael cocked his head and studied the other.
"You don't say much, do you?"

They stood lookin%at each other. Michael felt uncomfortable. If Zaphkiel
felt uncomfortable, he didn't show it. After a moment, Michael moved on.

Zaphkiel continued, his eyes always moving. Suddenl¥, there was a low
rumbling sound. Zaphkiel identified it as the sounds of thousands upon
thousands of angels, all 51gjh1ng or mutterlné“flt the same time. The sound
beﬁan near the top of the hill and spread backwards. . .

e looked up at once and saw_a distant figure that he identified as
Raphael. Next to her he recognized Abdiel. The two of them were walkin

toward the platform, and there was a continuing rumble from the gathere

:1', I'm sure you'll be of help to Yahriel."

angels.

faphkiel shifted his eﬁes to the Palace and saw an an%el he assumed to be
Gabriel leading some dozens of_ angels toward the platform. Next came
twenty angels led by Uriel. In their midst walked Yaweh, barely to be seen.
The shouts from the host were nearly deafening.

Yaweh walked up to the platform. . )

Haglng seen all there was of interest, Zaphkiel returned to scanning the
crowd.

"Tis strange, milord, that none can see us, yet we are so near."

Satan shrugged. "We can hardly see them. It works out."

"Verily, milord." . .

Theﬁ sat within a small grove of trees just over the hill from the platform.
They had made_their way in the night, and remained still and silent. The
trees, were thick, but sound carried well, and there were many angels
walking nearby.
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:'The‘)%ound of angels yelling, milord."

"Methinks the time of Yaweh's speech draweth nigh."

"I imagine so." ] ]

At that moment, there was sudden silence in the center of Heaven. Yaweh
had raised his arms.

"I am Yaweh," he said, and through the trumps at his sides his voice
carried to every corner of the hill and valley. "I welcome each of you."

He paused and turned his head to look across their great expanse. He
lowered his arms and continued.

"Each of you may be at ease, and be assured that I know you, and love you
all. T have gathered you together today, in part, to tell you that. You have
come, in part, because you know it already.

"This is as it should be. "I existed, timeless and eternal, alone in the void,
from the beginning. This you know, because the beginning was when I cameé
to be. Before me, there was onlﬁ flux. |

"After me, there will be only flux again." .

He stQPped to let that have'its effect. He wondered about the truth of it
but put it out of his mind. In a certain, poetic sense at least, it was true. Tha
would have to be enough. Unpleasant as it was, he could not fail in his duty
to the hosts over a matter of interpretation. And as he looked through the
gathe.rlﬂ§ and saw the effects his words were having, he knew that Abdiel
was right.

For gi. time there were murmurs throutée;l;)ut the valley and hillside, mostly
consisting of, "Did you hear that?" and, "What did that mean?" . .

Yaweh raised_his arms and there was silence again. Then_he said, "I did
not know I was lonely, at first, because I had never been unalone. But I was
alone, and wished for others like myself." This was possible, He wasn't
really aware of the very beginning—he couldn't remember when he had
become aware of himself as such. He made a note to ask Lucifer about thijs,
then remembered that he couldn't. He shook the mood off and continued.

"I reached into the flux, and I drew forth the Firstborn, as, indeed, they
have done for the archangels, and the archangels have done for the angels,
and the anﬁels will do for whomever follows.

"This is how it was. This is not how it must be.

"I envisioned a place where there would be safety for those made bﬁ,the
flux, whom the flux wishes to have back. Thus, Heaven came to be. Those
who were with me during the time known as the First Wave helped to build
and extend it. Those who came later did the same. Thus, Heaven is here for
us all, though we must defend it from the flux.

"This, too, need not be, . ] ]

"I have said that this will end—that we need not live in fear of
cacoastrum, that there will be a time of peace.

"This ]l)(eace is coming. But, as L have OPened my heart so that you mat}l'lbe,
now I ask that my gift be returned. I ask that each of ¥ou think of me wi
love, so that we may all become one, and together establish a realm of
peace, harmony, and love.” "Milord, what means this?" . .

"I don't know, Beelzebub, I wish I knew whether he believed all of this

himself, or why he's saying it if he doesn't. But don't speak. I want to hear
mgore.

"Aye, milord."

"What is he doing, Asmodai?"

"I don't know, Lucifer. Should we move?"

"Idon't think so, yet."

"Why not, Lilith?' . .

"Because we don't know what he's doing. There has to be a point to all of
these claims—"

"These lies!" ) ]

"As you wish. There has to be a point, and he hasn't reached it."

"Do'we want him to?"

"I th{n"k so, Asmodai. If for no other reason, then to know what we're up
against,

'Maybe. What do you think, Lucifer?"
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"I'm still not certain. But let's wait a bit longer."

"Sith?"

"Yes?"

"Why are you on your knees?"

"I don't khow."

"Oh."

::II\T(')W you're on your knees too. Why?"

"I feel terrible about what we said, you know—what we were talking
about... before."

e too,
"What should we do?"
"Let's just listen. Mayl)elh'g'll tell us."

Oka ..)')('ou know, Kyriel?
"If he h"sked me to... do what we were talking about, before—"
"I'd do it."

"Me too, Sith." As Yaweh stood before them in silence, many fell to their

ees.

Yaweh surveyed them for a moment longer, then spoke again.

"We will join together, and make something more than any of us can be
alone. Look around you. Your brothers and sisters are all around_you. As
You love me who créated you, and I love you whom I have created, so you

ove each other, who were created together.

_ "Now rise, all of you, and join together before me. Come closer now, here
in front of me, so you are as one. That is well. Breathe together and think
together and be together. Yes. Even closer now, all of you, so you are as

ne.
"Do you feel how I love you all? Can you return my love for you? Try...."

Abdiel turned to Raphael and whispered, "He speaks well. I'd never have
thought it."

Raphael didn't answer, . .

"I think we should begin," said Abdiel.

"Very well."

"Can you remember what to do?"

"I remember," . .

Abdiel closed his eyes and felt Rﬁphael next to him. The two became as
one, and then Yaweh was there, guiding and leading, and slowly, the angels
of Heaven were there, too. ) )

A few at first, and then gradual]_f more and more. Abdiel felt Yaweh begin
the workm%—.begln to turn the illiaster into a form that he could use, to
create, and bring about his desires. . .

Still more anglels joined. Abdiel felt the force of Yaweh's will commanding
the force of the illiaster in nearly all the hosts of Heaven. .

Abhdiel had never had a notign_of Yaweh's tremendous will. Otherwise, he
would never have entertained fanciful thoughts of turning this event in a
direction of more direct use to himself. But Yaweh was in total command of
the energy—his will dominated the three of them; the force of his mind
overpowered them. ] ]

Some of those in the front began to sway, but they didn't seem to notice.

Yaweh was utterly silent and motionless as he worked, and nothing came
closer and closer to bec.omm%(somethmg. Angels near the front began to fall
over, and those further in back were wavering.

Abdiel and Raphael felt the lines of tension from Yaweh as surely as they
felt the lines of force from the assembled hosts.

Then, taking a deep breath, Yaweh began in earnest.

Ten

And all those souls joined in a holy dance, and then, like shooting
sparks, gone instantly, they disappeared behind the veil of distance.
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—Dante, Paradise, Canto vii:7-9

Lucifer, Lilith and Asmodal watched 1n silence as the ceremony contmued
ey saw those m the front fall mgt those behind begin to sta er,
didn't say anyth %1 After a time hey saw Yaweh close his eyes, ow s ea [,
and begin to work is hands in and out of fists. Lilith said, ' at is he doing?'
don know, Lucifer answered. "I can tell that he's drawm on his illiaster,
but—" "More than that," said Asmodai. "Look closer. He's drawing on the
illiaster of every one of those angels."
"You're right!" said Lucifer in wonder. "How can he do that?"

"I don't know. But he seems to have them, doesn t he?"
"Yes. I think we missed our chance to do anything.'
"I agree. Well, what now?"
"I want to see the rest of th1s," said Lilith.
"Yes, so do—what's that?’
As they watched, Yaweh spread his hands, and a glowing ball appeared in
the air before him. The three leaned forward and stared.

Yaweh continued, forcin § his will u]i{)n the illiaster that had begun to take
shape between his Flands bdiel and Raphael were sweating now, directing
the energy toward hi

Yaweh was up to the hard part, It wasn't simply a matter of d01 1t he
was creating a, 1ng that no angel had_ever before attempted, and the level

detail re uired was more than he had ever had to deal with. In a lucid
moment e found himself suddenly wishing Asmodai were there,

This brought him _back to memories of why Asmodai wasn't, and his
concentration was almost broken by a sudden spasm of anger directed at
Asmodai, Lucifer, Satan, and the rest.

This, too, went into his creation.

"SithT' "Eh what""
"I... someth 1ngI apPened I fell over." "Me, too. What was it?"
dus

i | don't felt dizzy, and... then I was down here."
"] fee ra1ne

"Yes Me, too.'

"Can ’Fou see what s going on up there?"

::1(\;1(; ere are still some people standing in front of me.'
nyes, rlll%"
Would ou m1nd getting off me?"
"What? Sorry.
"Thanks
i | th1nk I can get up now.'
"Good luck."

"Thanks."
"Well done. Can you help me now?"

"I'll try. My legs feel weak." "Okay Ah! There. Wait... good. Thank you."
"You' %'e weélcome. Let's—Sith!"

"L k' "

"Where? Oh... by the flux! Now who is that?"

He grew from nothing, and stood before Yaweh, tall, strong and {)owerful.
He had a full black beard a mass1ve chest, and’a large head full of black
hair. His ea/es were set eep n of a p1erc1n brown
He stoo before them na his hands at his s1des, the muscles of his
chest and legs standing out 11)1 rominently. He turned and looked fully at
Yaweh. Then, before them all, he droppe to his knees and bowed his head,
clasping his hands in front of him
Yawe walked forward once_more to the edge of the platform and he
spoke say1n§ "This %y I have brought forth him whom I declare to be my
son. e will be called shuah for he will save us from our su ering.
"I _give him to you, to lead ¥ou through the coming ¥ls when our
hlards f1tps will increase tenfold, that our joy may 1ncrease a thousand-fold
ereafter.
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"Yeshuah, created by love before you all, and no other, is rightful king of
Heaven, and he who ‘does not accept his law or dlsobe¥s.hlm earns my
wrath and shall be expelled from Heaven on that day. For this I can do—the
Walls of Heaven are not such that they cannot be opened to permit me to
return to the flux any who reject the law of Heayven as I declare it to be—for
the good of us all. T have lived alone amid only cacoastrum—who among
you could do this?" . .

His eyes had taken on a burning aspect that those in the front could
clearly See. Now they softened, L

"My peogle " he said, his voice low, "it grieves me to threaten, and to say

ou must do this, or you cannot do that. It hurts me. But it hurts me more

0 see you destro(i'ed 1‘17 the mindless enemy that lives_ outside. Destroyed by
the hundreds and by the thousands. I will not permit it if I can stop it. Now,
I can stop it, Now, no one will keep me from stopping it. And now, he who
will lead us in this is here.

"Now, all of ¥0u who have seen the birth of him who will save us, paﬁ/ him
homage. I am Yaweh, I have created Heaven and I am father to you all. As
you love me, let Yeshuah, my son, begotten before you all, be my arm _
amongst you." He stepped back then and made a sign for Yeshuah to rise

and stand by his side. Then all the hosts of Heaven before them

fell to their knees and bowed their heads. . .

Yaweh felt the waves of love and adoration directed at him

and at his son, and he basked in them. He smiled. He logked

out upor& those tens of thousands of angels, and he saw that it

was good.

"Milord? What means this, what we have seen?"
"I'm not sure, Beelzebub. I had no idea he could do that."
"Do what, milord?" . . ees
"What he f]l‘lllSt did. You saw—he created a being himself, out of illiaster
taken from the angels. I'm... amazed." . .. .
"Aye, milord. Amazed, verily. But what of his speech. What signifies it?"
"I'm_not certain. It's obvious that he has some scheme of how to use this,
bu}t1 I dogi't" even know what he wants anymore, much less how he plans to
achieve it,
h " WV hat he desires, milord? Certes 'tis clear—'tis all for the Plan that—
ark!
"What is it?" .
"Can'st thou not hear, milord?" ..
"Your ears are better than mine, Beelzebub. What is it?"
"Conversation, milord. They speak in whispers, yet 'tis nlﬁh."
"Which way? I'd like to know who it is that also wants to hide. Where are

they?
"Ihis way, milord."

Lu.Dcvifer looked around quickly. "Did either of you hear something just
now?

The others shook their heads. Lucifer shrugged. .

"Well," said Asmodai. "Now we know. What do you think?"

"What do At,gou think?" asked Lilith. .

"L" said Asmodai, "am disgusted. Look at them out there, groveling to
that... that... thing."” . .

"I see what you mean," said Lucifer.

"Don't you feel it?"

"Yes," said Lucifer slowly, "I feel it. But I guess it's different for me."
"What do you mean?" . L. .

"Remember, I was with him from the beginning. I know what he was like
before, and I see what he's become now. I don't know what he's going to be
like in a hundred days—or ten. It's sad. You feel for those who are

roveling, and that's good. But I feel for the one who is making them grovel.

%Vhat's happened to him, Asmodai? You knew him. Did he ever seem to you
someone who would fiil his_palace with angels, armed with swords to
prevent anyone from seeing him? Who would fell such a lie as to say that he
was responsible for us all? o would make thousands of angels bow down
to him?Is that the Yaweh you knew before?"

"No," said Asmodai slowly, "it isn't."
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"So what has happened to him?'

"I don't know."

Lilith cleared her throat, They looked at her.

"Yes, Lilith? What is it?" .

She shook her head. "No, I don't have an answer to your question. But
I've seen enough. Let us leave, now."

" o where?"

ere.
"Anﬁv(\i(.) what?" .

"Anything. I can't take any more of this." .

"All'right. I think it's time we found Satan. I'm still not sure what we're
§/i)1n to say to him, but we should at least let him know what has happened.
af' e he can eg(clplaln ittous." . . ]

"I agree," said Asmodai. "It is time to find the Lord Satan, and tell him
that the time has come for him to act. If he is the one that the angels will
look to, we must have him for—" .

"Drop it, Asmodai. You're dreaming. The angels aren't going to look to
anyone, now. They've been too thoroughly takenin,"

"Are you telling' me we've lost? Before we've even begun?"

"Can’you look out there and tell me anything different?"

"Please," said Lilith, "Let us leave here." .

"All right," said Lucifer. "Let's go back to Asmodai's home and figure out
how we're going to find Satan."

"All right," said Asmodai. "For whatever reason."

They stood as one and left the woods. "I don't see anyone now."
A "NO(Ii do I, milord. Yet Iheir scent doth linger. Twas Lucifer, Lilith, and
smodai.
"Do you think we should try to find them?" "An thou wouldst. I can
fo}{ow(zi them." "Then let's see'where they went, if we can." "Aye,
milord.

Harut stiffened and turned his head from side to side, slowly, as if he were
looking for something. Then he stood and took the path his feet knew so
well, to the ledge by the shore. He wasn't surprised to hear Leviathan
already swimming toward him.

"You felt it, too?"

He nodded. . .

She said, "Any idea what it was?"

"No," he said. "You?" )

"It felt like the start of a Wave, but different, somehow."

"You felt the flux?" . . . .

"Maybe," she said, her voice sounding confused and hesitant. "I wish I
knew what it meant." )

"Someone is doing something."

"Yaweh's speech?"
"Maybe." .
"Lucifer, do you think?"
"I wish I knéw."
"Should I try to find out?"
L... wish you wouldn't. I'd like you to stay here."
"All rlﬁht, ' he said softly.
"I wish... never mind." .
1'1:1 %(}III_OV'\", honey. I do too. But he's gone. He wouldn't want us to dwell on it
ike this.
"I know. But it still hurts, sometimes. And then sometimes I become so
angrlﬁr when I think about it that I don't trust myself."
"That's not a good way to be."
"I know. But what can 1 do?" .
"Don't dwell on it. Think about other things."
"Such as?"

"I don't know." "Sing for me, Harut?"
"All right," he said. ]
And he did so while they waited.
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Zaphkiel fell to his knees and bowed his head_for what felt like the right
lelﬁg& of time, then rose and resumed studying the angels around him.

e decided that there weren't going to bé any immediate problems, so he
moved toward the tO]tg of the hill where he could ﬁgt a better view. Presently
he came across gne of his Thrones still kneeling, his head bowed.

Zaphkiel touched him on the shoulder. The figure remained motionless.
Za’Phklel struck him sharply in the back. . .

khg angel looked up and focused in on him. "Why did you do that?" he
asked.

"What is your name?" asked Zaphkiel.

"Camael.

"Get up, Camael. We have work to do."

"Oh. I was overcome by " He gestured vaguely toward
the top of the hill.

We haven't time to be overcome."

"All right. What do you want me to do?"

"Go_through the host, finding the rest of us, and gather them together
here. I'll give further orders then."

;:All (i'lg t.", Klv."

nd go quickly.

"All Tighet Y ,

Camael_ gave a _slight bow—he wasn't sure why—and began mgvin
through the crowd as quickly as he could, looking for Thrones. Zaphkie
continued standing where he was, waiting.

Michael, alone among them all, had not fallen to his knees. He stood,
staring blankly at Yaweh and Yeshuah, and wondered what it all meant. __

His puzzlement had begun at Yaweh's speech. Could Yaweh have believed
those things? Could they be true? Why was he saying them?

. Then, as the rest of the scheme unfolded, even th01(1§h he had been in on
it, he found himself filled with a deep sadness. He had known that Heaven
was changing; he hadn't realized how much. He still believed fervently in the
Plan; he wondered whg these things were necessary for it to work.

.Slov‘\/r\lzy the angels began to rise. The Virtues began to assemble around
him. Without any conscious decision, he found himself beginning to walk,
moving around the assembled angels, looking for problems, knowing he
wouldn't find any. . . . . .

His head turned this way and that, without reglsterlnf anything he saw.
He felt a strange wetness on his cheek, and wondered at it.

Zaphkiel looked over the Thrones, quickly counted them, and nodded to
Camael. He began leading them, looking through the host, missing no details,
yet seeing nothing that requlrea attention. .

After a time, as more and more of the angels began to rise, Camael

approached him.
Ph aphkiel?”
"‘Yes‘)"

"Do }';ou think there will be problems? Now? After what has happened?"
0.

"Then why—"
"It is wha¥we are to do." . .
Camael looked at him, then bowed his head and steP{)ed back. Zaphkie]

continued walking, looking and sensing the mood of the angels around

im.

On the platform, at the tOP of the hill, Yaweh and Yeshuah stood next to
each other, their hands held up and palms outward. They bowed, and
together the¥ left the platform and returned to the Palace, the Cherubim
%)eaﬁhn t:illnd he Seraphim surrounding them. Raphael and Abdiel walked

ehin em.

The mass of an§els began to drift away. Zaphkiel watched closely, lookin
for. any possible trouble, but ngone came. The .angtels dlsi)ersed quietly an
qulcklﬁf each seemingly Tost in thought or sharing

Zaphkiel nodded his satisfaction.

Michael g.t;athered the Virtues, Yahriel gathered the Dominions, and
Zaphkiel gathered the Thrones, They met near the bottom of the hill and
began the long march back up it toward the Palace. Michael turned to look

houghts with one other.
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at Zaphkiel from time to time, as if he was going to say something, but he
never spoke. Zaphkiel, for his part, didn't seem to notice. .

Suddenly Zthklel stopped, "Bide," he said, and sprinted off into the
small woods they were passing. He disappeared from view for several
moments, then réjoined the others.

"What was it?" asked Michael. .

"There were angels watching from there. I guess they didn't want to be
part of the event.'

Michael nodded. . .

From behind them, Camael said, "That grove has been defiled by their
presence. We should cut it down." ~ | |

They made the rest of the journey in silence.

_Far to the north, under mountains known for vulcanism, Belial turned in
his sleep. One of his great efves opened, and he looked around the chamber
where only he could see, but there was nothing. .

He wondered what it was that had disturbed him, .

Then, he sensed something. A strange feeling, almost as if a Wave were
beginning, but different somehow—controlled. He thought about following
it to see what it was, but after a time it stopped.

It continued to disturb him, though. _ . .

After, a few hogurs, he returned to his sleep, but it was not as deep a
sleep—it was as if he expected to be disturbed aglam. .

His great eyes closed, there in die dark, and all was silence.

Eleven

Woe unto them who are wise in their own eyes. And prudent in their
own sight!

—Isaiah, 5:21

1.flt\’le l?i.stt(,)lpheles spotted them going through the woods, and his eyebrows
ifted briefly,
So, he degide(.l they were watching, eh? That's interesting. I wonder what
thfif' thought of if all. . . .
.He debated speaking to them, but didn't. Instead, he listened to their
discussion, or as much of it as he could catch. It was enouﬁh to allow him to
conclude safely that there had been still others in the woods,
After the pair had passed him, he slipped by and set off after the ones
who must be ahead. He hurried, hoping to catch them soon.

"Do you feel arﬁbetter now?"
:;}i(;s, {iu(;lfﬁ{'. Thank you. I couldn't take that."
s all right.
They had igeft the area of the Palace behind them and were

apgroaching Asmodai's home. They had moved quickly, putting them well
ahead of those who had actually been involved in the events, for these latter
were walking slowly, as if still in a stupor.

"I'm surprised," remarked Asmodai, "that we haven't been harassed—or
even visited." ) )

"Don't expect it to last," said Lucifer.

"I won't,' . ) . )

They walked a little further, and Asmodai's home came intg view.

"Where should we begin looking?" asked Lucifer. "He could be anywhere."

"I know. What I'd like to do is to get Mephistopheles to find him, but I
still don't trust him." ___ . . .

"That's wise," said Lilith. "He's not committed yet—if he ever will be."

"He's committed to Leviathan," said Asmodai.

Lilith shrugged.

"In any case, he isn't here. How do we find Satan? Do you suppose he
went to visit Leviathan?" |

"He may have," said Lucifer. "He never had a chance to speak to her."

"He may haye indeed," said a voice, "but he didn't."

The three of them stopped and spun. Lucifer's hand went to the wand at

'
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his side, "How long have you been behind us?"
"This is becoming boring," said Mephistopheles.
"Answer mﬁf (iuestlon!" )
Mephistopheles shrugged.. "Not tog long. I've been trying to catch up to
}Itqu.t You've been walking quickly. I wish you wouldn't do that, by the way.
s tiring.
Lucifelg”s nostrils flared. "Why were you following us?" .
The dark angel shrugged. "To tell you what I've just told you. Satan did
not go visit Leviathan.'
Lucifer began, "How do you—"
"Where did he g0, then?" asked Lilith.
"He came here."
"What do you mean?" . L.
"Do you think you three were the only ones in that small wood, which just
happened to be ‘the one place where someone could watch and hear “the
entire affair without being seen?" ..
"Are you saying that Satan was there the entire time?"

"Basically, yes." "How do you know?"

Melghlstopheles simply smiled.

"Oh. You were there too, of course."

"Of course." . .

"So," broke in Asmodai, "Satan was there, Where is he now?"

"I couldn't say for sure, but it looked as if he were following the three of

ou.
y Asmodai turned to Lucifer. "What do you think?"

Lucifer nodded. "It could be." .

"Let's gl(; inside," suggested Asmodai.

"All right," said Lucifer.

Lilith nodded. ) ) )

Asmodai turned toward Me hlstO]t)lheles and raised his eyebrows. __ .

"No, thank you," said Mephistopheles. "I wouldn't want to inhibit your
conversation, . . .

Lucifer cocked his head and studied him. "And you'll find out what we
decide anyway, won't you? Whether we choose to tell you or not."
Mephistopheles smiled and didn't answer. .

fter he had left, Asmodai said, "So, should we set out after him?"
"Why?" said hllﬂl,.shrugglng. "As I said before, what will we tell him?"
"I don't know. Lucifer?
"You know how I feel." .
"Oh, yes. You think we've lost already. Well, I think you're wrong."
"Wh N

"You seem to think that, because you see them bowing and scraping to him
and hllsl ;gon,' they aren't ever going to feel any differently."

"Well, look: I'm your friend, am I not?" )
i 'Of cto;llfsf you are, that isn't the point. I don't doubt that you're sincere,
it's just that—
"Please. That isn't what I'm tge.tting at. Okay, you're my friend. Now,
su'plg)ose I were to walk up and strike you?
h? I'd wonder why."

"And suppose I were to do it again? And then again? And then I emerged
from my work.shol(l) with an, exBlodJ_ng rock and threw it at you? And then—"

"Sometime in there," said Lucifer, "I would give you back your gift." He
touched the wand at his side. .

"But I thought you said you were my friend."

"But—]I don't see what you're getting at."

Asmodai shrug.i ed. "After I'm proven your enemy, you wouldn't treat me
as a friend, would you? Well, those an§els are pretty thoroughly taken in,
alpfva. Butt then"Yaweh begins trying to force the Plan on them, we'll have a

ifferent story.

This time chifer shrugged. "That was a nice tale you, concocted, but I'm
not convinced. We're talking about the hosts, not an individual."

Asmodai shoogk his head. "That," he said, "is a very dangerous error. The
'host' you're referring to is nothing more than a collection of individuals. If
3d70u se'(ta th.eI?"as an amorphous mass, you'll be dealing with something that

oesn't exist.
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Lucifer shook his head. Lilith chewed_her lower lip for a moment, then
said, "I'm not certain who is rlﬁht, but it doesn't matter."

Lucifer started to say something, but Lilith held her hand up. .

"What I mean is this: I hayve decided to ogpose Yaweh's plan, I think he's
wrong, and dangerous, and the events of today have proven it. I mean to
oppose him. I wish to see him cast down from his Palace, and I wish to see
him no longer able tgo force his will on me, or the hosts of angels who are
now under his dominign. . )

"Since I will ogﬁ)ose him, eyqryt.hmtg that follows from that I will do. I am
not certain whether Asmodai is'right or not, but I don't think that the next
thing to do is to find Satan in any case." .

"Itisn't?" asked Asmodai. "Then what is?"

"To expose this plan to as many angels as we can, as sQon as we can, To
expose it for what 1t is—a dangerous, frightening gamble with the lives of the
hosts. To expose Yeshuah for what he is—a cheap attempt to fgaln the loyalty
of the hosts to q{revent Jjust opposition. And to expose Yaweh for what hé is—
a deranged, sick angel, whom Raphael should be curing rather than aiding."

"I see," said Lucifer slowly.

"How do you think to do this?" asked Asmodai. "By gatherin%{them
tQﬁether, as inany as we can, and simply speaking to them, even as Yaweh
ﬁl . We 'won't have any tricks, as he did, but we have the truth. That will

ave to serve us.'

"How .do you propose to 1glather all of these angels together?" asked
Asmodai. "Ahd where? And when?" | .

"How? By telling them. Now! While the hosts are still near the center.
We'll spread the word as fast as we can, starting at once. Where?_ I don't
know. And when depends on where, but as soon as everyone can arrive."

"What about Yaweh?" .

"What about him? He can come if he wants."

"That's just it. He will. And he'll bring an army. Then what?" .

"Then,'" said Lilith, "we fight. The angels will see what they are dealing
:fim% ) éi.nd we must be prepared to defend ourselves, and help them in

efending us.

"I think," said Lucifer, "that I like it. Yes! We'll do it, by the flux!"

She leaned over and kissed him quickly. "Good! Asmodai?"

"I'm not sure, I still want to know where." . . .

Lucifer said, "How about near the shores of the sea? Leviathan, I think, is

us. She certainly will be when she hears what happened today, and i
with us. She certainly will be when she h hat h d tod d it
would be %ood to have her with us if there's trouble."

"Not bad," said Lilith. "Asmodai?"

He nodded. "Yes, that might—' .

::No‘!)"" said Lucifer suddenly. "I've a better idea!"

"Yes! We'll solve both of our problems at once. And there's another
advantage, now that I think of it. If Asmodai will take a few minutes to work

1t out wi me, ma be we can show them a tricl'$ or two after all.’

"Just what,' said Lilith, "are you roposingﬁ?1 .
1 er in twenty days— at the

Lucifer smiled. "We will call them toge
Southern Hold." . . . )
Lilith's eyes widened, then she smiled. Asmodai was silent. After a time,
he nodded. "We should begin at once, then." L. .
"No," said Lucifer, "we should wait for Satan, if he is indeed coming here.
Especially if we're going to use his home for this."

Lilith shook her head. "He won't agree to it." "But then—-"

""No, we present it as something already done. Then he will choose."

Lucifer snorted. "If we do that, I can ‘guess which way he'll choose—and
we won't like it." . .

Lilith shook her head. "I'm not so certain. And it's what we have to do."

Lucifer opened his mguth, but Asmodai cut in. "She's right," he said. "I
don't approve of using him either, but we'll never be able to force him to
make a choice any othér way. It's the same as I mentioned before. With the
hosts believing in_the Plan now, he won't be moved by argument; he must
see, experience what this is all about. We'll be hgnest about it— we have to
be. But there isn't any other way to convince him."
Lucifer looked at them, then’sighed. "All right."
"Good," said Asmodai. "Now, what is this idea of yours?"
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"Good day to you."
"Good day to you, my Lord. How may I serve you?"
" at's your name, my friend?"
"I'm called Jetrel, Lord." .
"Jetrel. A Pleasure. I am Asmodai."
"Asmodai! I've heard of you, Lord."
"Nothm% bad, L hope." .
"Not at all, Lord. Itis said you made the sceptre and the sword and—"
"That was all long ago."
"Yes, Lord." .
"T'm ’bulldln%other things now."
"Indeed, Lord?" .
"Yes. Do you know where the Southern Hold is?"
"Yes, Lord." .
"Good. There is to be a gathering there twenty days hence. Tell everyone
you know about it."
"A gathel;ln%, Lord?"
"That's right." .
"What sort of gathering, Lord?" . .
"Well, ¥0u see, Jetrel, not everyone is completely happy with what's been
hq'zgd ((if" he Plan."
ord!
th"W%";'e going to get together and talk about it. Why don't you try to be
ere?

"Lord, I—" "Think about it, all right?"
"Yes, certainly, Lord, but—"

"And tell everls;one you know, okay?"
"I will, Lord, but—

"Fare well, then, J etrel."

"Farewell, Lord Asmodai."

"They seem to have left again. Can you pick u][l) their trail?" "No, milord.
The tracks are too numerous." "Hmm. All right, then." "Where to,
milord?" "We may as well.ﬁo home, I sup{)ose." "Wilt thou not speak to
Leviathan, as thou has said thou would'st?" . .
"Maybe, Beelzebub, later. But not now. I'm... tired." "Aye, milord."

'Twenty days, you say?" "
Yes, aweh. hat's what I've heard.

He turned. "Yes, Yeshuah?"
| wou.;'('l like to attend."

"Sword in hand, Father, I would like to attend." )
thY%Weh look at him. "I am pleased by your zeal, my son, but no. Now isn't

e time.

"As you wish, Father."

Yaweh signed for Michael and Raphael to leave. When they had done so, he
sat back to think. His eyes turned to Yeshuah, who met his glance openly
with a smile of affection.

Am I really pleased? he wondered.

"Sith."
"Yes, Kyriel?"
"Have you heard?"

"You're talking about the meeting at the Southern Hold, aren't you?"

"Right." .
"Wﬁat of it?" . .
"Well, I have to say that I'm surprised that there are some who still

opg?se the Plan, even after what happened."
"Yes. But I guess there's no understanding some angels."

"I guess not." "I wonder what Yaweh will do." "Do? VVh¥ should Yaweh
do anything?" "Well, doesn't this threaten the Plan?" "Nothing can
threaten the Plan. Yaweh isn't going to worry about a few hotheads." "I
guess you're right."
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Yaweh tried to think above the noise of the workers putting in a second
throne next to his. He tried to organize his thoughts, blamed the inability to
do so on the noise, and realized that that, too, was a lie. .

er a while he looked at Yeshuah, who stood 137 his side, smiling warmly.
As their eyes met, Yeshuah's face became troubled.

"What is it, Father?" he asked, )

Yaweh's voice was the smallest whisper. "I don't know what to do,
Yeshuah. Now they are conspiring openly against me. They are §01ng to
bring toget,her the hosts and_undo all the good we did. How can 1 stop it
without doing more hurt? And can I let them do this to the Plan?" .

Yeshuah's lt:zyes suddenly moistened, and he dI.'ORPed. to his knees beside
the throne. "Father," he said. "You must do the ri thln%. I know that you
love them—Satan, Lucifer, and the rest, I know, because 1 feel it too. But—
to abandon the Plan—that'is unthinkable, isn't it?"

Yaweh nodded, . .

"But wouldn't it be worse to carry it out, but only part way? To try it, and
have it fail? To lose thousands of angels in vain?"

Again, Yaweh nodded. ) ]

"Then_ it is _no kindness now to show_kindness. If ¥0u act quickly,
decisively, and firmly, we can end this rebelliousness. It may hurt you,
Father, and I feel for that, but what choice do you have? If you make a
single, strong showing, there may not be any need for any nmiore. If you
hesitate, it can only lead to disaster."

Yaweh looked up and searched the other's face. . .
it "I'll think it over," he said at last, his voice still only a whisper. "I'll think
it over.

Camael had no idea what he was doinﬁ there, but it made him nervous. He
had been .lounglpgt around the Palace when sudder.llﬁf Zaphkiel had appeared
with Abdiel, pointed, directly at him, men left without a word. Abdiel had
al[l)proached, called him_ by name, and escorted him to a place just outside
the throne room. Then he had left.

For five minutes, Camael stood there, and he had known days that went
by faste{' lfha(lln those fiV((a1 mlr(llutess. h d tioning him in. H

en the door opened and a Seraph appeared, motioning him in. He was
escorted up to the? throne, where h% wgg flankéd by Abdigel and Michael.
Yaweh looked at him.
Hebowed deenly, "Yes, Lord. H 1 ?"
e bowed deeply. "Yes, Lord. How may I serve you?

"I asked Za hﬂiZI for the name of son¥eone wh)(f) could be chief of a new
order of angels that I am now creating, and he gave me your name."

Camael gasped.

"My name, Lord?" . ]

"Yes. This new order will be called Powers, for through it, the Power of m(?r
will shall be felt throughout Heaven, The order will numper five thousand,
whom ygu will select. " Swords will be provided. You will take these_five
thousand angels and you will go to the Southern Hold. In nineteen days,
there will be a_gathering of miscreant angels there. You will have weapons;
they will not. You will attack them as my right arm. Michael will be there
with one thousand angels called Virtues, Yahriel with five hundred angels
calle;,g Dominions, and Abdiel with the two hundred Thrones. What ‘say
you?

None noticed, but Abdiel paled slightly as Yaweh said this.

;:11\)’1y Lord," stt’a.rtr‘l)r'pered Call)mael, "lgm ﬁ’onored. I don't know what to say."

0 you want it?

"Yes’,f my Lord! That is, if ﬁou think I can do it."

"I think you can. Very well. It is settled. Go and select the angels of your
company.

"Yes, Eord:. At once. And, thank you, Lord."

Yaweh smiled, Camael bowed low and departed.

"He'll do, I think," said Yaweh.

"I hope so, Lord," said Abdiel.

Michael said nothing.

Lilith was tired when she got there, but it was nothing compared_to when
she had run for Belial. She stood b%r the shore for a moment, ﬁaspmg, then
began walking along it. She studied the rolling waves, looking for a break in
em.
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After a time, she saw an angel seated against a rock near. the shore. She
approached and said, "Good a¥ Harut. "Whﬁ, hellg, Lilith. What you
doin' here?" "I have to speak with Leviathan." He nodded. "She'll show
u_p.hitf'gu may as well get comfortable, honey. It could be a while." "All
right.

"Well, what do Xou think? How many will we have?"
"I don't know, Asmodai. I hope a good number."
"Yes. Fourteen more S )
"That's rlght. And we should step up the pace. We're going to have to take
about four days after we get there to set up everything.'
"I know. Lucifer? Do you really think we can pull this off?"
"You mean the trick part?"

"It depends on Leviathan's control of her element. I made a study of it
shortly after it happened. She has a profound control of that water, ‘and it
se'(;ﬁls to e(yﬁgnd"to other bodies of water near her. I think it'll work."

mm. Okay.

"If it doesn'¥ work, it won't matter all that much. The important thing is
going to be the S{)eecfl. I've never given a speech before." .

"Just explain the bare facts. That will do a great deal. Satan will do the

"He certainly can do the rest—but will he?" .

Asdm(')'dal shrugged. "If not, Lilith will speak to them. She's good with
words.

Lucifer smiled. "I know."

"So," said Lilith, "what do you think?" .

"I'm with you," said Leviathan. "I don't know if what you're

domﬁ is right, but what Yaweh is doing is wrong. It's obvious

that he condoned the killing of Ariel, and I can't forgive that.

And what 1you say about this new angel—no. I can't'support

that, and I can't stand neutral." . .

"I'm glad," said Lilith. "What about Lucifer's idea?"

"I think I can do my part. Water is water. But Il wonder

how much good I'll'be able to do, if there's trouble?" "That doesn't
n%ﬁtter. W(i, want the effect." "All right, then." Leviathan looked down at the
other angel.

"What about you, Harut?" "If Lilith will guide me, I think I can walk to the
Southern Hold in ten days." . . .
"I'll guide you," said Lilith. "It is good," said Leviathan.

"I," announced Asmodai, "am beat." .

"That's too bad," said Lucifer. "We haven't started working yet."

"I know. But we made that trip fast, and I'm not cut out for long walks."

Lucifer shrugged. "We gl(()t here ahead of everyone. That's the important
thing. N,qu let's get to work."

"Uh " He looked around the area near the Southern ..

Hold—flat _and rock-strewn, ''There," he announced, pointing to the
northwest. "That will do, I think. I'll mark out the perimeter; you figure
out a way to make the hole."

"What about filling it?" o . .

Lucifer looked at the sky. "Soon," he said, "it will begin to rain."

Abdiel marched at the head of two hundred Thrones. "How does this keep
happening to me?" he wondered. "Every time I begin to think I'm safe,
something comes up." . .

He sighed. He was well aware that Satan would be looking for him, alon§
with Beelzebub and who knew who else? There had to be a way to get out 0
this without lgoking as if he were running from battle. Only four days left,
and they would be there. What he wanted to do was to turn command over
to Zaphkiel and go back home. .

He snal[()ped his .finﬁers..He could... but then, of course, he'd be taking
other risks. What if they didn't show u{) on time?

This wasn't very good, he realized, but it seemed to be safer than the other
way, while looking éven better. And might even do some good.
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Yes, he decided, he'd do it, .
He turned his head. "Zaphkiel!"
Zaphkiel caught up to him.

"Take over here. I'm going up ahead. I have an idea that ought to help.
Make sure you don't delay your attack. Arrive as quickly as you can and
keep a watch on things. When the right moment comes, go ahead. All
right?"

"Yes," said Zaphkiel.

"Good." Abdiel nodded to him and ran on ahead, up the trail and out of

sight.

. %aphkie.l continued walking as he had, but now in the front of the line as if
it were his right and natural place. The Thrones, marching behind him,
hardly noticed the change.

thcéln it an exodus, if you wish to be dramatic. You wouldn't be far wrong, at
a L]

They came from the center of Heaven to its southernmost reaches_ and
1g(illthered there before the Southern Hold. There were some who didn't

ow why they were there, only that friends had told them to be. Others
thm&glilt o hear more of the Plan revealed; still others hoped only for a

ood show.
& But thefv came. By the middle of the allotted day, nearlgi a third part of the
%{ngels of heaven had gathered, including all who dwelt in the Southern

egency.

ow1§, from those who dwelt there, rumors began to spread, and the angels

be§an to cluster around the lake, and it was said that this lake had never
before been there, and those, to whom the sight of the Hold was
commonplace wondered at how it had come to be.

Graduallar, the space near the lake became more and more crowded, but
they feared to touch the water, as if it were cacoastrum itself, They came
near to (llt, and some found stones and threw them in, but nothing unhusual
occurred.,

Soon, they knew, things would begin. By unspoken agreement, they kept
their eyes oh the water and waited.

Satan was starinﬁlout the window at the gathered angels and the new lake
when _he was told that Lucifer wished to be admitted to the Hold, and to see
him. He nodded. When Lucifer arrived, Satan fixed him_with a cold stare
while motioning him to sit down. When he had done so, Satan took a chair
opposite. His eyes never left Lucifer's face.

"Good day, Lord Satan."

"Good day? Is that what you have to say to me? Good day? By the flux? Is
th1§{yoqr doing, Lucifer?"

"Yes it is, Satan. I've brought them."

"You say that pretty calmly!"

"Thank’you very much."

Satan stood (}é‘llickly. "I'm not joking, Lucifer. Do you know what you've
done? 1 don't know what you have Planned, but whatever it is will be
attributed to me. And what about that lake?"

':Asmg'('lal and I built it."

"We needed it."

"Indeed? You are out of your Re%ancy now, Regent of the East."

Lucifer, still sitting, snorted. '"Don't speak to me of Regencies. You saw
what ‘}g"aweh did. Do you think the idea of a Regency means anything any
more?

"You came here and brought with you I don't know how many .anﬁfls, and
dug up half a square _league of my'land, and all you can say is that it is
l§eca1ﬁset9¥'aweh needed some flashy nothingness to get Heaven behind him?

o what?

"Is that how you view what Yaweh did? Flashy nothingness? Humbling all
of Heaven? Those lies—" | ] ]

"They .Vlvegen't lies, Lucifer. Distortions at worst, and not even that,
necessarily.

Lucifer brushed it aside. "I see it as a threat to the freedom of every angel
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in Heaven—that's more than 'flashy nothingness.'"

Satan snorted. . .

"All I‘l%ht, then—see how he reacts to this gathering, and then tell me that
our freedom isn't threatened."

"What do you mean?"

"I think Yaweh will attack us."

"What? Don't be absurd, Wh%?"

"Because_he has no choice, We threaten the Plan. More, we threaten to
expose all the lies the Plan is built on. He has to st%)_p us," .

atan stood and stared down at Lucifer, green fires in his eyes. "I think
that is ngnsense, Lucifer. But if you really believe it, how dare you subject
thousands of helpless angels to ah attack? .

Lucifer looked up at him and smiled shﬁhtl}i. "Not helpless," he said. "That
makes all the difference. They won't be helpless, because you are going to
prepare them." .

Satan's eyebrows climbed. "Indeed?"

"Yes. If they are prepared—if they know they are in danl;gqr and are ready
to face it, the wea]t)ons of the otheirs won't matter. Yaweh is sending their
own_ brothers to attack them. If the Thrones, or whatever, see the hosts
ready to defend them- selves—a united, solid body—few of them will attack.
Therefore, we're asking you to speak to them and prepare them,"

Satan turned and resumed his seat. For long moments, he sat in silence.
::I ink you really believe all this, Lucifer.'

O.
"What if I say no?" . )

"Then Lilith" will speak to them. Think about it, though. You'd be far
more effective." . . . . .

bAgzil!%’ Satan was silent for a time. "All right," he said at last. "I'll think
about it.

Lucifer rose and left the room. Satan wandered back_to the window and
Rresently saw Lucifer emerge, pass through the crowd, and be joined bﬁ
smodai. The i;athered an§els made way for his gold cloak, and he an

Asmodai came to the edge of the water.

o
=R

For a moment they stood there; then the angels around them began to back
away. Soon, even from his window, Satan began to feel the power that they
were calling upon. .

They stood, side by side, hands extended out over the lake. The angels
around them continued to move away, and Satan could hardly blame them.

en there came a faint movement within the water, as if the middile of
the lake were boiling. Steam began to escape from it, and waves began to
lick at Lucifer's and Asmodai's feet. Then, amid a great cloud of smoke and a
bogm%ﬂ ofdwaters and splashing in all directions, a great head appeared, dark
and scaled.

Leviathan stood before them in her power and surveyed them all. There
were cries and screams from the host of angels, and ‘they scrambled to
escape.

But the ang(ials had heard of her, and didn't fear_ her. As the first shock
wore off, and Leviathan remained motionless, silence settled over the
assembly, and those who had fallen regained their feet. . .

Lucifer turned toward them, and in"a clear, piercing voice, which carried
to te.acltl of the thousands of angels there, he said, "We will begin soon. Be

atient.
P Then he and Asmodai walked through them, and so came to the great
doors of the Southern Hold and passed within.

Twelve

Tis V\lrritten: ('11;1 the Beginning was the Word.' Mere am 1 balked: who, now,
can he ord?
The \Rforgi‘.?—impossible so high to rate if And otherwise must I translate it
¥’Py th’elzts'plrlt I am truly taught. Then thus: 'In the Beginning was the
ou
Thig first line let me weigh completely. Lest my imp%tient pen proceed too

fleetly. Is it the Thought which works, creates, indeed
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'In the Be 'nniniwas the Power,' I read. Yet as I write, a warning is
suggested. That I the sense may not have fairly tested, The Spirit aids me:
now I see the light! 'In the Beginning was the act' I write.*

—Goethe, Faust "They seem to be returningt milord," .

. "Ete'% They probably want to wait, to let the tension build before they
start.

"There's contem]l)t in thy voice, milord."

"Hm. Well, shouldn't there be?"

"Perchance, milord. But wilt thou speak to them?"

"Maz'be. We'll see."

"As thou wilt, milord, yet—hark!"

"What do you hear?" "~

"They come anon, methinks."

There was a knock. "Yes?" said Satan. ) . .

Lucifer's voice came from the other side. "I'd like to speak with you again.
Lilith and Asmodai are here." ] )

Satan bit his lip, then shrugged. "All right. Come in."

The door opened. "Thanks,” said Lucifer.

"Sit down.

They sat.

TWellP"

"What do you think about the Plan?" .

"You asked me that once before, Lucifer. At that time, as I recall, you
were for it, and were ulflset that I wouldn't help with it. Now it seems that
you're upset that I won't help against it."

"Things have changed," said Asmodai.

"Such as?"

Satan nodded, slowly. "Yes, there is that. But is that enough to make you
decide that a Plan that will benefit all of us is now somehow wrong?"

"Don't you think it's engugh?" asked Lilith. ..

"It didn't change my opinion of the Plan; it changed my opinion of a few
peoI]t)le, that's all." . . . . .

"It's all a matter of people, isn't it?" said Lilith. "Yaweh is a friend, so
K/})u won't_oppose the Plan, even though you don't like it. You dislike

ephistopheles, so it doesn't matter to you whether he's on our side or the
other side. It's all just a matter o "

Satan shifted uncomfortably. "I'm reminded," he said, "of a conversation

I had with Mephistopheles recéntly. But still— what else can we judge by?"

"How about right and wrong?" said Lilith, a touch of irony in her voice.
"Well, that makes it simple, then, doesn't it? But, as I've said before, I'm
not sure that the Plan is wrong. How can I be? You know what Yaweh is
ho;iln,% to gain, Is that something that is WI‘OI%E? . .

"If it were right, would he haye to do the things he is doing? I'm not even
talking about Ariel, now. I'm talking about what we saw the other day in the
woods, where iqu were watching as we were. Is that an action that conies
from a worthwhile plan?" )

"How should I know what that proves? How_can you claim to know?
Because someone performs an evil action, does that mean it can't be for a
good cause?" . .

"Yes, that is exac't'lx what it means," said Lilith

h

f personalities,' isn't it?
) | 1 !

Satan shrugged. at do you want from me?"

"Everything you have to offer."

Satan” snorted. Lilith continued, "You are known and trusted by man
throughout Heaven. You may not know it, but word spread that you oppose
the Plan at the same time as word spread of what the Plan was. You are
?(ivtv l(t)}(l)ked' to by all those who mistrust it. Your support of us would mean a

ot to them,

Satan shifted in his chair and studied Lilith. Then he turned toward the
others. "Is this true? Am I really 'looked to' by angels I've never met?"

"Yes," said Lucifer. Asmodai hodded. .

. Satan looked from one of them to the other, his brow furrowed. "That's...
interesting," he said. "Beelzebub, what do you think?"

::’Il‘ amazes me not, milord."

see.
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"So, will you speak, Lord Satan?" asked Lilith, watching him_closely.
ou've been standing in the middle—showing opposition, but refusing to
take a stand. You probably thought to make a decision when you had to.
Well, now you haye to." . . .

"Becausé you forced it. That isn't likely to make me feel well disposed
toward your position." .

"I suppose," said Lilith, "that you could say we forced it on you. I would
say that events forced it on us."

Evasion,'" said Satan,__

"Truth," responded Lilith,

"Satan," said Lucifer suddenly.

"Yes?" "It was my idea to use the Southern Hold."

"Well?"

"It was the only place we could find that satisfied all the reiluil.'ements—
and mat's because it is your home. You have la¥led a role in all this, merely
by setting it off, that makes you central—and whether you wanted to be or
not is beside the point." .. ..

There was a brief silence, then Asmodai said, "They are waiting for us."

Satan nodded. "I'll let you know in two minutes. Leave now."

.They stood. "Let's be;iln," said Lucifer. "If he decides to speak, we'll work
him in. If not, we won't." .
"I agree," said Lilith. Asmodai nodded.
They bowed their heads to Satan and Beelzebub, then left the room.
Satan turned to Beelzebub.
wWell2" .
"Tis thy decision, milord." .
"That isn't much help, old friend." . . .
Beelzebub scratched himself with his right hind leg.

|

"What will h%ppen, Father?"

Yaweh looked over at Yeshuah and shrugged. "I can't say for sure. But we
are sending thousands of armed angels with swords to stop them from
orggnlzmg arebellion. I can't imagine our angels failing."

ut what if they do?" ]

"Then we'll do whatever we have to. We_ won't hear anything for at least
another fifteen days, unless someone thinks to speed up a messenger.
There isn't any point in worrying about it. .

"Your attitude," he continued, "seems to have changed in the last few
days. It was you who urﬁed me to do this, wasn't it?" .

eshuah nodded. "I know. I gave you reassurance when you needed it.
Now I need it myself." . . .
"I understand. But don't fret about it. Things will fall out as they do."

"I wish you had sent me." "Now isn't y}(l)ur time, Yeshuah. That will come
later. Whatever happens at the Southern'Hold, it won't decide anything."
"What do you mean?" . L.
"That nothing final will come of it. At worst, it will be a setback. At best,
we'll have gained on them. But the leaders are too slippery to catch this

way.'

"%ut the whole reason we did it was—" __ L.

"I know, But since then, I've come to realize that it is too much to expect
of a thlngﬁlke this. We'll set them back, but we won't stop them."

Yeshuah stared at him, "But if it doesn't stop them, it'll make it worse! If
we show what we're w1111n§ to do, but don't llf{ end the resistance, they
will see us as tyrants, and that will feed the rebellion."

Yaweh didn"t answer at once. When he did, his voice was low and gentle.
"See us as tyrants, Yeshuah? We are tyrants. That was what was so hard for
me to come to terms with. We don't wish to be, but to do_ what we have to,
we must tell, not ask. And to_tell the angels to do something, we must be
ready to back up our words with force." .

Yeshuah's eyes were wide, his hPS l[l)al'ted. Yaweh continued, calmlgr,
almost in a monotone. "That'is what I had to confront, Yeshuah. I had to
either abandon the Plan entirely or become a tyrant, What else could it be?
You urged me to attack the rebellious ones, .thlnkmlgd it would end the
rebellion. Now I tell you that it won't. But if it did, would that make me any
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less a tyrant? I am choosin%not to allow them to do what theY want."

He looked at the floor. ""No, this will be only the start, unless we are very
lucky. And I don't want you to have any part in it." Hé looked up, staring
directly into Yeshuah's eyes. .

"But'when it comes time for the final match, I promise you'll be there."

"Thank you, Father," said Yeshuah, his voice barely audible.

"You don't have to thank me; it isn't Kour happiness I'm thinking of. You
are the symbol of the unity of Heaven, As such, it has to be you who delivers
th'(;Iﬁnal Flotv}\; toos"how that the unity of Heaven is superior to the disunity."

see. Father?

"Yes?" "I've_ become worried about Raphael. She seems unhappy about
what we're doing." . .

"I know. But don't worry about Raphael. When it comes time, she'll be
with us."

"Will sher . . . ]

"Yes. She doesn't like what we're doing, but she is more firmly behind the
Plan than anyone else, excepting, perhaps, Abdiel. When a choice must be
made, she'll never support Satan.”

"I hope you're right, Father." L.

"Don't worrg. I've known her from the beglnnlnﬁ." .
thYesl'lvuah nodded. Then he said, "I wish we could see what was going on

ere.

Yaweh shrugged, then he cocked his head to the side. "Perhaps we can, at
that," he said.

"What do you mean, Father?" .

W"It'vltla hever tried it this far between Waves, but it's worth the attempt.
atch.

Yaweh closed his eyes, then opened them suddenly. In the air before
them, a soft blue dglow began. Then it grew until it became a cloudy image.
This solidified, and slowly the Southern Hold a ]%?ared. ]

"This is easier than I'd have thought," said Yaweh. "But I don't know if
I'll be able to hold it 1 .n.g."

"How are_you doing it?" .

"My own illiaster. ' can't really explain."

"But you can find anyone you want that way!" .

"I can't find angels, only places. I suppose it comes from being part of
Heaven. But let us watch." .

Yeshuah nodded, his fges fastened eagerly on the angels before him. The
scene slowliflclosed in. e§{ saw someone in a gold cloak standing in a high
window of the Southern Hold. _ .

Before the Throne, the Seraphim gasped, and all eyes turned to the scene.
Then, faintly at first but with 1ncreasing strength, Lucifer's voice came into
the room, as if he were speaking from the vision itself.

. "... which is, in fact, the Plan. It is not my intention to claim that the plan
is somehow wrong in conce]t),tlon—I approve of its fgoals as much as anyone.
B%lt ¥hu should be aware of the cost and decide for yourselves—is it worth

o)
it‘ "
and heard him speak before you and your brethren, I saw that he wished to
sub uglglte you_to his will, and this I oppose. It is you who will take the risks
of the Plan; it is you who should decide whether or not it will be executed,
"As to what we will do, should you decide that it isn't something you wis
for, I don't know. The Lord Satan has thoughts on this that he would share
with us. Please listen to him."
Lucifer bowed and left the window. Satan walked forward.

. Abdiel stood in the crowd and watched, He decided that Lucifer hadn't

impressed him. On the other hand, he noticed, he now read doubt on faces

that before hadn't had any, He thought of what would happen to him if the
Plan were discredited, and he shuddered. .

So, for %reater reason than he had had before, he had to do somethlr}g.

O .

do

d
at is why you have been gathered here. When I saw the Lord Yaweh

When? Not yet, he decided. He'd wait. His chance would come. It always di

. He concentrated on the glowing ball of light in his middle. Yaweh could

it; Lucifer could too; therefore he, Abdiel, could do it. And he would have
0, soon.

So that's the way the wind is blowing, Mephistopheles decided. How



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

interesting; they've finally decided to commit themselves. He didn't know
whether to be pleased, amused, excited, or worried. It was clear that the
situation called for something. . . .

It occurred to him to wonder if Yaweh would do anything about this.
Well, if he did, it wouldn't be pleasant. .

He looked up at the window and saw Satan emerge. So, he decided, the
Lord Satan is committed tog. Or; is he?

Mephistopheles decided that if there was_trouble, the lake would be the
safest place to be; he began moving toward it.

.Satan stood at the window, his cloak bri%%‘lt at his back, his emerald clearly
visible upon his breast. He surveyed the angels before him in their
thousands. He tried to guess what they were thin nﬁ. He saw _that he had
their attention, at least. Most of the faces he could see held doubt and
confusion. So Lucifer had shaken them some, anyway. He cleared his throat.

e sound seemed to carry for leagues. He licked his lips.

"Brothers," he said, his voice soft and even. "I have been asked what we
ought to do. This is difficult for me, because I'm not certain myself.

"T was asked, when the Plan was first being considered, to take on the task
of making sure each of you did his job. That is, I was to report to the Lord
Yaweh the names of those angels who failed, or were delinquent in their
duties, and devise means to remedfi their actions. .

"At first I accepted this. But as I began to think more and more of what it
would be like, I wondered if it were real%y. right that such a thing be done.

hy should I ask someone to risk himself if he chose not to? Who gave me
this right? The more I thoulght, the less pleased I became. At last, I resolved
that it would be someone else who did this, that I could not take this role. If
I must have a task, I would work on the Plan as others do. .

"I never had the chance tgo speak with the Lord Yaweh. By the time I

decided, thln% had gone too far, and his rage was too great to allow him to
speak to me. Well, so it was.
. "But this does not mean that I counsel anyone else to op]zose the Plan. I see
it as a benefit to all of Heaven, and I see no reason to try to build anger at it.
If any_of gf.ou, however, do oppose it, I would say that you should not go
forth” hostile toward the Lord Yaweh. Rather, speak to him, or to those
whose role it is to assign you your task, and explain why you do not fayor
this Plan. Why should we subjeéct ourselves to threats we créate when we live
in a world with threats enough from that which is outside of Heaven?

"If this fails, then, if you are 1pre ared for the results of Four actions,
refuse to engage in helping the Plan. I warn you that the results of this may
be severe, but, above all, you must be honest with yourselves. .

"Do not go forth from here armed as for war. Remember that even if we
do not accept the Lord Yaweh's claims, we all owe him much, as the first of
the Firstborn, and I would not see him opposed by force.

"That is all 1 have to tell you. Thank you for listéning to me."

"Stay . where you are, coward and_ villain!" Abdiel's voice came
thundeéring up from the crowd and was as loud as Satan's own. Satan stood,
stunned, and began looklnﬁlarou.nd the crowd for the source,

"I said remain there," the voice continued, "and hear the truth, along
with those. whom you wish to take in with your lies and your half-truths.
Who would have thought to hear such words spoken, and so soon after our
1Ié)lrd h'i'i'S brought us together in the greatest happiness we could have

own!

Satan spotted him at last, and, before them all, gnashed his teeth in rage
and frustration. Beelzebub was suddenly next to him, looking down, but too
far away to act. . ) )

Far off, near the lake, someone else_recognized the voice. His eyes
narrowed to slits, and his mouth drew up into a grim smile. Mephistopheles
began working his way toward the voice. .

bdiel," he muttered to himself. "Your time has come."

"You haye defied Yaweh, from whom our lives flow, and you lead these
others to do the same, How dare you! He from whom we are all sprung may
yet forgive you and those who_ have listened to you, if you will fall, now,
upon your faces, and ask his f01§1veness_. Pray to him, and it may not be
too late, Refuse, and the wrath of Yaweh will descend upon you!"

By this time, Satan had recovered somewhat. He remained where he was
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and looked at Abdiel. "It is very interesting, Abdiel, that you find life to be
so important that you ask these angels to sacrifice theirs to the one who,

¥0u claim, created it. If life is so important to you, I challenge you to explain
he death of Ariel! Remember, I saw—"

"Don't tell me what you saw, false one! I have seen the Lord Yaweh, and I
have seen Yeshuah! I have seen you, trying to stir the minds of the angels
against them, and now you wishto_turn m¥ arguments into paths of your
own choosm% to further confound the faithful. Why do you not speak of
why you defy the wishes of your creator?" .

"We will speak of that, then, You forget, Abdiel, that I, too, am of the
Firstborn. I know what our debt to_Yaweh is, and T know what its limits
are. Since you force the issue, I will say this: it was no conscious act of
Yaweh that brought life to Heaven. It may have been an act of his, without
thought or deliberation, and we do owe him a debt, but—"

"Oh, miscreant angel!" cried Abdiel. "I fear you are lost. You will be cast
out from Heaven for this treason against your creator. But what of these
others? Will you continue to delude them, and so lead them to follow you to
your doom?'" "I lead no one," said Satan. "And as for the rest "

"He's debating with him!" said Lilith. .
"So?" said Asmodai. '"He has to answer those claims, doesn't he?

.She shook her head. "He's making his arguments legitimate merely by
discussing them. He's—Lucifer? What are you doing?" .

" own form_of debate,"” said Lucifer. In_his hand, his wand was
glowing br.lght_r.ed. He was walking toward the window.

"No! S'aix : Lilith. "If you destroy him, you give his arguments that much
more weight.

"Wait "gsaid Asmodai. "You don't want to debate, and you won't let us kill
him. What do you want?" .

. "He must beé silenced, but not killed. He must be cut off, so he can't be
listened to. If Satan won't do it, I-I'll show you what I'll do!" .
h.She w(aillked toward the window. Lucifer walked behind her, still holding

is wand.

"If you fail," he said, "I won't."

"Harut!"
"Yeah, honey?" . . .
;:Ro y((l)u know 1)1'(')w they're doing that trick of talking so loud?"
o idea. ?
"Then _’you'll have to go for me. Can you find the Southern Hold if I point
you at it?"

.
"

"Good. Get there and warn Satan, There are angels marching toward us—

armed angels. They'll be here in minutes.
"I'll hurry."

Mephisto%heles sli{)ped through the angels as if he were water, sliding in
and out, all but unnoticed. Closer and closer, but not quite there. He had no
weapon, but needed none. His hands itched for Abdiel's throat. At every
step, an' image of Ariel appeared before his eyes.

The sound of Abdiel's voice came to him as from a great distance, though
he was nearly to him now. He saw a ring of angels and knew that they were
watching Abdiel. He moved past them.

Lilith stepped. up beside Satan_and opened her mguth, at the same time
moving to push him aside, Behind her, Lucifer raised his wand and took aim
at Abdiel. Asmodai held his hand on Lucifer's shoulder.

Suddenly he tightened his grip. "No!" he said, whispering.

Lucifer turned. "What—? Oh!"

Then Lilith saw it. Then Satan, in mid-sentence, stopped and looked.

Over a small hill, angels were running, swords flaslup in their arms. |

e four of them stood. in stunned silence, then Lilith turned to Lucifer
and cried, "Get him! Quickly!" . .

Lucifer turned back, then 'he howled with rage. Abdiel was nowhere to be

seen.
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Zaphkiel calmly led his Thrones into the an§el.s nearest him. His sword
swung, almost slowly, and the angel in front of him cried as it cut into_his
side, and a sickly orange glow came from the wound. Without slowin
Zaphkiel swung again, and another_ angel fell, holding his head _an
screaming. Behind him, two hundred Thrones entered_the fray, and the
sound of screams spread in an ever-growing circle around them.

Michael started s.win%ilg his §reat sword well before he reached the
angels in front of him. They fell back from the goldenhued blade and ran.
They tripped over each other, and many lay sprawled on the (frqund..

Beéhind him, the Virtues came, likéwise swinging swords in wide arcs.
Angels on the ground were trampled beneath their feet. As panic spread, the
moans of the injured filled the ears of those nearby, with distant screams
for accompaniment.

"Father! Do you see? They are being 1put to flight!" .
"Yes, I see. But remember, this is only a beginning. I— wait."
"Yes, Father?"

Yaweh frowned for a moment, looking around at the shocked faces of the
Seraphim, then said, "All of you, get out! Return in an hour. You have no
need to see this." .

L Tl(lﬁyv bowed as one and left the room, except for Uriel. "May I stay,
ord?

.Yaweh looked at his face, filled with zeal and flushed with excitement as
his eyes feasted on the battle. .

"Yes," said Yaweh, feeling suddenly sickened, "you may stay."

"K s on

"Yes, Sith?" . .

"We were wrong. We were right before. Remember, we said that Yaweh
wouldn't do anything to them, that they were just listening?"

"I remember." . . .

"I want no part of this. I ma3i1be changing my mind too much, I don't
know. But I know my own stomach, and it rebels at what I just saw."

"Well, Sith, I'm unhappy too, but—" .

"You first convinced me that we could take ourselves away from this."

"But that was before we saw with our own eyes how—" .

"I.don't care! I won't be a part of this. It would be like throwing myself
out into the flux. Maybe Yaweh will do that to me, but he'll have to catch me
first. And he won't catch me helping to throw my brothers out there."

"But you are of the Seraphim, now. You can't—"

"Just'watch me!"

P leaving, Kyriel. Ar i taying?"

m leavin iel. Are you coming or staying?

"Sith, I cang ...yIrdon't k1¥0w." & ymns

"Decide. Now."

"But L... all right. I'll come."

"Good. What are you doing?" . .

"I'm puttlng,down my sword. I'm not going to need it, am I?"

"Aren't you?" ) . .

"Do you think to—are you gmnﬁ t(hﬁght him, Sith?" .
h."If"he tries to throw me into the flux, I'm not going to lie down and let
im.

"But—all right. I'll keep it."

"Let's go."

Thirteen

Set out running but I take my time, A friend of the Devil is a friend of
mine. If I get home before daylight I just might get some sleep tonight.

—Robert Hunter, "Friend of the Devil"

Michael looked about him.
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.All of the angels before him had run; only andgels.of Yaweh remained in
sight. He nodded his satisfaction, then stopped. His eyes narrowed as he
log{lﬁelcli. at the lake and saw Leviathan towering above it. Her eyes locked
wi is.

He licked his lips and tightened his grip on the sword. He marched toward
her. She remained unmoving, staring at him. When he was close, she said,
"Must you, friend Michael?' .

He s O%ped. "Will you swear eternal allegiance to the Lord Yaweh and the
Lord Yeshuah, newly anointed king of Heaven? Loyalty and obedience in all
things, unquestlomni?" . ) ]
th"t"" course not," she said. "Don't be foolish. Do you really believe all

at?

.He shrugged. "No, not in the way you mean. But today you acted in concert
with those who threaten Lord Yaweh, whom I swore to protect long before
we knew what oaths were. I can't let you hurt him; I won't let you interfere
with the Plan. So what choice do I have?"

"Anyone else in your group, Michael, I would destroy."

"Which means?'

"You've won, for now,"

Her head disappeared beneath the water, followed by the length of her
bol\(/ily. Her tail showed in the air for a moment, then it, tgo, vanished.

ichael knew, somehow, that she had gone, though he didn't know how
she had done so. He suddenly felt lighter, as if he had been carrying a
burden that was now removed.

Without another look, he turned and headed toward the Hold.

Zaphkiel and Camael stood together as their forces assembled, They
surveyed the scene, clean and empty exceﬁ)(ti for the Thrones, Dominions,
Virtues, and Powers. They saw Michael walking back from the lake, but he
didn't apPear to see them,

Camael turned toward the Southern Hold. "Might they still be in there?"
"Doubtful." said Zaphkiel. "I'll check, though.”

"No 911"eed, said Camael.

"If anyone is left, we'll find him."

"As ¥0u will." | )

"As the Lord will have it."

Zaphkiel shrugged. Camael motioned toward several of the Powers who
stood nearby. "Kindle fire," he said as they aé)]l);ll;oached him. ..

They hastened to obey. If Zaphkiel notice e strange lights burning in
Camael's eyes, he gave no sign.

The fires'were soon lit.

Abdiel spotted Zaphkiel and quickly approached him. "Well done," he

said. .
Zaphkiel nodded.

"Your timing was quite adequate. I think we got all the effect we could,
I'm going to get us back together now, and— what in Heaven?!" Abdiel
turned as he spoke, in response to a cracking sound from behind him. He
saw smoke, then flame welling from the near wall of the Hold, then a blast of
hot air struck him and flames appeared from the windows near the top. He
sp'pél backlt'(') Zaphkiel. "What's going on?'" he asked.

amael.

Ahdiel turned back to watch the blaze. Slowly, he nodded.

Michael came up to them. "Who did you say?"

"Camael."

Michael studied the blaze. "Why?"

Zaphkiel shrugged.

Camael motioned the_last of the Powers out of the area and remained
behind, a flaming brand still in his hand. He spat, then, into the fires and
walked .SIOWIK out. Behind him, a portion of the ceiling fell in. Below him,
out of his sight, the flames licked the barrels of lamp o1l and worked their
way closer to the refinery.
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Satan held himself still, crouched behind a rock formation about three
lea%ues distant from his home.

"They're still there," he said.
hey will leave anon, milord."

" CJust can't believe it." .
"Can'st not, milord? That is passing strange. Thou hast struck the Lord
Yaweh; he hath returned thy blow, It amazes me not.," )

"But how can (ffou say I struck him? I never intended— what is that?"

"What, milord? Thine eyes are better—"

"Smoke! There's smoke coming from. ..NO!" . .

He lunged forward, but Beelzebub was the quicker. His teeth fastened on
to Satan's leg, tripping him. Satan fell, rolling over onto his back, and
Beelzebub landed on his chest. . .

'l'iI‘hotu"shall not, milord! Tis foolish. They will slay thee ere thou canst
call out.

Satan pushed him off and started to get up, but Beelzebub jumped again,
catching Satan as he was starting to rise, and he fell over once more.

"Beelzebub, let me—"

"No, milord." Satan lay there glaring, then he suddenly turned and looked
back. He slowly got to his kneeS and stared at the red tongues that began
appearing in the distance near the top of the Hold. Beelzebub watched him,
readls{ to spring again. .

"There's nauﬁh thou canst do, milord."

Satan shoogk his head,

"Why would they do that, Beelzebub? My home! It went back to the Second
Wave, a part of the foundations of Heaven. Why? at does it gain?"

"Perchance some overzealous archangel, milord. Thou hast no way to
know 'tis Lord Yaweh's doing." . . .

Satan watched for a moment longer. "He will pay dearly for inspiring
such zealousness, then."

"What wilt thou, Lord?" .

Satan stood ({ulckly and turned his back to the Southern Hold. "Come,"
he said. "I wish to see the mighty Lord Yaweh, I will have words for him that
he has never heard in all the a%)es of Heaven.", .

He began walking. Beelzebub paused to urinate against the stone where
they had stood, then hurried to catch up.

7"

Like a prophecy, Harut stood amidst inferno. Like a prophet, he heard, and
felt, and smelt, and tasted—but could not see what was before him. .

“He had heard the sounds of feet below while he was on the stairs to deliver
his message, and so he ducked into the nearest room, guessing who it was.
The sounds had come and gone, and then came the smell of smoke, and the
incredible heat. He breathed it in and felt it scorching his lungs. He touched
a wall and nearly screamed from the pain. .

He stumbled out of the room and tried to get down the stairs, but he
tripped and fell, choking and gasping on his way. The fumes were mus
and thick, and he became aware of pain in his nose. His eyes watered, an
he tasted the coarse, harsh grittiness of ash. His cheek touched the floor,
which was amazingly cool. . ) ]

He used his arms to begin rolling, and almost screamed again when his
hand touched a burning spot on the floor.

From long experience in the dark, he didn't lose his sense of direction, so
he knew which way the door was. He continued rolling, feeling the flames
lick at his clothing and skin. He wondered as he rolled if the angels who had
started the fires would be waiting outside, but he couldn't stop.

His head cracked into the door. He felt the sudden dull pain almost as a
relief, and for an instant he nearly lost consciousness, but he pulled himself
}ogeiﬁer and crawled out the door on his knees, his arms stretched out in

ront.

Then something hit him in the back, at the same time as a cracking sound
came from hehind him. He felt himself picked up and hurled forward, his
legs screamln% from the flames that had caught there. "So close," he
muttered, and then he knew no more.

By unspoken consent among the Chiefs of the Orders of Angels, they
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moved aweaflfrom the smoking ruins of what had been the Southern Hold and
continued their march for the center as quickly as, that same day, they had
been marching away from it.

Michael hurried because he needed activity to keep his mind from what he
had seen and done and nearl Y done.

Abdiel knew -he would feel safer once he had returned to the protection
of the Palace. Even here, among his Thrones, he feared what, or who,
could be behind each stone or tree they passed.

Camael knew that more tasks awaited him at the Palace for Yaweh's
greater lory, and he onsfred to smlte HIS enemles once more.

ey stopped only rare urlnlg1 a¥ at night. None of the
Chlefs of t e Orders S]igtoke to eac other f they ad would have had to
ask each other wh F er a battle where the enemy ma e not even a_token
r}esmta{lce,t each o the Orders had barely half as many angels as it had when
ey set ou

"Lord Yaweh."
"What is 1t Uriel?"
"Lord..
"Yes? Speak up?"
::{/V ltlion t know how to say this, Lord."
"My Seraphim, Lord. They—"

'Yes"" "Some of them are gone, Lord."
"Gone? What has apf)ene to them?"
"I don't know, Lord. I think they left."
"I'm not surprised, Uriel. I should have expected it."
"Father—"
"Yes, Yeshuah?"
"I don't understand."
(ﬁ' eft" Because theIx; were in here when we watched the battle at the
Southern old, They saw w at I commanded other Orders to do and saw
themselves in it. In all of our 1st01iy have looked on each other as
brothers, Now they have_ found that I have had them kill each other.
course they no longer wish to serve.'
"And yet, Father, when they joined the Orders, didn't they understand
that this could happen
Understan ing it IS one thing, Yeshuah. They've had tg nearl 11ve it,
now. And I expe 1t w1 e worse for those who were actually involve
"But—what shall we do?
"We—a moment. Uriel, you may leave."

"Yes, Lord."

"Now. We ignore this problem."

"Ignore it?'

"As much as we can. Yeshuah, we are not om to win by keeplntf7 gtels
ready to fight. If we are_to win, it will the ri t battle a

r1ght time and place. And I still have no 1dea wh en an wher hat will be. But
n the meantlme they desert. That hasn't hurt us. We must kee%enoug to
Protect us should Satan or Lucifer try to destroy me—or you. But we will
ind angels to fight for us as we need them.
I don't understand, Father."
"All right, think of it this way: whoever takes any action against the other is
lessened in the sight of those around them. We took an action; we were seen
Jnany as in the wrong. Now it is their turn. They will act, and the tide will
shift the other wa¥
So now we wait for them?"
be. It is also possible that we can end_it quickly, if we have an
oppo nlty to take their leaders—just as they could end it quickly by getting
ou and me.'
%Iow are we to do that?"

':%(dorln't know. I'm thinking about it." "Father?"

es

"There's something—I don't know. You've changed, somehow."

"I know. I feel it, too.'

" I\;" What is it?" ) )

"Yeshuah, I never mentioned it before, but I sent an archangel named
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Raziel . to learn things. I wanted to make sure that I wasn't
mlsunderstandlng that Satan really did want to stop the P1 an and would do
anything to achiéve this. He was skilled, too. He would have learned
whatever there was to learn.

"Well, Yes huah the ast I knew of him, he was at the battle near the sea. Of
all the angels, only he was destro dyed I cannot count that to chance. I have to
conclude that the rebels destroye
h "You say I've changed, Yeshuah? Well, yes, I have. I no longer have any

ope.'

Lucifer logked into the distance, his eyes straining against the growing
darkness. Lilith came up and stood at his'side.

" atis it, my love?'
e put his’arim around her waist. "You haven't called me that in a long

t1me
She leaned her head against his shoulder. "What are you looking at?"
'No'thmg, I think. But for a moment, I thought I'd seen— there it is
again!

'What?" she asked, logking now in the direction he gazed. Asmodai joined
them, also starl into the dlstance
"A flash of gol way up ahead."
Gold? What could it b
"Onlgfitwo things come to mind. Michael's sword—
But e went up the road at the head of his legions," said Asmodai.
Lucifer nodded. "Michael's sword," he repeated, "or the cloak of a
Firstborn."
"Do you think—?"
':1‘\(’[aybe Should we find out?"
es!

They changed their direction SII§htlh and increased their speed. Michael
entered, dusty and grimy. He still held his sword in his hand as he
approached the throne.

es Yaweh? You wanted to see me?"

"I have another task for you, old friend. If ou'll accept it."

Michael shrugged "What is it? I can repo "

"You don't need to. I—

"Don't 1nterruBt me.'

Their eyes locked for moment. Yeshuah stirred uncomfortably. Then
Yaweh nodded. "Sorry, old friend."

"It's all right."

"But call me Lord. Just for form s sake."

Michael's nostrils ﬂared and his e¥es narrowed. For a moment he seemed
to balance between walking out of the room and attacking Yaweh. The
Seraphim shifted on their feet,

Then Michael smlled wanly. "All right, Lord, if it will help you sleep nights.
As I was saylngivI can report on the last expedition."

9

"

"Thank you ichael, but it isn't necessary. As I said, I have another task
for you Ta our Vlrtues, and I'll instruct’Camael and Yahriel to go with
you and atan. Wherever he is. I hope that by tomorrow when you set

out, I'll know where to look for him,

Michael nodded. "All right, Ya—Lord. I'll be pleased to find Satan for
you. I may not be able to brlng him back, however."

at do you mean?"

"I mean that he will be easier to destroy than to capture, and I'm notin a
mood to work harder than I must."

Yaweh sighed and studied the back of his hand. Then he shook his head.

"That will be as it will be. You may refresh yourself now, if you wish."

"Thank you, Lord, I will."

Michael gave him a nod that could almost have been a bow and took his
leave. Yaweh sat back thinking.

"Raphael, wait!"

She stopped on her way qut of the Palace and looked back. She didn't
answer him; she simply waited. "Will you s?are me a moment? Please?"
She stood for another sécond, then 51ghed 1 right, Yeshuah."
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"Is there someplace where we can talk?" . .

She looked around the hallway, then said, "We could walk outside, if that
would be all right." .

He nodded and came up beside her. They left the Palace and walked
down the long steps. They didn't speak at first, but let their feet carry them
along. They found themselves going around the castle until they came to the

ill where Yeshuah had been created, but continued past it into the woods.
There they sto;i(ped and seated themselves under the trees.

"You don't like me, do you?" Yeshuah began.

"What do you mean?" . .

"What I said. I have the feeling that you don't like me. Am I wrong?"

hRaphaq,{ cocked her head, then pulled up a long blade of grass and began
chewing it.

"No, iguess you're not wrong.

"Why don't I like you?"
"Yes ”"

She shru@g’ed. "One can't like everyone."
"
y not?"
"Are Kou serious?"
"Raphael, I love everyone." .

he stared at him. "Don't make me laugh, Yeshuah. I heard you talking of
Satan and Lucifer. Don't tell me you love everyone. I wonder if you love
anyone.

e logked away, then: "But I do, Raphael. I love mem: Satan, Lucifer,
Asmodali, Lilith. I can't help it. I was born knowing and loving them. I was
created by love. You saw; you helped."

"Don't remind me!"

He shook his head. "You don't understand. I love them— }'et. I feel great
rage at them, Those things are part of each other for me. If T didn't love so
much, I couldn't feel such anger."

"You're right," said Raphael. "I don't understand."

Yeshuah nodded, then buried his face in his hands. Raphael sat there
unmoving, her face etched in stone. Then he lifted his head 1113p and spoke
softly, almost whispering. "I am Heaven, I am a Iproduc.t of my father, and of
all those who gave their love so that I m 1gPt live. I feel this rage, because what
thIe{v are trying to do is destructive to all I love—even them.'

Raphael shook her head. "Do you believe that? About all of those angels
'giving their love'? It was_a trick, and Wllll know it, to, draw the hosts
together and crush those who oppose us, at's destructive to Satan and
those around him is the force that your 'father* is sending against them—to
find Satan, did I hear? And if they find him, and he is destroyed, that's 'so
it will be'? This is the lgove you're speaklnglof? If I didn't beliéve in the Plan
with all my heart, I would have joined them long ago." .

"No," said Yeshuah, "it wasn't a trick. It was suggested as a trick, and
sometimes my Father thinks it was a trick, but it wasn't. It was love. I know,
because it created me. Do you know what that means? I'm different from
the rest of you, but you don't understand how I'm different. The rest of you
were created by acts of violence. I was created by an act of love.

"Please, Raphael, don't turn from me, I know why you want to. You
think of me as a fraud, because I can't help my rage and because you have
more love in you than anyone else I know, and hate sickens you. But try to
forgive me—I'can't help it.

"I guess that's all I can say." . . .

Raphael sat with her head bowed. Then she looked at him as if trying to
see through his eyes. . .

"I'll try,"” she said at last. "I'll think about it. That's all I can do."

She rose and walked away.

"Raphael?" . . .

She stopped and without looking back said, "Yes?"

"/ forgive you," said Yeshuah.

e clasped her elbows and hugged herself, then relaxed. She left.

Yeshuah put his face into his hands and sobbed.

Mephistopheles made his way back south, moving as quickly as he could.
Speed was vital now, because he had no idea how much of a Iead they had.
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He knew they had a_lead, because he was still following their trail. In a
little while, he would risk certainty of their destination—in a little while,
but not yet. To err, to pass them up and go to the wronlgﬂylace would be
disaster, He had to stay with them until he was sure he knew where the
were Oll;g, then get ahead of them and arrive at their destination wit
enough of a lead to gi)ve the necessary warning. . .

It would certainly be close. And it would be tiring—he had days ahead of

him, and there would be precious little time to rest, if he could judge by
how they were traveling now. . .

Well, it could be worse—he could have no chance of givmﬁ warning. But
that, of course, hadn't been an accident, MelI;hlStO heles had known full
well he ml%ht find out something useful when he had followed Yeshuah and

Raphael into the woods.

"Did you see them, Sith?"
"Yes, Kyriel. What of it?" .
i | hél'ye an idea of where they're going."

"Uh, Sith, you haven't seemed interested in much since— well, since we
left. Are you regretting it?"

"No... no, I'm not re rettln§ it. It's more that I don't know what to do."

"I know. That's why I mentioned that army that Michael was leading. I'l]
bet they're going after Satan. We could follow and join Satan if we wanted

."So what? Satan isn't doing anything. You heard him talking as well as I
did. What is he doing about anything? He just stood there while they—it
doesn't matter."

"Sith, he's all we have." ]
"to\/\{'elf if he's—oh, I don't know. All right, I guess we can follow them. Why
no

::Therq,)'ﬁ something else we could do."

"Well, we could go find Bath Kol. I'll bet that'd cheer you up."
;:gﬁ#"m afraid we can't."

."She was at the Southern Hold. I saw her. She didn't live through it."
Finally, after nearly four days, they caught up with him in a narrow valley,
and they yelled. He heard the echoes, stopped, and looked back.

They ran up to him, nearly exhausted. . . )

"We'tve lt)q'en following you," gasped Lucifer, "since you left the—since

ou set out,.

y. Satan didn't reply. Beelzebub studied the three of them closely. There was
silence while they recovered their breath.

"I hO{)e," said Lilith, "that you're proud of that speech. You managed to—"

"Shu u{), Lilith," said Satan. )

Lucifer took a step forward. Beelzebub growled. Satan ignored them both.

"I don't care to discuss it." . .

"Then," said Asmodai, "why don't we discuss what we're going to do now?
And I mean we. You're with 'us whether you want to_be or not. We aim to
oppose Yaweh. If you won't take a side in this, you'll be crushed. That is
just how it is. Will'you discuss that?" . .

"Yes," said Satan slowly. "Yes, I'll discuss that. I'll discuss it to say that I
am not now or ever going to join you, and if you are counting on me to,
you will be, dlsap(f)omted. ' His voice remained low, but began to grow in
intensity. His words were clipped, as if he were working to control his rage.

"I'm not joining you,'" he regeated. "However, you may %om me, if you
wish. I'll offer you that for what you've done. I'll forgive you for setting off a
chain of events that led to the destruction of my home. I'll place the blame on
Yaweh's shoulders, and I'll allow you to join me. That is what I can do."

The three of them looked at each other. Satan continued.

"I will take twenty days, then, to gather me an army. And then that arm
will march for another twenty days until we are at the Palace of Yaweh, an
I will treat his home as he has caused mine to be treated, and I will treat
him as he wished to treat me. ) . ]

"You asked me, Lilith, what I think of what I said before? I think that I
willingly chose to bend my knee to Yaweh, and I'll not do so again."
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"And the Plan?" said Lilith. "What of it?"

"I'll decide that afterwards. But if I find I must commit this evil to prevent
greater evil, I'll at least not pretend it's a good. "Well? Will you join me?"

"I," said Lilith, "will gladly join you, Lord Satan."

"And I," said Lucifer.

"I also," said Asmodai. . . . . .
th"(.}o((l)d. Then the Lord Yaweh and his 'King Anointed' may begin counting

eir days.

.Lll:t(lif;?);' smiled. "May he enjoy his reign. It will last forty days and forty
nights.
ethinks that hath a pleasant sound," said Beelzebub.

Fourteen

'0 father, what intends thy hand,' she cried, 'Against thy onli;son? What
fury, O son, Possesses thee to bend that mortal dart Against thy father's,
head? And know'st for whom? For Him who sits above, and laughs the while

. At thee, ordained his drudge to execute Whate'er his wrath, which He calls
justice, bids— His wrath, which one day will destroy ye both!'

—Milton, Paradise Lost, 11:727-734

"What are you d,oh%@re?" . . .
"(.))}'1. Good evening, Lilith. I'm just out walking. I needed to think. What about
you?

The campfire was a ways off, and the darkness of Heaven's

night was almost complete, but Satan could see her teeth as she said, "I
guess 1 wanted to keep you from thinking."

He chuckled. "That may not be a bad idea."

"What were you thinking about?"

"Oddly enough," he said, "you."

He heard her coming closer. "What about me?"

"Lilith," he said slow F "do you know what it did to me when you left?"

"No, and I don't want to."

"All rlgtht." .

They stood near each other for a while longer, then he began to walk
furthér from the fire.

"Satan"

He stopj)_ed.. "Yes?"

"What did it do to you when I left?" . .

He turned and came back. When he was close, he said, "You were right
not to want to know. I shouldn't have brought it up. You did what you had
to, and it's over now, anyway."

This time_it was Lilith who chuckled. "I've never heard anyone say that
before, but it still sounds trite."

"How long have you and Lucifer been together?"

"I don't know. A'thousand days? Two thousand?"

A long time."

"I barelyi lasted three hundred."

"Satan, I—it was different." . L.

"I know. I pushed you. I shguldn't have. I didn't think it thr0u§ S

"And.S(z1 now you spend all of your time thinking, instead of making up

our mind—
i ';,No, not anymore. That's over. Now I get an idea and I act on it, just like
efore.

"Good. I think—" . . .

Before she could say anything more, his arms were around her, and his
mouth had covered hers. _ )

A long time later she said, "I think there are advantages to both systems.
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I'd like to sleep now."
"All right."

He moved a little so she could rest her head on his chest, his arm around
her shoulders. It was a tossup which one fell asleep first. "Lilithr

"Methinks she is well, Lord Lucifer." . . .

He continued looking around the camp in the dawn light, but didn't see

er.

"Where is she, then?" . . .

"The Lord Satan did leave the camp late last night, and Lilith did follow
some time later."

"And the%'l haven't been back?"

"No, Lord." |

"Hmmm. All right." .

Af.ttel"' a moment, he added, "I hope they enjoyed themselves. They can both
use it.

"Thou art wise, Lord Lucifer," said Beelzebub.

They heard_the sounds _of heavy boots on hard ground and looked up.
Satan reached intg the Pllq of his clothing and found his emerald. Lili
found a rock that fit neatly intg the palm of her hand, tested it, and waited.

MephlstoPheles. apI{eared before them. He looked Lilith up and down, not
appearll)l_ltg o notice the rock in her hand, and the corners of his mouth
rose a bit.

Satan said, "You wanted something, dark o

Mephistopheles nodded, still smiling slightly
came before Michael—and a few thousand angéls,'

"What? " Satan was on his feet, staring and leaning forward._ .

"As I said. It seems Yaweh wants you, and he didn't waste time going after

ou.
"How far behind you are they?" asked Lilith.
'"Two or three days." )
."By the flux!" said Satan. He put the emerald around his neck and found
his %ants. Lilith tossed her rock aside, found her gown, and shook it off.
"We'll have to gather our forces as we go," she said.

ne?" . . -
and still studying Lilith. "I

I

"Yes." He turned back to MephistoBheles. 'How many does he have?"
nA }fl'g";v thousand. Not as many as he'd like."

"Yes. After the attack at the Southern Hold there were desertions."

. "Desertions?" Satan finished with his pants and found his jerkin. "Yes. He
is down to four of the Seraphim, elgllllt of the Cherubim, a little more than a
hundred Thrones, and—" Mephistgopheles shrugged.
"I don't recogmze those names." ) .
K "He's l::r(;'ate orders, as he calls them, each with a Chief. I don't really
now why.
th"Al{ l{'ig t." Satan shook out his cloak, then fastened it on. "Let's speak to
e others.
Lilith and Mephistopheles followed him to the camp.

.Harut woke to pain. There was a burning in his legs, on his back, and on
his hands. There was a pressing sensation against his cheek as if tiny knives
were being pushed in and out. . . .

He_ felt a sudden churmntg in his stomach, then vomited with great
wracking heaves that sent f]l?l s of agony up his chest.

He_ forced himself to furn his head, tried to breathe, and coughed,
doubling up and dra§g1ng his face through the vomit on the ground.

He forced himself to breathe again, slowly and deeply, and managed not to
couﬁh. He repeated the process, then repeated it again. . .

Then, because he knew how things worked, he forced his aching hands
over his body, checking for damzﬁ.e. .

His face and neck were fine. His shoulders were okay, too. He avoided
contact with his chest. )

.He_carefully touched his hands, each with the other, and noted that all of
his fingers were there. His hips were in the right shape, and his legs
seemed to be—he stopped. .

His legs, both of them, ended just above the knee. . .
He lay back in his pain and sickness and squeezed his useless eyes tightly
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shut, and took a few more deep breaths. "I'm alive," he told himself.
"Whatever else, I'm alive." . . . .. .
He felt some heat then from the direction his head was pomtmgt, which
meant that the ruins of the Southern Hold lay in that direction. That meant
that the lake was over there. . . .
With palms that seemed to blaze with their own fires each time they

touchedl’zhe ground, he began inching his way toward the water.

Satan surveyed them. He stood before the newly lit fire while they sat on
the ground before him. His eyes took_in Lucifer, Lilith, and Asmodai in
turn to make sure they understood, then he continued.

"So it is clear that we must move. We will gather what forces we can as
we go. We should leave—at once. We'll have to circle Michael, so we'll need
time. And as we meet angels, we will tell them what we are about, and they
may join us if thQ¥ wish. Any ({uestlons?"

"Yes," said Lilith, "What if he.;’ say 'no'?"

He, slzlrug(i;ed. "What if theg do?"

Lilith nodded as if that had been enough of an answer.

"Any other questions?" .

There were none. Satan stood before the fire and touched his emerald.
The flames died. The others stood, and Satan led them away from the camp.

"Sith?"

"Yes?"

"Why are we here?"

"Where else would you want to be?" .

"That isn't the point. When_they hailed us, I thought you were glomg to
run, and then all of a sudden you were going to join them. I don't
understand why."

"Huh? Sure you do. I wanted to run when I thought these were angels of
Lord Yaweh. en I found out—"

"I think you're here because of Bath Kol." )

"Hlave it your own way. We're both here, and we're going to fight—unless

ou leave.

y "No, I'm not tﬁoing to do that "

"Then that'll have to be good enough."

"I guess it will, then."

Yeshuah turned to Yaweh. "Father, please allow me to—"

"No, my son. Not yet."

"But if Michael finds him—" . . )

"Our prgblems will end. Michael will destroy him. We will be pleased. We
will put all of gur will power into being pleased. In any reasonable way of
looking at it, that is the best thing that could haPpen. If Michael does not
find him, you will lead the hosts into the final battle."

"But I wish to_be the one—" "No! You are King here, after me. When you
make decisions that affect the fate of your subjects, do you think your own
pride should be what drives you, or should you concern yourself with the
good of all of Heaven?" .

"Of course, Father, I should think of the good of Heaven, but—"

"Then stamp out that pride wherever you find it in yourself! You cannot
make decisions based on a/our own needs for self-satisfaction and also assure
the safety of Heaven. Pride is a disease. Cure yourself."

"Yes, Father. Father?"

"Yes, my son?" )

"Could we look upon Satan? To see if he knows, yet?"

"Well, it is some effort... but why not? I'm curious too."

Yaweh's brows furrowed, and his hands worked in and out of fists. For
nearHr an hour, scenes appeared and_vanished cefore them. Finally the
goun l’(lllm amid a body of angels. Yaweh's eyes opened wide, and he leane

orward.

Yeshuah gasped. "He's marching!"

"Yes, and with nearly a hundred angels."

ere is he?
"Nine days' march from here, and heading toward us." vaweh's voice
remained even.



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

"Where is Michael?" . ) .
The scene shifted several times before coming to rest on the
: >st of angels led by Michael. "Following them as fast as ther
«in. Michael is about three days behind, as near as I can tell,
esitan must have discovered Michael before Michael discovered
i .m and gone around."
"By the flux!"

"Don't swear, Yeshuah." .
"But you have only twelve defenders, Father! What are we ging to do?"
For answer, Yaweh turned to the Seraph nearest him and motioned him
over. The Seraph bowed.,
"You are Nisroc, aren't you?"
"Yes, Lord." .
"Do you love me, Nisroc?" .
Nisroc, a short, dark angel with black hair and a full black beard, dropped
to his knees. "Yes, Lord!"
" do you love my son?"

"I do, Lord!" "Good. Then rise, Nisroc. Go forth and find as many angels as
you can, and give them swords, Hold yourself ready. When Satan is_close, I
will send you eigal.nst him, to take or destroy him. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Lord! I'will do it!"

"Good, Nisroc. Now, go!" ..

"Hail, Lord Yaweh,"” said Nisroc, and departed. Yeshuah bit his lip.

"Well, friend Satan, what do you think?"

'To teil you the truth, Lucifer, I'm amazed."

"At the Support we've been geitlpg?"

"Yes. I'd hoped for some, but this! How many angels do we have?"

"I'm not sure. Three, three and a half thousand? .

"And getting more all the time." Satan shook his head. Their army was a
full day's march from the palace. Every moment it seemed more angels had
shown up to join them. .

This close to the center, they were out of the rocky areas and into

rassland, occasionally spofted with trees randoml?' thrown %p by Lucifer
urlnﬁ the Third Wave when his powers got out o nd
tree they rested now, for a while. . .

"You see," said Lucifer, "they've been ready for some time, waiting for
someone to lead them." )

Satan raised an eyebrow. "Are 3i0u about to lecture me, old friend?"
thLu(ilf(ir c!'luckle . "No. I should, because you need it, but I know better

an to try.

Satan n)(’)dded. "I think," he said, "that we'll split up."

"What do you mean?" L. . .

"This evening you'll take a fourth, Asmodai will take a fourth, Lilith will
take a fourth, and I'll take a fourth, and, we'll plan on coming at the Palace
from each side, We'll have to come up with some way to use messengers to
sta}' in touch with each other to coordinate the attack. What do you think?"

"I don't understand why you want to divide."

"Yaweh. I want him. Alive. I don't want him to escape."

"But why not wait until we get there?"

"We're talking about Yaweh, remember? Remember what he can do?"

"Oh... I'd forgotten." "Yes. We never used to use our powers between
Waves, but we've all started to, as much as we can, and Yaweh might, too."

"You're right. He could have been watching us all alon%" .

"Yes. But he wouldn't run before we get close. And by the time we get
close, I don't want him able to."

"Good idea." . .

"What of Michaeir asked Lilith. ] ]

"He's still a day and a half behind us, according to Mephistopheles."

;:Hmm‘}p. Isn't that strange?'
"Me h_istoII)heles. I'd just about given up on him ever com-miting himself
to anything. ess I was wrong."

"It Just goes to show," said Satan. . .

Beelzebub rolled over and looked up at him, then returned to his nap.

control. er such a
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Leviathan lolled in the water near the spot where Harut liked to stand.

here was he? She had sent him to the Southern Hold herself, but she
shied away from that line of thought. She couldn't accept that she might have
done to him what she had done to Ariel. .

But where was he? He would have returned, if he could. Was he taken,
the{l‘.f tEor the first time in aeons, she gnashed her teeth at her body's
restrictions,

He could be in chains by now, brought to Yaweh and humiliated or even
harmed. Or he could have not escaped—no! She wouldn't think of that.

But there was nothing she could—what was that? Something? His voice?

ere? She looked around, but saw only the rocky shore with its small
cleft, and nothing but ocean around her. . . .

She listened again, and realized that the voice was coming from within her

mind. In that instant, she realized where Harut was and what she must do.

"Well, there it is, Lord Satan." .
"We've made it, Mephistopheles, unhindered. How many are we now?"

. "Our group has about four thousand angels, Lord. The last reports
indicate that the others are about the same." "

"Good! Could you tell how far behind Michael is?" .

"I saw _the dust cloud from that last hill. He's a long way off still, but
moving fast. He knows where we are. I think they'll be hére in another

a Ld

'yHmmmm. They outnumber us, too." .

"About three to one, Lord Satan. But by the time they get here they'll be
nearly exhausted from the run, the way he' must be pushing them."

"That's something, then. We'll have to move quickly, though."

"I agree, Lord Satan."

"Good. Beelzebub, have you looked over the area near the Palace?"

" Ke, milord. There are scarce two hundred angels to defend it."

;:X at's f_'ilne. Are you up to running another series of errands?"

e, milord.

"Gdod. Tell Lucifer, Lilith
We're gomlg to plan the attack

"Aye, milord. It shall be done."

Beelzebub ran off, .

"How many days has it been, Mephistopheles?"

"Since we left camp? Eighteen."

"Not bad, eh?"

"No, Lord Satan. Not bad." ) .

He turned his eyes toward the Palace below him. "If you're watching
Yaweh, know that your time has come. And remember that you brought it
on yourself; it was no doing of mine."

and Asmodai to meet me here, right away.

Michael, Yahriel Zaghkiel, and Camael walked into the dusk of Heaven,
nearly running. Behind them, thousands of angels matched their speed, for
they were all committed to the Lord, and they knew mat he was in danger.

Michael knew nothing but anger. In part, he was angry with Satan and all
of his crew, who threatéened Yaweh's life. But mostly he was an*BTry with
himself for having allowed Satan to slqilpast him. He could tell by the
footprints they passed that Satan now had hundreds, maybe evén
thousands of allies. It should never have gotten this far. He pushed on.

Yahriel was an_archangel of medium height, somewhat thin, with .strlnﬁy
brown hair. He looked young. He had a mind able to deal well with the
abstract problems of how to move this many angiels to here, or where to cut
off distances, but he had never fg%ven any thought to why the fight was .beln‘aj
waged. When he had heard of the Plan, it had fascinated him, but it ha
never seemed real. He had followed Yaweh because Yaweh had been_ there.
Now he_ followed Michael because Michael was there. Michael said that
the)()had to move quickly, so Yahriel worked on how to go faster. The moral
problems he left to others. ) . .

Camael led the Powers, and they were all infected with his love of Yaweh
and his adoration of Yeshuah. _ . ) ]

Camael had no time to be critical of himself or Michael for Satan having
gotten past them, nor was he worried about it. He knew that if this
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happened, it was as the Lord had willed it, for was not all of Heaven his to
command? No, this was as_it should be, and it meant that he must hurrzf,
for the Lord wished to test his servants to see if their zeal was all it ought to
be. That was the only reason Camael could see for this, and he was
determined that, for his part, the Lord would hayve no cause for com]t)lalnt.

Zaphkiel understood what had happened. He had suggested, exactly once,
that Michael send scouts to the sides, but his suggestion hadn't been
listened to. This, he knew, had to do with Michael's dislike of him.

But that was the past, and his future was ahead of him. He had seen Satan
and spgoken to him. He had seen and spoken to Yaweh. He knew what the
possibilities were and understood them, and the only two questions were:
which would happen, and where would he fit in? .

Zaphkiel was created during the Third Wave, near the border of Leviathan
and Belial's regency. He was created early, so he had actually been aware of
what was going on as he fought. From time to time he had seen, in the
distance, one angel coming to the aid of another, but he was too far away.
There was no one to help him. He had learned fo fight alone and suryive
alone, and he knew that anything he got, he would get alone. He trusted no
one and depended on no one.

Zaphkiel had no need_ to aglonize over plans and decisions, The proper
action was obvious, and would come as_close to insuring his success as
an thtmg could. It depended, however, on his being at the right place at the
ri ime.

géo he sent his own scouts ahead to determine exactly how many angels
had gathered and how Satan had de%lgoi'led them, and he hurried.

F%I"t hZ.aphklel, for Camael, for Yahriel, and for Michael, speed was
eve ing.

"You must ask to parley, Lord. . ..

"Dt(.)n'tol')'e stupid, Abdiél. Why would he parley? Would I, if I were in his
osition?

P Abdiel shrugged. "I dgn't know, Lord. But Nisroc was only able to gather

1

”

nine or ten score of an@ls. They have thousands. We have to elal}l'.them.'

Yeshuah was silent. Yaweh turned to Rag)hael. "What do you think?"

"He's right, but I don't see any way to do it. As you said, why will Satan
sto%t(.) arley? He knows that Michagl will attack soon."”

Abdiel shook his head. "Promise him that you'll tell Michael to hold back,
from a good distance. He'll believe you."

Yaweh shrugged. "But why will he parley in the first place?" .

"I know him," said Abdiel. "He'd rather talk than fight. Tell him that
you'll negotiate. That you're willing to discuss the Plan and how to do it
and if to do it, and—" . )

"No!" cried Yeshuah. "We will not give up the Plan!" .

"L," said Yaweh, "am of the same mind as Yeshuah on this." .

Abdiel shruggied.. "All I‘l%ht don't give it up, then. Just speak to him
about it. What else is there To do?" .

dTh'eft o(tihers looked at each other. "He has something, at that," Yaweh
admitted.
"We can at least speak to him," said Yeshuah.
"Yes," said Rz%)hael. "He will speak to us."
"But," added Yeshuah, "we will not give up the Plan. Agreed?",
"Yes." Yaweh motioned to one of the Seraphim. "Sarga," he said.
The Seraph came forward. "Yes, Lord?"

"Find  Michael, quickly. Make sure you skirt around Satan, and tell the

{J()ll('ldt Michael to stop where he is and come forward no farther until he is
old to.

"Yes, Lord," said Sarga, bowed, and departed.

Abdiel sighed. "I would like to retire now, Lord."

Yaweh nodded. "You may go, Abdiel." L.

"Thank you, Lord," said Abdiel. Yaweh sat back in his throne. .

Abdiel left the room. As soon as he was out, he cau%ht up to Sarga in the
hall. Aiibdlel took him to the side and spoke to him in'lo
minutes.

w tones for several

They sat on top of the hijll, in plain sight of the Palace. Lilith and Lucifer
held each other close, not having seen each other in some days. Asmodai sat
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next to Beelzebub, who was next to Satan, who was next to Lilith, so
conﬂ;l.etln the circle. )

"Things have changed," began Satan, "since I called you together."

The others looked at each other.

"Changed?" said Lucifer. "How?" .

I have received a message from Yaweh, saying that he has ordered

Michael to hold his position and he wishes to talk. . .
'T‘,l'!k!" cried Asmodai. "Wow he wants to talk? He can do his talking to the

"That is my reaction, too," said Lilith.

"And mine," said Lucifer, . .

"He is willing," continued Satan, "to discuss the Plan itself. He says that he
will consider modifying the Plan, or making us all full partners in’it."

"I have no wish to discuss anything with him," said Lucifer,

"I'll talk to him. Or rather," Satan added with a grim smile, "messengers
will talk for me. Yaweh said that he doesn't wish to See me Jpersonally—that
he doesn't feel safe with me, so he sug%ested messengers.'

Lucifer snorted. Lilith turned away, Asmodai shook his head.

"And the loss of life," said Satan, "means nothing to you? If we can get
what we want.{)eacefuﬂy, will you r(i,i]ect it?" . .

There was silence for a moment, then Lucifer said, "I guess it can't do any
harm to see what he has to say."

.Lilith nodded. "Listening to _him, ers. But I will not be talked out of a
victory that we have nearly achieved." Satan looked at her. Then he said,
"All right; I'll make no decision until morning. I have to think this over. This
council has ended." .

He rose and walked back into the darkness.

Abdiel stood in the darkness outside the Palace. The air was chilly, but he
found it, somehow, pleasing. There had to be a way out, he knew. First Ariel,
then Raziel, and now one steB further.

He shook his head. Could he really do it? .

Could he not do it? When Yaweh found out that Michael had attacked,
they would question the messenger. Abdiel couldn't allow that. And who
was that Seraph, anywaﬁ? A nothing, a nobody. It wasn't for himself, Abdiel
decided. If nothing was done, Yaweh would either abandon the Plan, despite
all his promises, or Satan would attack and destroy them. )

No, it was unfortunate that he had to be the one able to recognize what
had to be done—but it still had to be done, and all the debates he could hold
with himself wouldn't change that. . . .

. He took a deep breath and set off into the night, holding a sword tight so
it wouldn't hit the ground.

Fifteen

Forwards! the doubt, mi’n strength benumbi.ngii .
I won't encourage foolishly; For were the witches not forthcoming.
Why, who the devil would Dévil be!

—Qoethe, Faust

"Well, now, who in Heayven are iou?" ]

Mephistopheles, half smiling, looked at the angel who barred his way.

"I am Nisroc, You cannot enter here."

Mephistopheles_raised an eﬁ'ebrow and looked at the angels who were
clustered before the doors to the Palace,

"That may be," he said. "But if
that the emissary from the Lord
wrong.

Nis%oc'.s eyes widened a bit, then he turned his head and told an_angel
!')‘?vl’llﬁlld hl}’{l" o relay the message. He faced Mephistopheles again and said,

e'll wait.

gou find someone to tell the Lord Yaweh
atan is here, I expect you'll find you're
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‘ '{hle dark angel smiled, folded his arms, and began whistling between his
ee
"YSOOII Uriel came from the door. He saw Mephistopheles and stopped.
ou!
"You were expecting Leviathan?”
"] ought to have guessed," he said, "that you would—"
"Dump it out Uriel. We can exchange compliments later."
"As %ou will. Follow me.'

"Right. Take me to alour leader."
Thels; went throu alls, where Mephistopheles grinned and nodded at
the Cherubim, to the throne room. He noticed the second throne set to

Yaweh's right and remarked, "You've been remodeling."
"What says the Lord Satan?" Yaweh asked.
Mephlstopheles approached the throne until he was stopped by a pair of

Sera Hp
e 1s w1111ng to discuss it," he said.
"Have you a chair?" asked Mephistopheles. "My feet are tired."

Zaphkiel c0n51dered the situation. Why hadn't Satan attacked? The only
thlng that mi ént delay him was if he was neglotlatln g with Yaweh. And if he
was, w "t they received a message telling them to hold off? It was
stranget at—

Lord Zaphkiel?"

"What is it?"

"Thls antfel claims to have a message from the Lord Yaweh."

ooked at him. "Bring him to Michael."

'Yes Lord

"Wait. You., ,Come here."

"Yes, Lor

"What's our name?"

"Sarga,

"Are you a Ser &)h or a Cherub, Sarga?"
"A Seraph, Lor

"Is it an order to delay the attack?"

"I can't tell, Lord. I m sorry.'

"It doesn't matter. You just did. Don't try to hide thlnﬁ ; you haven’t the
face for it." Zaphkiel mused for a moment. "How od e muttered to
hlmselfovThen to Sarga, "Did a messenger from Satan arrive there before

decided upon, weren't you "
"My lord, I—

"Just say ges or no.'

"Yes, Lor

"Fine. Who sugEested it?"

"I don't kn

"Rubbish. I_know you_Sera l{)hlm You spend all your time on dutX
watchin d listening to Yawe 's conversations. Now, whose idea was it?
Abdiel's? I d believe that."

"No, Lord." Sarga got a strange, confused look on his face. "Abdiel wasn't
there when it was dlscussed, Lord."
"What? Wasn't there?'
"No, Lo d I... don't remember seeing him at all."
Well, where was he then?"

"I don't know, Lor

Zaphkiel leaned forward and looked closely into the Seraph's eyes. Then
he nodded. "I see."

He turned to the Throne who was waitin "That's all. Take him to see the
Lord Michael. Then tell all sentries to pull in and get some rest. We don't
ne'e‘({i to ivorry about spies tonight, but we'll be movmg soon.'

es
Zaph’k1el stared off into the distance.
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As the acting head of the hiFhest ranking Order l(1)resent, Zaphkiel should
have taken charge of the final arrangements. But he was only acting head,
he had no interest in it anyway, and Michael had been given the mission. In
any case, Michael would not have allowed it, and Michael was a Firstborn—
as well as sm,qﬂy being Michael. .

All of which  is to say_that the Orders of angels and the rankings
therefrom had not yet caught on, so to speak, as well as they might.

So it was Michael who stood while Yahriel, Camael and Zaphkiel sat. He
cleared his throat. "As you can see, we are on time. For some reason, Satan
has chosen not to attack. We are near his lines now and could advance at
once. I had thought to wait and receive instructions from the Lord Yaweh,
but he sent a message answering my (iuestlon before I had asked it."

"Of course," said Camael. "He would."

Michael ignored him. "A Seraph has come from the Lord Yaweh. We are to
attack as soon as possible. If necessary, we may take the evening to rest."

"No!" cried Camael. "At once!"

Zaphkiel said, "I am of like mind. We have had several hours' rest. It
should do. We want to maintain our advantage of surprise, and we risk
losing it by waltm%." .

Michael'said, "All right. When?"

"Now!" said Camael. _

"Why not?" said Zaphkiel. . ) ..

"All right," said Michael, nodding. '"Ten minutes to get to your positions,
fifteen minutes to arrange for battle, then we'll go." .

. "I have the smallest unit," said Zaphkiel. "I would like the honor of being
in the middle, if I ma%z have it."

Michael nodded. "If you wish." . L.

Camael glowered at him for a moment, obviously wishing that he'd
thought to ask first.

Zaphkiel had been_telling.the truth about wanting his unit to take the
middle, but he had lied a bit about the reason. The arriving Seraph had
allowed him to reach a few conclusions, bringing together things he had
heard or seen but hadn't been able to make sense ot before. .

Raziel had spoken to him, and from the questions he asked, Zaphkiel had
realized that there was something unusual in some of the movements on the
day Michael and Raphael had gione tp.brlngsback Satan. Zaphkiel had been
fo OWH%%{the activities of Lucifer, Lilith, Asmodai, and Satan, as well as
those of Yaweh, as closely as he could. He, like Yaweh, saw a mystery there—
thIe:fr were not acting as he would have expected them to, .

e had noticed the disappearance of Raziel, as Yaweh had, but had left it a

question mark, to be resolved later.

Unlike Yaweh, who had had confidence in the angels around him until
recent events had damaged it, Zaphkiel had never had confidence in
anything except his own judgment. So when things didn't add up right, he

was slow to brush them aside. .

He still couldn't solve anything, but one close look into the eyes of the
Seraph delivering the message had allowed him to make several deductigns.

He felt no sense of outrage and didn't stop to consider whether an%hm
that had been done was right or wrong, but he did see opportunity when i
presented itself. . . . .

Therefore he made sure that his Order was in the middle of the attacking
angels. .H% e)t:pected that, before long, it would be his Order in name, as
well as in fact.

The first Satan heard of it were the shouts from the other end of the
camp. He stood to see what was going on, but others had the same idea and
he couldn't see past them. . .

It was nlﬁht, but swords reflected well in the light from the campfires. And
when the shouts turned to screams, possibility became certainty. ~ .

For long moments he stood there in shock, unwilling to believe that
Yaweh had betrayed him. Then as angels from his army began flying past
him, yelllnlg, and many limping or wounded, he moved forward. . .

An‘ angel appeared before him, shouting wildly with sword cleaving air.



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

Satan touched the emerald at his breast. It had worked well enough with
the campfire; now he would see..., el . .

There was no ripping, tearing effect of illiaster exploding around him, but
the angel before him ‘stopped, made a gurgling noise in his throat, and
dissolved into nothingness. ) )

Satan_picked up the sword, the other had dropped, his face devoid of
expression, and S“.’“n%)“ experimentally a few times. Another angel suddenly
appeared before him, but before Satan could move, Beelzebub had him by the

roat. The angel drop]f)ed his sword and clutched at Beelzebub, cried out
once, and_was silent. Then he was gone. Beelzebub turned to him. "One
apiece, milord."

Satan didn't answer. . . .

.Another came in front of him. Satan swur(lig clums11)iland missed, but so
did the other. Then Satan brought his swor uIl) over his head and sent it
crashing down on the other's blade. The angel fell, holding his shoulder and
looking up at Satan fearfully.

But the Regent of the South ignored him. He took another ste]% forward
while more and, more of his army streamed by, running from the
unexpected assault, . .
. Another came before Satan, but his blade was held low and pointed to the
side. Beelzebub crouched but didn't spring. . .
Satan looked at the other angel. "Greetings, Zaphkiel," he said calmly.

"Greetings, Lord Satan, Would you mind coming with me? .

"As it happens, Zaphkiel, I would. I have never had less of a mind to see
Yaweh than right now." .

"Then you are a fool," said Zaphkiel. .

Satan_shrugged. "I'm obviously a fool, or I wouldn't have believed that
Yaweh dealt in good faith."

"Yaweh did deal in good faith."

Satan snorted. . L. .

"I'm telling the truth," said Zaphkiel in a matter-of-fact tone of voice.
"When Yaweh learns of this, he will be furious. As will Michael. There is
one an%el to blame for this betrayal, and, I suspect, a great deal more. The
wa%'{to eal with him is to expose ’him. .

"You may not_know it, but Yaweh has never heard your side of many
events that have happened in the last few hundred days. I'think, if you come
with me, you will be_pleased that you have done so. But I think you should
move quickly. It took some domgiﬁo arrange these moments by ourselves in
tl%e mig dSt of a battle, and I doubt that Camael or Michael will think so highly
of my idea.

Sa%lan cocked his head. "Why are fsﬁ)u doing this?" .

"Reasons of my own, of course, that I have no wish to discuss. But, as I
sag, we have little time." .

atan looked down at Beelzebub. "What do you think?"

"I believe him, milord." . .

Satan nodded. "All right, Beelzebub, find Lucifer. Tell him to take
command and to bring the armies to Leviathan. If I don't return, he is on
his own. And may he make better decisions than I!"

"Aye, milord," said Beelzebub, and he was gone. __

Satan threw his sword to the ground. "I'm at your disposal.”

"Good," said Zaphkiel, .

b "tltflla.};pe," said Satan. "But how do we get there through the middle of a
attle?

"My scouts have explored this terrain. I know paths to the Palace that
. .. won'tbeused. Followme." ¢ ¢ o
"That does it, Sith."
"What does what, Kyriel?" . .
"This is_absurd. The waty they hit us back there. Why didn't we get any
warning? You know, one of them almost had me!"
"We didn't have any sentries posted, that's why."

"And why didn't we? .

"Because Yaweh had promised—"

"So what? After all this, they believe Yaweh? Hnuh! He's no fool. He knew
he could sucker Satan in any time he wanted to. We had 'em, and we let 'em
go. Is that how you win a war?" |

"That isn't my job, Kyriel. I'm just here to fight."
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"Then you're as big an idiot as_Satan is. Why are you just standing_ there
looking at me? Do you like bell},g in a war where everyone making decisions
on Krour side is a fool, or worse? .

"No. But I'm on the right side, and it's all we have."

"The right side is the one that wins, Sith." . .

"M%yb.e. I_;"you think so, and if you think we aren't going to win, why are

ou staying?
Y "Stayllllllggwith what? Where's the army now?" .

"I saw a few angels headlnﬁ(},vest so I'imagine that's where we're going to
gather, That's why we're walking this way."

"Yeah? Well thén, I'm I§01.n to walk east."

"Michael is that waly yriel." .. .

"So I'll join Michael, Maybe I'll be on the winning side for a change."

"If that's what you feel you must do." .

"By the flux, Sith! What's got into you? You walk around like you're
asleép, and you talk like you don't care 'about anything anymore."

"I care, Kyriel. But if you want to leave, I won't stop you.

"By Heaven itself, I will, then!"

"Fare well, Kyriel."

W !

"Farewell, and good riddance!"

Beelzebub caufht_ up to Satan and Za]ighkicl half a league from the Palace.
"I'm glad you decided to join me, old friend, but it was unwise."
"Thy orders were given, milord."

"Good." "Meseemeth the lord Lucifer to think ill of thy doings here,
milord. He thinks thou wilt be killed." . .

"Ma Re I will," said Satan. "But not alone," he added, touching his
emerald,

Zaphkiel appeared not to notice. He took them the long wag around the
Palace, passing through the woods at the top of the hill. Beelzebub led them
through this, pointing out trees and roots and stones in a whisper so that
Satan and Zaphkiel would not trip in the darkness.

...As they left the woods, the lights from the_ Palace set up enough
illumination so that they could see their path somewhat. Zaphkiel held up his
hand for them to wait."~ . )

.Soon they saw a l[l)alr of a.r(ligels with swords walking by. As they
f(‘hsapp((elare around the other side of the Palace, Zaphkiel motioned them

orward.

They ran, as quietly and as ql.lickl%as they could, to a small door. Zaphkiel-
opened it and they ste]l)ped inside, s uthntg it softly. .

They found thémselves in a poorly lit hallway. This they followed for
several tum;nis until they came to another door.

"Now," said Zaphkiel, "act confident."

They nodded. ) .

He opened the door, and they stepped out into a large hall filled with
angels, many of whom were sleeping. Zaphkiel strode forward, nodding to
them, and went for the door into the throne room, .

A Cherub moved to bar_the way and started to iPeak, but_Zaphkiel
snapped, "Out of the way, idiot." Belore the other could decide what to do,
they were past.

"Wonderful guards," muttered Satan. L. .

Then things ap;ilened ((ilulckly. As soon as they 'vere inside, Zaphkiel
slammed the door shut and drove his swora under it as a wedge. There were
cries, and the two Seraphim who were awake leapt at them while the other,
Uriel, woke up.

There was a ﬂurr;lrl.of movement, and one of them was_on the floor,
Beelzebub's teeth at his_throat. The other was a%lalnst a wall, gritting his
teeth while Zaphkiel cooly held his arm pinned behind his back.

Uriel, awake now, rushed forward. Satan touched his emerald and a
%)OI‘thl’l of the floor vanished as Uriel set his foot there. Uriel gave a cry and
ell over. Satan walked up to him and hit him in the back of the head. Uriel

stgp{)ed movm(?. .
atan walked forward, past Uriel, and looked at the two figures on the
thrones. He addressed the stranger first.
"You must be Yeshuah," he said. "I've heard much about you. .
"And I," said Yeshuah, his eyes blazing, "have heard much of you. How did

"
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you manage to seduce that one?" He indicated Zaphkiel. .

"It's pleasing_to know, Zaphkiel, that you didn't trick me. That is a real
pleasure, since it seems that everyone else has."

Yaweh spoke then, holding his sceptre high. "If you've come to destroy
me, you'll not find it easy, I mink."

"I ikewise," said Satan. . .

There were _cries from the other side of the door and sounds of it
beginning to give way. . .

As it agpens, I'm only here to talk. Zaphkiel tells me that you didn't
order the attack on us this evenln%."
Yaweh's eyes widened. "Attack! There was no attack." .

"Tll(ie';'e are several score of angels who would argue with that, if they
could.

Zaphkiel turned. "Including the Seraph you sent with the message to
Michael, I think." . .

Yaweh sat down heavily. "Michael attacked you?"

Satan nodded. "Yes. And I'm convinced now that it wasn't by ¥0.ur orders.
That is what Zaphkiel tried to tell me. He also said that many things we've
been %ccuts;{lg each other of weren't done by us. He said I should speak to

ou about it.
Y Yaweh seemed to be in shock. Yeshuah said, "Should we Sﬁ)eak with them
then, Father? If so, we should do something about those who are about to
break down our door."

Yaweh nodded dumbly. Yeshuah went up to the door and yelled. "Stand
back! All is well. I'm opening the door now."

The noise from the other side ceased. Yeshuah remoyed the sword that
was holding it closed and opened it. "AH is well," he said. "Wait out here,
though, until you are needed." .

ere were sounds of agreement from the other side. Yeshuah returned as
Zaphkiel and Beelzebub released the Seraphim they were holding. These rose
and helped Uriel stand up. He seemed to be recovering.

"Well," said Satan, "where should we b(‘e(gin? How about with Ariel?
That's what bothers me the most, I think." Yaweh logked puzzled. "I don't
know anything about Ariel, But why did you refuse my first invitation?"

"I nevér received an invitation." | . L.

Yaweh shook his head. 'l don't—Uriel, bring Gabriel in here."

Uriel hastened to comply.

Meé)histopheles was in an u]ﬁtairs hallway awaiting Yaweh's reﬁ)l¥ when he
heard the commotion below. He walked down and discovered that the door
was sealed from the inside and that some one or ones had sneaked past.
Since the Cherubim had decided not to sai' anitihlng at_all beyond that, it
took him_ several minutes to find out that agh el had broufg t Satan and
Beelzebub in to see Yaweh, and that they had been in there
now with Yaweh's approval. ]

It took him several more minutes to fiiure out what must be happening,
and it was only confirmed when a Seraph left the room and returned a few
moments later with Abdiel walking behind him. . .

As the door closed, Mephistopheles remarked, "It might not be a bad idea
to guard this door well." . .

ne of the Cherubim looked at him, then looked away. MephlstoPheles

shrugged. "There is a chance that someone will come flying out of that room

or some time

in a moment, and if you stop him, you won't have to—
The door flung open. Abdiel éame dashing out, down the hall, and was

one.
& "Catch him!" cried Yeshuah, appearing at the door. .

Mephistopheles sighed. "I'm so smart I almost can't stand it," he
remarked to no one in particular. .

As the Cherubim started off, Yaweh apI{eare.d at the door. "Let him go,"
he said, "He's done his damage; we can catch him later."

The_door closed. One of the Cherubim turned to make some remark to
Mephistopheles, but Mephistopheles was nowhere to be seen.

"I don't quite know how to take all this, Satan." The Regent shook his
lﬁead. "I ‘()l'pn't either. I feel that we've been fighting for no reason—and yet,
ave we?
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"I don't know. But it seems that neither of us want to fight, and our
reasons for fighting never existed."

Satan nodded. .

"Well then," Yaweh continued, "how do we end the war?"

"I'll return to my army and tell them... hmmmm." .

"Exactly. Tell mém what? That you are now willing to cooperate with the
Plan? That I no longer am? Though one thing I'll do now." He turned to
Zaphkiel. "You are now Chief of the Order of Thrones, Return to the field
and tell Michael to cease hostilities until further notice. Also tell him to
inform everyone that Abdiel is to be found."

"Yes," said Zaphkijel le

an
"In_any case," said Yaweh, "we're going to have to find a way to cease

hostilities permanently. And remember, I will not abandon the Plan.'

Satan shrugged. "Are you willing to be honest about it?"

Yaweh furrowed his brow. "What does that mean?"

"It means, are fYou willing to explain to everyone what dangers there are?
How many may be destroyed, and try to convince them that it is the right
thlrﬁg? If you'll'do that—"

"Father." .

Yaweh turned to him. "Yes?"

"It won't work."

"What do you mean?" . .

"In the minds of the hosts, those on both sides, you are committed to
destroying Satan. Do you think you can announce that it was all a
misunderstanding? You'll be laughed out into the flux—both of you."

Satan narrowed his eyes and studied him.

at are you saying?" asked Yaweh.

"There must be a surrender. Complete and full. And an apology."

"I don't see why," said Yaweh.

"Because you have claimed to be_ the father of us all-the creator of
Heaven, practically omnipotent. He has opposed you. There must be an
apology and then forgiveness, or our credibility is ‘destroyed forever—and
the Plan with it." . ) ) . ]

_Ya})weh shook his head. "Wouldn't it be just as bad if I claimed to forgive
im?

Yeshuah nodded. "Yes, Father. After all of this, you can't forgive him. But
I can." He turned his head and looked fulllf at Satan. "I do," he said. Yaweh
pg'c'lded slowly. "You're right," he said. He turned to Satan. "Will you do

"Just what," said Satan, "are you asking?"

"That you publicly say tha;Iyou were wrong to oppose me. To call on those
who trust you to sérve me. To back up my claim to being supreme Lord of
Heaven, To bow down to Yeshuah as King Anointed after me, the supreme

eing of Heaven. To—"

"Lie through my teeth? No!"

"What do you mean?" .

5 Satl't'e'm's eyes blazed with green fire. "I'll see myself thrown into the flux
irst!
Yaweh's eyes opened wide. "I don't understand." .

"Every decision you have made, as far as I know, has been right. Every
decision I have made, from what I can see, has been wrong. But there is
one thing: I have never lied about who I was, what I was doing, or why I was
doing it. You have done all of these." .

Yaweh started to (slpeak, but Satan cut him off, .

. "I know why you did it now, and I understand. But I will not support you
in these lies and half-truths. All I have left from this mayhem is that I know
I was always honest and did the best I could. I will not throw that out, . |

"No! There has been too much. I will not admit to something I think is
wrong. Had you gone before all the hosts and simply told them the truth
instead of creating a false image of yourself as some sort of god, and creating
flhls, thlfl thing "here as some ‘sort of demigod, this wouldn't have

appened.

fall)weh's face twisted for a moment, but he got the better of his anger and
said, "If l}(fm_l object to my clalr_nln§ %o ship because it is a lie, my only choice
is to make it truth, I have said that any who oppose my son will be cast out
from Heaven. I will prove my godhood by doing So. Is that what you want?"
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"No. But I prefer it to being part of a lie." . L.

Yaweh turned to Yeshuah. "You see, my son, why I said that pride is
dangerous in a ruler. .

ATow owhndghspund came from Beelzebub. The Seraphim were suddenly
alert. Satan held his hand out before Beelzebub as if to hold him back.

"You," he told Yaweh, "have destroyed my home—or_your overzealous
minions did. You have lied about me and forced me_to Kill an_angel. Now
¥0u want me to be part of continuing a lie, and imply that I deserved all

hat ha%pened to me, No. I will not. Now what?" .

Yaweh was silent for a moment. Then, his face hard and cold, he said.
"Zaphkiel brought you here with the understanding that you would be safe.
I hold m¥self bound bﬁ' this, though it was not my doing, because he was
acting as T would have had him act. Therefore, you may leave in safety."

Satan nodded. "For this, I thank you. Zaphkiel knows that we are
gathering our host near Leviathan's regency. I will await you there."

He bowed his head and left, Beelzebub at his side. .

en he had gone, Yaweh looked at Yeshuah. "For a moment," he said,
"I had hope...."", .
Yeshuah remained silent.

Sixteen

They come from a far country, from the end of heaven, even the Lord,
and the weapons of his indignation, to destroy the whole land.

Howl]; for the day of the Lord is at hand; it shall come as a destruction
from the Almighty.

—Isaiah, 13:5-6

Word slgread quickly of what had happened between Yaweh and Satan. One
of the first to hear was Raphael. ] .. . .
She thought about confronting Yaweh, askm§ him just what he had in mind
by driving Satan away, ready for war instead of prepared to reconcile, but she
could have asked Satan the same thing
She wasn't surprised at what had happened between them, merely saddened.

Nor was she angry at Abdiel. No doubtp he had had reasons for wha’g] he did.

She found that she had no interest in the war, and very little in the Plan. If
the Plan was_used, she would be &)leased. If it was not, she would be
disappointed. But, to her, it had already cost far too much. .

So, without being aware of a decision, she found herself leaving the
Palace and the center, and heading awqi; from it all.

It was a mere accident, if such 1s.¥0ss1 le, that led her to walk west toward
the sea, where Leviathan waited with the gathering army of Satan.

Lucifer looked up as Asmodai alpproached. "Well?"

"Well what? No word from the Palace, if that's what you mean."
"No. I mean the state of your forces.'

"We're all here, and we're all ready."

"Morale?"
"Not ve %:Qod, of course, but as good as we can hope for."
"All right, Find Lilith for me."

Asmodai left to do so, and returned with her shortly.
"We are ready," she said.
"Good. How about stra%glers from Satan's host?"
"Maybe a thousand. Not more."
"Lucifer?" .
"A hundred at most. We were the farthest away when Michael attacked."
"Yes. We've gotten eight or nine hundred_so far. And we're three days'
march from the shore, and Michael is a day behind us."
"So," said Asmodai, "you're going to do as Satan said?"
':Yes," 's'ald Lucifer.

y?



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

"Asmodai, if you are trying to start an argument, I'll have to disappoint
ou. I'm not gtomg to say, 'Because he told us to,' so'you can say, 'So what?'
e're going there, if for no other reason, because it makes sense. Right
now our most powerful allies are Leviathan and Belial. Belial is more than
fifteen days away, even marching quickly. Leviathan is three. She can't come
to us; therefore we go to her. Okay?"

Asmodai nodded. "Lilith?"
"I never disagreed." ) ]
d."Goog'.' Then we move—all together—in an hour. What else is there to
iscuss?
"Should we try to find out what has happened to Satan?" asked Lilith.
"I think not," said Lucifer, "We assume he is dead or captured, and if
we're wrong, all the better. I don't want to waste any energy worrying about
im. We go on as we can." .
"All right," said Lilith. Asmodai nodded.
"Anything else?"
There wasn't. . ]
"Then let's get busy," said Lucifer.

"A message, Father?"

"Yes. From Michael. He sagrs that they are ready for battle and are
preparing to set out after Satan's host. He also says that the enemy is
moving west, so Satan was telling the truth."

"What about numbers?"

"Michael picked up a few hundred who deserted Satan after the last battle,
and there were more who simply ran away. All in all, they still have more
than we do, but not by much."

"So Michael is going to attack anyway?" .

"Yes. He is deciding now on his exact .strateg¥ but we are going to end
this. He will be approaching from three sides with the sea before them, so
the rebels will have nowhere to run."

"But if they outnumber us—"

"We have an advantage."

"What is that?" . ) . .

"You, my son. You will ]lead this attack. You will take with you all the
Seraphim and the Cherubim; these will be %our.pers.ona.l ard. You will
lead our hosts against the enemy, and you will drive him into the sea. This
will be your hour. What do you say?"

"Father! I'm read{(! " . )

"Then go at once. You should be with them as soon as possible."
"I'm on my wa:fi, Father."

"Farewell. And, Yeshuah—"

"Yes, Father?"

"You have my blessing." Michael looked up from the maps. "Zaphkiel,
how far behind are we?"

"Half a da)i."

"Where will Satan be now?"

"If he's joined up with the army—"

"That's what I meant."

"—he has nearl¥ reached the shore." )
"Good. We will take our time traveling the rest of the way so we can arrive
rested, and then attack as soon as we arrive."

Za 1)1'l'<le1 nodded. "I saw something interesting a few hours ago."

"Raphael. Walking westward, alone," . . .

.. "That«interesting. Do you suppose she's joined with Satan? I can't believe

Zaphkiel shrug%ed. .

"Well, nothing to be done about it—Yeshuah!"

Zaphkiel turned, and it was, indeed, Yeshuah who stood before them.
About his waist was a belt of ,giold, and in his hands was a sword as long as
Michael's. A circlet, also of %}2 d, was set upon his head.

"I am here," he said

¢ ) "bﬁl e wishes of the Lord Yaweh. I am to lead the
battle against the enemy. These are my father's wishes. What say you?'

U
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Zaphkiel nodded. Michael said, "You can have them! Here are the maps of
the sea area, such as we haye, and Zaphkiel can give you the information
about our personnel. I'm 01ngtt0 get some sleep.'

He bowed to each_ of the gthers and strode away. Yeshuah turned to
Zaphkiel. "Let us begin, then."

A "Good dg.'e'ly, Leviathan. How are—by the death of Cheru-biel! What
appened:

f(le’viathan didn't answer, Ra]%hael stared down at the legless form of Harut
lying burned and scarred before her. Raphael swallowed hard; then ol
training took over. She knelt at his side while taking her six-pointed star in
one hand, She ran the fingers of her other hand over the tO]t) of his head,
down each side of his face, around his neck, and over his chest.

"What happened?" she repeated. "I don't know," said Leviathan, "he
hasn't spoken. He was in the battle at the Southern Hold, but I don't know
what may have happened there."

Lilith touched his chest and nodded. "These could be burn marks, then. He
maﬁ have been near the Hold itself when it burned down."

"Burned down?" ] )

"You didn't know? They set fire to it. Burned it to the ground."

"That's it, then," said Leviathan. "I'd sent him there with a message." She
turned her great head away and swam out of sight.

Rﬂ)hael urned back to Harut and tried to summon what power she
could.

Mephistopheles went slower and slower as the hours went by. The ground
was harder here, and the trail more difficult to pick out. Also, it was
apparent that Abdiel had no destination in mind, but was simply running
wfhereverthls feet took him. This meant that Mephistopheles had to be sure
of every step.

Stilll:yhe H.ecided, he wasn't losing much ground. Abdiel was obviously
running until exhausted and then resting, which was not the way to cover
10% distances in a hurr§ii . . .

ore and more often, he would find signs of Abdiel's having collapsed. At
the same time, the signs began to get fresher, and the ground began to get
softer and grassier, . .

For_a while, Abdiel was actually on the road to the South, which required
MephlstO]i):Peles to cover all the ground on both sides to see where he
st?ped off. This didn't last.long, however,

y the evening of the third a(i'., Mephistopheles felt that he was onlg a
few hours behind, Of course, Abdiel wouldn't be stopping for the night, but
he wouldn't be i;omg very far, either. .

Mephistopheles was content to wait the night. Tomorrow, he felt, would
see things settled.

"Stop! Who are—Lord Lucifer? No! Who are you?" Satan logked at the
angel whose sword was leveled at his breast and said, "Who else around
here wears a gold cloak?" The a%el held his torch a little closer and
cried, "Lord Satan! You're safe! We had heard—"

"I don't doubt it. Bring me to Lucifer, please."

"At once, Lord!" . .

He called for someone to_take his place and set off toward the middle of the
camp, Satan striding behind him, Beelzebub padding along comrilacently.

ey reached the central area, lit with enormous fires, and they heard the
sounds of a hammer on metal. They followed these sounds to a makeshift
forge set up on the shore of the sea, and saw Lucifer, Asmodai, and_Lilith
sp.eakmtg together while Asmodai struck something with a hammer in the
midst of the coals. L. . .

Satan thanked the angel who had brought them and dismissed him with a
nod. He approached the trio from behind and coughed gently. Lucifer turned
argund, and—"Satan!"

;:%nd"}%eelzebub! He let you go!"
es.

By this time Asmodai had dropped his hammer and was standin% next to
L}111c1fer,d staring intently. Lilith was also studying Satan, as if to see if he had
changed.
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'\I/Vhere can we talk?" Satan asked. "There are a lot of things that need
explainin
uc1fergnodded and led them off to the rocks by the sea. Satan at once
noticed a larg)e shape in the water.
"Leviathan?'
) She approached. "Yes, old friend. We didn't have a chance to speak last
"I know Now, however, I can answer some of the questions you would have
had to ask of me,
"How is Harut?" Lilith interjected.
"(}}Ie V(\illl live," said Leviathan.
00
"What is this?" asked Satan. "What happened to Harut?"
"As near as we can tell," said Lucifer, "he was_ inside the Southern Hold
when it was torched. He managed to get out and somehow got to the lake.
Leviathan brought him back."
Satan shook his head. "But he'll be all right?"
"He will live," repeated Leviathan.

"Excuse me," said L111th "But whg don't we start at the beginning? And that,
I think, means hear1ng om Lord Satan first." Satan nodded right." Hé
Sellltled ’himself. "You may as well get comfortable. This is going to take a
while

What Abdlel notlced after becoming aware that he was close to the sea
was what he had tripped over There was a large, jagged hole in the groun
several feet to h1s rlg t, an cracks went off from it in various directions.
He had tr1pped in one of these, which was as wide as his foot and nearly the
delPI of his arm from elbow to wrist.

e approached the hole, and noticed, in_the growing light, that it was
blackened in the middle and around the edges, and dee enou% that_he
could hide himself in it entirely. It was a moment later tha he realized what
it was: the spot where Michael's sword had struck the ground instead of
striking Satan,

He s udied it a little more carefully.

As he approache 1t a dizzying sensatlon came over him, followed close

ﬁ’ near-panic. He felt a r1 ng dissolution creep over him and realize
t at de was about to fall apart— to return to the raw i Hi aster from which
he had come.

He dived away from the hole and instinctively commanded his body to
retain its form.

He succeeded effortlessly. This, in itself, was nearly as surprising as the
sudden threat had been.

He agproac ed the hole again, more cautiously this time, and studied it.
ﬁs 1e id so, a sudden gleam came into his eyes, and a smile stole across

is lips.

Hellnoved back after a while and composed his mind for the effort.

Harut stood_up. He was sup({)orted on e1ther side by Lucifer and Lilith.
Asmodai stood a ways ac and studied his legs.

"Can you stand alone?" he asked

"I don't know," said Harut. Luc1fer and Lilith ste IE)ped back. Harut
wobbled, and held out his arms for, alance, but didn't fa

"I guess so," he remarked, gr1nn1n broad 5

Leviathan smiled. "I wou ldn't h av elieved it," she said.

"Me neither," said Harut, still smiling.

"Thank you, Raphael," said Leviathan. And, "Raphael? What's wrong?"

Raphael who had been carefully ignoring everyone except Harut, didn't
loo pl leased. When Leviathan spoke e, she still didn't meet her eyes, but
said, "I'm surprlsed at how eagsy it wa
"You're unhappy about that?™ asked Leviathan.

"Not unhappy. Surprised."

Lucifer studied Leviathan closely, a worried expression cormng over his
features as if to match hers, Lilith noticed and said, "What is it?’

"I'm not sure, ' said Lucifer. "But—Raphael, how hard was it to grow new
legs for him?'
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She shrugged. "I didn't have to call on my powers as much as I'd thought I
would, but it was hard." She pondered, looking at Lucifer closely. "Still, not
as hard as I would have thought." . .

"You've answered my question, I think. Wh}i)wouldn't it take as much
effort to use your illiaster? Could if be that we've been wrong about how hard
it is to use it between Waves? That all it takes is practice?"

"I haven't practiced. If it was always this easy between battles, I could
have saved his eyesight hefore." . .

"Then something is Eomg on that I don't understand," said Lucifer. "And
whatever it is, I want to know about it."

"Raphael?" |

"Yes, Asmodai?" . .

"What ¥0u said, about if it was always this easy...." . .

Raphael nodded. "I've been thinking ‘about that. Come with me, Harut, if
you will. I'd like to try something."

Mephistopheles awoke, made a hasty meal, and continued following the
trail. He noticed that they were getting close to _the sea and wondered if
something, unknown to Abdiel, was drawnﬁ.Abdlel there. .

. Everyone else was gla.therlng there. and Michael would be attacking at ami
time now, and the real issues would be settled soon. It was clear that’ Abdié
had no real knowledge of where he was going; it was a bit of coincidence
that he'd ended up so close to everyone else.

. The trail (ﬁot fresher and fresher as Mephistopheles went along, and the
signs of Abdiel's falling more and more frequent. Another hour or two, he
decided. And then—they'd see.

Then Mephistopheles noticed that the trees before him had taken rather
unusual shapes that he couldn't remember them haying before. Branches
were bent back around the trunk, some leaves were shaged differently than
?}tlhg's. Even the trunks had unusual bends in them. Odd. What could cause

a .

He noted landmarks, and signs of the flood that had washed over this land.
Could the waters have done that? Unlikely, he decided. .

As he walked, he saw that the oddly twisted trees were becoming even
mgore oddly twisted. ) ) ) ) .

"Whatever it is," he told himself, "I'm walking right into it. But then, of
course, so is Abdiel."

He hurried on.

Yaweh had left the Palace shortly after Yeshuah. .
ere had been no one there to see him off, but that was fine; he didn't
want knowledge of his leaving to escape anyway.

He had no intention of leading this l%ll_lt—lt had to be Yeshuah's. And yet—
he couldn't stay out of it because it was his. . .

He had been'right, he knew, in his lecture on pride, but he didn't make any
claims to perfection. If he fell, so be it. Yeshuah would make a good leader if
th(}afr won, and it wouldn't matter if they lost. .

e had also been correct in allowing Abdiel to escape; it would be a grave
error to let anﬁone be distracted from the important issues by a personal
consideration. But Yaweh had nothing left but personal considérations, and
now he knew where to_lay the blame for 10s1.1(11g the friendship of angels he
{1}:11_d loved since the beginning of time, and, pride or no pride, he would settle

ISC

An understandi%lof hate had been a long time in_coming to him, but it
had come at last. And with it, he understood more fulli than he ever had
bﬁf;ore the love he still felt for Satan, for Lucifer, for Leviathan, and the
others,

He had begun_with dissatisfaction, gone from there to hope, and
ﬁra}(llu(aﬁedtto hopelessness. Now, no matter how things fell out, he knew that

e had lost,

JAm 1 §oin after Abdiel hoping he'll destrogy me?" he wondered. "No. Not

him. IfI fall, Iet it be by Satan's hand, or Lucifér's, but not by Abdiel"s."

It was surprisingly easy for him to hold the image of Abdiel before his eyes
and to follow the image. His hand held the sceptre, which could be a weapon
of destruction if need be. What, he wondered, was Abdiel doing at that hole?
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It certainhill.ook.ed significant, but what was it? Well, he'd find out before he
destroyed him, if possible. If not, amen to that, too.

Far to the north under mountains known for vulcanism, the angel who
most feared and hated the cacoastrum awoke fully. Spmethlnglthat had been
disturbing_him, little by little, had finally crystalized. A s 0w13il %'owmg
?neﬁge which “"went back many days "became solid—and ‘"hideously

rightening.

.ﬁis grqa% eyes opened to the darkness, and he_felt it with every nerve in
his massive body. Fear shot through him, paralyzm% him for long moments.
He didn't know whﬁr it was happening, since it felt so different from the
other times, but he knew fully what it was. _ . .

Could he actually fly risfrht into it to stop it? No. Could he resist dqm§ sQ?

s0, no. How long could he stay like this, not doing anything, afraid to do
nothing? That would have to be seen.

Lucifer nodded. "I will admit," he said, "that this makes many things
clear that weren't before." e, .

ASIIII}OdE}'l and Lilith nodded. "However," said Lilith, "it doesn't change
anything.

"itagrge " said Satan. "We do what we must." )

They sat in silence, none of them wishing to address the next question.
The silence became uncomfortable. It continued, and became intolerable,

Fl?ally, gvl'lafer said, "All right, I may as well ask it: Who is going to lead
our forces?

Beelzebub nodded, but was silent. Satan cleared his throat.

"It is clear," he said, "that I have been wrong every time I made a
decision—except, perhaps, the decision to see Yaweh."I am no longer
capable of —" "

Crap," said Lilith.
Lucifer looked at her. "Huh?" .
"It seems to me," said Asmodai, "that you, L111thi)are the only one of us

(] . "

who understood from the beginning what'this was about. It is obvious—

"Crap to you, tog," she said. '"Lord Satan, it is unfortunate that you are the
one the angelslooK to, but that is fust how it is. It is also unfortunate that
you won't be content to let others lead. in your name, but I know you. You
won't." Satan nodded, watching her closély.

"Well, since you won't, we're stuck with ﬁou. If you had had the courage—
the courage of mind, I mean—to, lead us before, we would have won Igng
ago. If I had had the courage of mind to challenge you openly and campaign
among the angels to win their allegiance, we would be in a’position to win
now.

"But none of those things happened. The angels still look to you for
leadership. Therefore, you will lead us. But listen to me, Satan: It is only
because we are so much stronger than Yaweh that we have survived all of
your hesitations so far. We have, still, a chance of winning. That is despite
you, not because of you. If you err once more, we will lose, and be cast out
of Heaven or destroyed.  ° . . .

"So be careful. Deah%g with enemies who are angels is no different than
dealing with the flux. You do what you must, when you must. Remember
that, as we go into this. Do you understand?"

Satan looked at her a long time. Then he nodded, once.

Abdiel worked hard and fast, but carefull¥ He had to hold tight control
over himself to keep from being destroyed by the powers he was usu}ﬁ.

The seepage he had detected allowed him to expand the area of the hole,
which he did before tl('lylng to deepen it. After half an hour or so, it was as
deelp as his helgll;lt, and as wide., . .

Slowly, then, he began to work his way down further. As he did so, he felt
the cacoastrum grow stronger, and he "had to use more and more of his
energy to prevent its affectmﬁ him. But, at the same time, he had to use less
and less to do the actual work. . .

The top of the hole was well above his head now, and the dee]l)enmg would
soon begin to happen on its own, en that began, he would leave and get
as far from there as he could— using the illiaster to transport himself.

Then he would watch, laughing, while the angels busied themselves trying
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to fight the Wave. Of course, he might die himself, but if he didn't, there
was at least some chance that all of those who were after him would die.
And if not, well, he would make them remember him, anyway!

He chuckled to himself. "The angel who started the Fourth Wave." Not a
bad name to be remembered by, he mused. And they would certainly regret
having listened to those who—

"Good morning, Abdiel." . . .

Abdiel looked up and saw Mephistopheles standing at the ed§e of the pit,
looking down at him, the corners of his lips turned up into a half smile.

"Hard at work, I see. Mind if I interrupt?"

Seventeen

God would not permit such a crime.

—Alexander Dumas

Yeshuah stood on a large stone and §urve1yed his army. Thousands of
anﬁels swords gleaming in the morning light, looked at him. He smiled and
nodded, then turned the other way. .

He could hear the sound of the surf just a league or two distant. He could
smell the salt in the air. And he could see Satan's army lined up in their
thousands across shore. .

To Satan, the sea would be a place to stand, to hold from. To Yeshuah, it
was a lE)lace to drive the enemy into. .

Yeshuah reflected that it was odd, but not surprising, that Satan was on
the defensive despite his larger numbers. All of the recreant angels who
served him knew deep in their hearts that their foe was the Lord God,
omnql)lotent, immortal, timeless, and eternal. How they must be quaklnlg!

Yeshuah raised his sword hlfgh and brought it down again. He leapt
forward off the rock and ahead of the angels in front.

The Seraphim marched with him, two on_either side, because he would
have no one first, The Cherubim came behind, the eight of them clustered as
lc)lolf.e ﬁshthey could. Uriel was at Yeshuah's right hand; Gabriel was directly

ehind him.

Even with the rearmost of the eight Cherubim came Zthkiel, off to the right
flank with his Thrones numbering twenty. On the other side was Yahriel
with a hundred Dominions. . ]

This was_the vanguard. Behind them came five hundred Virtues led by
Michael, whose sword shone so brightly that none could look directly upon
it, And next came Camael, who led two thousand Powers, and Nisroc after
him with ten thousand an§els formed intg a new Order created for the battle
and called Principalities, for they fought for Yeshuah, the Prince of Heaven,
and they cried his name as they came, . )

Behind them, Barachiel, his beard black and his eyes bright, led the
Archangels who stood for Yaweh, and the rest of the angels who had chosen
Yaweh came behind, and their Chief was called Adnachiel. The army
followed in Yeshuah's wake. Knowing the terrain from Zaphkiel's reﬁ)orts
he took them through a path such that four could walk abreast. Then it

expanded.

R took a long time for them all to go through. When they did, they saw a
cleft. It was three leagues deep and two leagues wide. Those in the vanguard
moved forward so the others could file in behind them and form ranks. This
also took a long time. ]

But when it was done, they began to march forward. Those on the right
flank looked to the small ?ath on the other side, but nothing was there.
Yeshuah, in front, moyved toward the far edge of the cleft where the waves
crashed against the rocks.

Opposite them was Satan, who still wore the gold cloak of the Firstborn.
Th(e1 emerald still shone upon his breast, and his green eyes were narrow
and grim.
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His ri%ht hand held a sword, the point of which rested on the ground. His
left hand was held out to the side, telling those behind him to wait. He
seemed made of stone. . . .

At his right side was Beelzebub, also still and unmoving, his eyes
fastened on the oncoming army. His weapons were his teeth.

A Pacq behind him to the right stood Lucifer. He held a short rod of
scarlet light with a golden hilt in_his right hand. He, also, wore the gold
cloak of the Firstborn. Lilith stood to Satan's left, and she held a spear—a
gift from Asmodai. It seemed to jump in her hand as she rested its butt
agglns.t the ground. . . . .

Behind_ these four came the might of the angels in rebellion, their faces
grltl‘n, t}tlelfl“.}tlands holding blades, spread out before the cliff some fifty paces
in front of it.

Behind them were a few large shapes that the oncoming army couldn't
quite see, but gave little notice. And behind these, just barely, they could
ma%(el'mll)tt 1the awesome shape of the head of Leviathan, eyes blazing, maw

ust sli open.
J The r{fista);lcg between the two lines diminished to a league— half a league—
a quarter.
atan lowered his hand.

Raphael and Harut went to a hiIgh place, over the sea and abhove the battle.
Raphael watched the lines get closer and closer together, then she went
beneath the tree where Harut waited and leaned against it.

"You don't want to watch?" said Harut.

;:go.'yvould you like me to report what happens?"

'Tell me something, Harut: Whir is this happening? I can't blame Satan
and I can't blame Yaweh, I can't blame Lucifer, or ASmodai, or Lilith, and I
can't even blame Yeshuah. Who, then? Is it really all Abdiel's fault?"

Harut shook his head. "It doesn't matter, honey. It is, that's all."

"That isn't good enough." .

"No, it sure isn't, honey. But it's what we've got."

Rap'hael nodded. "Lie down, Harut. I want to take another look at your
eyes,

yWithout another word, he complied.

Yeshuah was faster than the Seraphim around him. With_a great cry, he
sprang forward to meet Satan, The Regent of the South held his sword alo
but before he could swing, Lilith cooly stepped in front of him and impaled
Yeshuah on her spear.

He gave a cry and went down clutching his side as Lilith withdrew her
spear tor another attack. Uriel cau%ht up then, and, screaming with rage
cut at Lilith's head. She_ stepped back and thrust with the spear. Urie
twisted out of the wa¥ and swung at her head. She ducked the blade, her face
expressionless, and thrust at him again. Once more he twisted and cut;
once more she ducked and thrust. .

Another Seraph tried to come at her from the side, but Satan moved_ to
block him. The Seraph cut downwards, and Satan's sword_fell from his
hand. The angel lifted his blade again, but Beelzebub leapt at his throat and
then they were on the ground, rolling and tearing at each other. Satan
picked up his sword and turned back to help Lilith, but saw Uriel on the
ground, writhing and clutching at his thigh. . . .

. Lucifer behaved oddly. As the Cherubim came up to him, he raised his rod
into the air, and it emitted a bright red flash.

From behind the lines, three fgt're:alt machines grunted as ropes were cut, and
sqgon, deep within the ranks of the angels of the Lord, there were explosions
of fire and cries of the wounded. _.

Asmadai, standing behind the lines next to one of the catapults, nodded
his satisfaction. "Load them again," he said, "and this time stagger the
firing. As you load, you others chanéf the aim a bit."

Zaphkicl turned at the sound of the explosions. His eyes narrowed, and he
traced the smoky lines in the_ air until he saw the three laggte obI]ects behind
the lines of the enemy. He nodded then and calmly directed the Thrones into
a spear formation, and led them directly at the’line of angels, toward the



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

three machines.

Michael moved toward a side and began to clear it. His sword cut
through the blades of his foes as if they weren 't there, and one after another
fell, Only rarely were they wounded; more often they would cry, fall, and then
melt away toi 1aster

Staymg close behind him, the Virtues cleaned up an}ghmg he missed.
Soon the line began to waver, and angels began_to break efore him rather
than face the gol en sword whose touch was the final end

The Thrones, unlike any other of the orders, had taken the time to practice
with their weapons. The twenty of them swept through the line easily, and
before anyone was aware of it they were back among the engines now
re larly heayving gouts of destructlon out into the lines. Asmodal saw them

stepped forward to meet Zaﬁ) iel rope sw1 ing in his left hand, sword
ra1sed in his right. The next in me amon rones leapt at the nearest
machine— and cried out. Leviath an s hea came crashing down on him. His
chest crushed, he fell from the mach me and dissipated.
The angels who tended the cataPu ts continued frantically loading and
ﬁrmg}them as Thrones smashed at hem and fell to Leviathan.

Zaphkiel stepped back, made a u1c Jll dgment of Leviathan's speed and
how many Thrones there were and how long it would take to disable the
Klachléles "Work quickly," he said. Then he stepped back up to meet

smodai

"Good afternoon, Lord Satan. Your four-legged companion doesn't seem
to be around."”
"He's busy, Lord Michael."
"Ah! Then it' s just the two of us.'
"As much as it can be, in this mayhem If you don't mind, let's get on with
it. I have things to do here, and I'm sure you do also."
"All right, try this, then!"
"Not bad. I see you 've learned to aim so that you won't hit the—eek—
ground if you miss."
" ]
"You can't keep retreating forever, you know."
"I suppose not. Tell me, Michael, will your—eh—will your sword save you
from my emerald?"
"Find out if ou dare!"
"I will, if you give me a moment to—uh—here we go, then. There. Ah. I
see your sword helped a bit, anyway, or you wouldn't still be alive. T'll be
going, now

"No doubt MYchael no doubt."

Zaphkiel reahzed 1mmed1ate g that he couldn't get past Asmodai's guard,

for each time his blade crosse ath of the rope a burning sensation

went up his arm and th ost a finger-joint's length of point.

Eherefl?re, he contented hlmself w1th keeping Asmodai busy and protecting
imself.

When the catapults were destroyed, he pulled back and yelled for the
others to do so. Their retreat was as fast as their advance, so the rebels had
no time to stop them before they were safely away. Zaphkiel noticed with

some satisfaction that there were still twelve Thrones left.

He looked around and saw where Yeshuah lay wounded with Gabriel
fighting over his body. He directed the Thrones that way, stepping over the
wounded as they went.

Camael's sword didn't have the characteristics of Michael's, but Catnael
did everything he could to make up for the lack. When he wasn't laying
about him at everythlng in sight, he was screaming at the Powers to follow,
to hack to rend, to destroy.

zeal and with the_fire of belief, Camael led the angels against the
strongest pomts he cou d ﬁnd wh1ch soon became the weakest.

His rage and Jl h d, he cried aloud as he led the angels in the
wounding of the hea thy and the killing of the wounded.
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He saw Lucifer, who was dealing death to any who came near him, and
charged, crying, "You're mine!"

Lucifer turned to him. "You're nuts," he said, and calmly destroyed him.

Nisroc was a loyal servant of the Lord, but he didn't let it blind him. He

had closely watched each of the precedi .glbattles and he had learned from
them. It was for this reason that Zaphkiel had recommended him for Chief
of the Order of Prlnc%)ahtles. L. . . .
. Nisroc had resyon ed b aSSl%I.llng subranks, each with a_Chief, with the
implication that they should do likewise as needed. And he had worked out
careful plans for how he would communicate with these Chiefs during the
battle, with the implication that they should dg likewise as needed. It was
for these reasons that the Principalities were efficient in battle.

"Nanael! Daniel!"

They a]?]t)roached him. "Yes, Lord?" .

a "Alzta"c he center, near Yeshuah. Tell Vehuel and Cerviel to guard your
anks.

"Yes, Lord." They rushed off to order their divisions. .

Presently, a messenger stood before him. "Lord, Daniel says that Lucifer
has arrived and is creating much havoc."

Nisroc nodded. 'Tell him to pull back to reserve."

. "Yes, Lord." Nisroc found another messenger nearby. "Have Vehuel move
in to replace him." The messenger ran off.

Nisroc turned.

"Imamiah!" ) ) )

Noth1n§ happened. "Zuriel! Where is Imamiah?"

"I don't know, Lord." .. .

;:¥ery ivelld ’I"'ai(e over for Vehuel's division, and guard his flank."

(es, Lord., .

Nisroc continued watching. Soon, another messenger approached.

"Lord, Nanael says their Iines are wavering."

Nisroc nodded. "Good. Press the attack."

Lilith was beg_nning to wear down. She broke off her battle with Gabriel,
who wzis standing over Yeshuah, and backed up hoping to rest for a
moment.

Suddenly, with no idea of how it had happened, she was cut off. Twelve
of the enemy were before her. The foremost was Zaphkiel, who was
studying her cag11¥. . .

"There is something about her spear,” he told those around him. "Go
slowly, and be sure." . . .

She backed up. The Thrones followed her until, with a few quick
movements, they were all around her. She turned in a slow circle. The
Thrones began to close in. . ]

Zaphkiel (')'oked around, then, "Take your time," he directed. "There's
no one near,

tTh(iey slowly came toward her. She tasted sour vomit, and held her spear
steady.

_His eyesight was keen, but he didn't need it. He could feel the source of
his fear and could have found it with his eyes closed.

But he didn't want to. He was fl nﬁ toward it, but he would rather have
been flying away. He knew, as well ‘as he knew anythln;f?,, that once it started
it couldn't be escaﬁed. As he came closer, the desire for flight grew, as did
the need to attack the cacoastrum. But—what could he do? .

hen he noticed something strange in the air. It looked greyish black,
and the smell was—smoke!

Grateful for the excuse to come no closer to the source of his fears, he

went to investigate. )

He flew in great circles over what he saw trgllng to understand. He had
seen something like it once, recently, but hadn'f understood it then, either.
He began 1ns_Pect1ng details and_quickly found someone he recognized—a
new friend with a gentle voice and firm, warm hands. . .

He looked closer, trying to understand what was happening; he didn't want
to make a mistake. He studied the matter closely and realized that, if he was
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I‘l%lt he couldn't waste any time.
d for the chance to help a friend without coming any closer to that, he
move

It was mesmerizing, in a way. They had circled closer and closer until now
theh were well within spear range, and she had done nothing to them.

e became aware of it and decided that she would attack and hope to get
one or P%O of them, at least. Or, she decided, perhaps she would throw the
spear at Za

p o, s e n11)t 1g‘ht mlss, and then she'd have nothing for her trouble. She took
a deep breath and—

The three of them d1rect(1f' in front of her vanished in a burst of flame from
above. Her reflexes acte her, and she dived forward, rolling, just
m1ss1nIg a stroke from aT rone who was behind her.

ooked up and saw Bellal turn for another sweel]{)

"Scatter," sald Zaphkiel with complete coolness eform forty paces to
the right of Yeshuah." He turned and ran, the others doing the same, but
none of them coming near h

Belial landed care lly behlnd her. Lilith (}ulckly looked around and saw
the 11ne beginning to bend under the assault Nisroc,

Pproache Belial and climbed onto h1s neck. "Thank you,_true
r1en can 't say how grateful I am. But if you'd do more for me, take us
up, and 1 show you where to burn."
Bellal . help," was the reply, and they were airborne.

"I wanted to talk to you about Ariel. Do you have a few minutes?"

Abdiel, dldn't answer He looked around as if ho 1ng to see some kind of
weapon in t e 1t with lm Mephistopheles waited, then stepped forward
and landed he pit, his knees bending. Abdiel could see him working to
hold hlmself together agalnst the flux that issued from the weakened floor
beneath their feet.

"If now isn't convenient," Mephistopheles continued, "I can wait. It isn't
ur ent I've been Waltlnﬁ a long time anyway. I can wait more."

s e s 0 th’ etmove closer to Abdiel, and his hands began to reach out
roa
Just let me know what a good time to talk is, Abdiel. We'll set up an
appointment. We can—"
t was an accident!"

"Yes, I know. You were going for Beelzebub, weren't you?"
hi "I only wanted to hurt him to make him chase me.”I wasn't trying to kill

im!

"I understand that. That is why I'm not anary with you. Really. Trust me
Abdiel, As Yaweh and Gabriel trusted you the messenger to Michae
truls)tled you. Trust me—

ease!

The dark angel' hands found Abdiel's throat, and cut off anything else
Abd1e1 ha to sa

Abdiel, who al wa¥h s had a plan, always had a scheme, always knew how to
do or say the th 1ng at would make everything work for him, felt empty as
the fingers closed.

Helplessness, frustratlon, and bitterness—and then_a growing veil of
blackness that came down from above as if tg cover, all traces of what he
was. There was a final, searing burst of pain from his chest, and then the
blackness was complete

Mephistopheles watched as Abdiel's bod%dlssolved Then he climbed out
of the pit, dusted himself off, and walked ‘back toward the shore to see if
matters were completed there, as well.

Harut opened his eyes
"You're beautiful," he said. He looked at the blue above him, and at the
ground beside him. "He looked at his hands, and his arms, and—
"Raphael!"
"Yes? What is it?"
"Over there!"
"I don't—oh. Harut, I must—"
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"I understand, Raﬁhael. I'll stay here and look at
things." "Fare well, Harut." "So long, Raphael."

Yaweh looked into the empty pit and felt the emanations from it. So that
was what Abdiel had been doing! Yaweh decided that he had no quarrel
{)Vltl‘i Meplalstopheles for taking the execution on himself—Abdiel had had to

e stopped.

He cply(:cked the damage carefully and decided that, bad_ as it was, it could
wait until after the war was resolved. He concentrated briefly on the battle,
and the scene unfolded itself before him, .

Yeshuah, wounded, was being helped by Gabriel and a Seraph, both of
whom were also wounded, as they backed aw§y from the conflict. Michael
also wounded, was crawling as best he could. Nisroc was keeping control o
the retreat, trying to make it orderly. .

Lucifer stood stock still, deahr‘}é;t out death as casually as he had discoursed
on light sgources and plant growth. Satan was moving all across the lines,
direc .ln.%ithe advance and shouting encouragement. .

Belial had cut off their retreat; whether by chance or design could not be
determined. His burnings, however, had also blasted the sides of the other
ga_th, ﬁzlldenlng it, and the re treating hosts were taking that. That would

ring them

.Heg looked up and saw, with ordinary eyesight, angels begin to run toward
him. He waited %atlently. When they began to get close, he held his sceptre
aloft and sent a thunderclap into the air.

e angels, who were now within a league, saw the lone figure, then saw
the gold cloak on his shoulders. They began running toward him. .

As they came, he motioned them to stand behind him, well clear of the pit,
so he could watch the developlngl})attle. .

The last of them emerged, the healthy helping to bear the wounded. And
behind them came another figure wearing the gold of the Firsborn. Thels;
took up lines a full league away near the mouth of what had been a pat
through a small gorge and was now a valley strewn with rubble.

.Yaweh identified Satan, with Beelzebub next to him. Lucifer_stood to the
side. Overhead, Belial turned in great circles. The angels behind Satan stood
tall and grim. Yaweh looked behind him. Michael lay on the ground moaning.
Yeshuah still clutched his side. Raphael was nowhere to be seen. The eyes
of the angels reflected only fear, hopelessness, and exhaustion. .

Yaweh swallowed hard. After all of this, he had lost. Completely. Finally. .

What to do now? Go to him and surrender? It wouldn't be ‘easy, but it
vaoilﬁd save lives. Could he lead a counterattack? No, too late. What else?

othing.

Aftqrgall the murder, destruction, and hatred, there wasn't gi/(\)’ing to be
anything to show for it.' The cacoastrum would still come past in Waves and
take the lives of thousands of angels. Their safe, secure haven from_the flux
would be a place of war and death, from within and without. It would—

"No!" he shouted to the skies. "/ won't allow it to be! It will not happen
that wall{! It will not!" )

Then he looked down into the pit and suddenlirl knew what he must do. He
remembered telling them, ages ago, it seemed, that when he ended, Heaven
would end. Now he would prove it, As he had started it, so, now that it was
hopelessly marred, he would end it. With a feeling of sorrow, perhaps not
un-mingled with pride and a sense_of ultimate triumph, Yaweh stepped
forward into the pit to complete Abdiel's work.

'To the Palace, my friend," said Satan. "This time we take it."

"Verily, milord," said Beeizebub. "And with an whole mind, meth .

Satan's brow furrowed. "You know," he said élancmg behind him at the
th'(')l}/l[s.iin((lls‘) of angels who followed, "It isn't as if Yaweh was wrong."

ilord?

"In essence, he was riglht. If a leader can't lead, can't make decisions to
?}fo%g'gt the group he's leading, he isn't a leader. If only he'd—What's

a .

They stO]t),ped. Approaching them was an army—yet not an army of angels;
an arimy of colors, of patternless shapes and .shal[l)eless patterns exploding
from an epicenter before the lines of the opposing

"

osts.
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"That, milord," quoth Beelzebub, "is a poor loser." Once more she rode
the . winds. ilith had long since forgotten the
charging/retreating/winning/losing forms of the anglels below her and
existed with and upon the breezes, with and upon Belial. .

The essence of sundering met the essence of unity, and transformation
occurred, as_it_ always_does. The oneness of Belial/Lilith became the
dl?unctlon of a falling Lilith and a screaming, raging Belial.

he Fourth Wave, she thought in wonder, as the ground rushed up at

her. It came much too fast, of course, for the hand of cacoastrum, the
ultimate prestidigitator, is quicker even than the eye of the Firstborn.

Cacoastrum exploded around him, and for a brief moment, it was almost

eaceful. Here was the old enemy again. Here was the enemy he could hate.

t was right that it_should claim him again—he had cheated it for a long,
long time. Now let it—he realized that he was fighting it.

o, that wasn't what he wanted. He tried to make himself stop, but_he
couldn't. Yaweh had been created out of the flux with the need to fight it—
and ﬁﬁht it he would—it went beﬁ'.ond desire or will. .

He howled with rage. Above him, the archangels recognized what was
occurring and prepared to defend themselves as they had betore.

Yeshuah felt gentle hands ugon him, and his strength returned. He
opened his eyes, realizing that they'd been closed, and saw Raphael above
him, looking worried and harried. "What happened, Raphael?"

"I’don't know. It's like another Wave, only different— smaller, I don't
understand it. It seems to be coming from that pit. When it started, it was
haliﬂfll}n] 10n§er than EYour height."

"What about the battle?" L

"You were losing. It's lucky for you the Wave started when it did; your
arn‘w was in a panic." |

"Was? What's happening now?"

"Everyone is dealing with the Wave, of course. There. You're fixed. I owed
you that much for—never mind. I have to go now."

She did. Yeshuah got to his feet and logked around. He suddenly
understood why they called it a Wave. From in front of him there was a
spreading of colors that were not of Heaven, and a jumble_ of shapes, a
swirling filigree of conception that left nothing'in its wake but itself.

He lgoked more closely and saw Yaweh standing somewhat back from the

edge of flux the angels were strugg]ir(l§ to contain. He saw Michael standing.
And through the flux itself, he could make out more angels, fighting the
flux—and, very faintly, he thought he could see a gold cloak. )

He realised then that all of the angels on the west and south sides of the
emanation were of Satan's army, and thgose on the east and north were of
Yaweh's. Further, those who were not directly involved, as not all of the
angels had room to confront the Wave, were divided similarly.

is, of course, was too good a chance to pass up.

Michael, somewhat healed by Raphael, came limping up to Yeshuah.

"Don't do it," he said.

"What?"

b "You are about to have our host attack Satan while they fight the flux.

(')'nthiy not?"

'"Two reasons. First, because you will be hated forever in Heaven if you do.
Second, because I'll destroy you if you try." .

.Yeshuah smiled. "As to the second, you_can't. You have no idea of the
km(lldoft power 1 have, created as I was. You couldn't do it, my father
couldn't—

"Lilith nearly did the Ijob." . . .

Yeshuah shrugged. "I have no intention of lettlnﬁlyou ﬁet close enough to
use physical means, which is the mistake I made then. As to the first point
you raised, do you really think so?" ..
~ Michael logked su.l(})rlsed, for Yeshuah seemed actualll_f to be considering
it. "Yes, I do," he said. "TheX(are WOI‘kll‘(lig in_defense of Heaven itself. If you
use that 0111) ortunity to attack, you'll be esglsed wherever you go." .

Yeshuah looked thoughtful. Then he nodded, as if to himself. "Come with
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me," he said. He walked past the waiting lines of angels and came out in
front of them.

Then he began to lift his arms as if to signal an attack. Michael made a
growling noise and_brought his sword sweeping down at Yeshuah—who,
ex¥ect1ng it, stepped nimbly to the side.

he sword struck the ground. . )

Michael was hurled into the air by the explosion, back toward the line of

angels. Yeshuah, however, had braced himself for the shock. When it came,
he fixed all his concentration on the spot where the sword had struck. He
took one last breath, and briefly wished that he had time for a fast look at
Heaven. Then he threw himselfat the eruption. . L.
. The cacoastrum ﬂowm% from the explosion seized him and began ripping
into him. Before it could complete its work, however, Yeshuah had a
moment—an immeasurably small instant of time in which to work. Using
all the skill he had taken from the minds of those who created him, he
directed the cacoastrum where he wished it to gl((). .

.He had the fleeting sensation that it had worked; then the flux tore into
him, and he was no more.

A great crack appeared in the floor of Heaven. The flux fed back along this
weakness quicker than any angel could see it. In the drawing of a breath,
the crack had spread in both directions across the floor on which the sea
rested until it came to the far wall. There, halfway up, the cracks came
together, and the cacoastrum found the weakness even as it appeared. |

ith a tremblmﬁ that knocked every angel off his feet, a great, massive
block of Heaven's floor and part of the distant western wall split off, .
. In the drawing of another breath, the flux had found it, open on five of six
sides, and these had broken down into nothing.

Belial was beyond panic, His fear had transformed itself into rage, and
the cacoastrum fell back wherever he found it. He sought out the flux and
destroyed it, mindlessly, unaware of its source or its cause.

In his blindness, he felt that it was because of what he was doing that he
was able to search it out, rather than be surrounded by it. He was, therefore,
not vqr¥ surprised when_suddenly he was surrounded by it. Then he began
to twist, turn, dive, and spin, merely to keep himself alive. He_had no
u.nderstandlng1 of the significance of this, but he had no need to understand
either. It was almost more than he could stand. The death of Yeshuah had been
to Yaweh as if a part of him had been forcibly I'lp[;ed out. And now, seeing
the huge hole in the wall of Heaven, it was as if another Eart of him had been
taken, He felt his knees giving way, and his face struck the ground.

At that moment, he felt two pairs of hands on him. One pair was warm
and gentle, the other hard and strong. . .

"Yaweh," said Raphael. "There is nothing you can do to help him, but
there is much that can be done for Heaven, and you must do it."

"Leave me alone," he whispered. ) )

"The Plan, Yaweh," said Michael, "You must do it, now, or his death—
everf'thlng—w.lll have been for nothlnﬁ. " )

"Please,” said Raphael. Her hands e§an to massage his shoulders. The
star at her side glowed, and Yaweh felt a strange peace come over him.
"Please," she repeated. . ) .

He got to his knees. With Michael's assistance, he rose to his feet then. He
reached into his robes and drew out the papers on which the details of the
Plan were inscribed. ) ) ]

He looked out at the angels of the Third Wave fighting and dying to hold
back the Wave. He saw that there were still many who were doing nothing
but waiting for others to fall, to take their rum.

He looked back at the papers, then at Michael, then at Raphael.

"All right," he said at last. ""Michael, here is what you must do...."

Leviathan was frustrated at beil(lig out of the battle, except for that small
pan near the beginning, but pleased that it was going so well. She craned her
neck to get a better view and occasionally got glimpses of this or that
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ortion.
P When the influx began, she was aware of it at once. This was confirmed by
the sight of Belial flying around and attacking it. She wondered why it was so
well confined to thé inside of Heaven.

"It won't staty that way," she decided. Therefore she, too, was unsurprised
to find herself surrounded by the flux and fighting for her life once more,
Harat felt the effects more kéenly than any angel save Belial. While he had
been blind, the flux had given him percéptions that other angels lacked.
Some of them remained. .

He knew what had happened. As he sat on the safe side of the break, he
waited for the Wave to find him. And as he waited, he saw what Michael
and Yeshuah did. He became aware of the beginnings of the Plan, of the
angels thrown out into the flux to create a safe area to work in and of those
going out to begin the work. Lo .

Heaven, he realized, was, ShI‘lIlle%. In order for the Plan to function
most of Heaven had to be given back fo the ca-coastrum from which it had
sprang—there s1m]t)ly were not enough angels to defend it.

He sighed as he hougtht of the forests of Lucifer, and the shore by the sea
where he had visited with Leviathan, _ L.

He noticed that the_ cliff on which, he was sitting was soon_to be
abandoned by, those who were defending against the Wave. He .thouilllt
over the possibilities of retreating to safety and of staying behind. He
thought over who was remaining in Heaven, and who had fallen from it.

Then he pitched himself forward into the chasm.

Asmodai saw Lilith fall to the ground near him as he, himself, fell. Then he
saw the ground breaking apart around him. Quickly he engulfed both of
them in a web of safety that would keep the flux out—for a little while.

Then, hoping it would be enough, he began to build walls. He discovered,
to his surprise, that he was enjoying it.

Lucifer had been rallying angels against the flux when it hit, and he was
thrown to the ground. Then the ground fell apart and he cried Lilith's
name.

Once more he was battling the cacoastrum. He spun and fought, his wand
flashing and cutting. He became aware of Asmodai, Belial, and Leviathan,
and began helping them. . . . .

Three times they erected a wall with two sides, and three times it was torn
apart before the third could be added. The fourth time it stayed.

The emerald around Satan's neck spat in all directions as he forced his
way forward throulgth the flux. He came at last upon a line of angels working
to create a new wall'to Heaven, and forced his way through.

Then he was upon the ground again. Behind was an abﬁss with cacoastrum
%O}‘;\{hl&%@ﬂd angels fighting against it. He looked around, but ignored those

ehind him.

He strode forward to where a group of angels were receiving instructions
flr.om ]lffaweh. As he came near, one of them saw him and moved to interpose

imself.

"Who are azou?': asked Satan.

"I'm called Kyriel." ] ]

"Then move, Kyriel. I'm here to destrgy him who you think of as God. If
you get in my way, I'll destli\(/iy you, t0o."

Kyriel shook his head. " best friend has already been destroyed by
serwnﬁ.ym.l. You may as well take me, too." . .

By this time several of the others were moving forward. Satan noticed
this and nodded. . . .

"Very well, then," he said. There was a_flash from his breast, and,K¥.r1el
was no more. Satan took another step and found his way blocked, this time

an angel with a massive golden-hued sword, who wore the gold cloak of
the Firstborn. | .

"A rematch, Michael? All right." o .

But before he could act, something hit him from behind and he fell. He saw
Michael's sword overhead, and then Michael fell back as a four-legged
shape crashed into his chest. "Milord," called Beelzebub, "get thee behind
me." Teeth flashed, and Michael cried out as his right arm was ravaged.

"Beelzebub!" cried Satan. "Get away!"
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.But Beelzebub was taken by Zaphkiel, who came from behind and pinned
him. Beelzebub looked up ‘at Michael, who was holding his arm and
moeaning.

"Thoggdost see," he said, "that thy sword is not faster than my teeth,"

Gabriel appeared, holding a sword over Beelzebub's breast. But he was
stoppeid by a form in black that struck him from behind and sent him
sprawling.

pMephis%opheles, without stopping, picked up the fallen sword and held it at
Michael's breast. )

All was still then, for a moment. Mephistopheles coughed. "I'd really hate
to have to hurt the poor fellow," he said.

Yaweh nodded. "Take them past the lines and cast them into the void. Let
Elhq?l'l'l fend for themselves." He spoke then to Mephistopheles. "Will that
o

"Quite," said the other. . . .

Satlan and Beelzebub were raised up and brought to the brink of the line of
angels.

atan twisted around and looked at Yaweh. "I think you'll be hearing from

me again," he said. .

Yaweh nodded, but didn't speak. . .

They threw Satan over, and Beelzebub after him. Then Mephistopheles
forced Michael to his feet and the two of them went to the brink together.

"If dyou plan to take me with you," said Michael in as strong a voice as he
could manage, "I don't think you'll like the results." .

"Don't worry about it," said Mephistopheles. "Wherever we're going, I
wouldn't pollute the place with you."

He looked directly at Yaweh. "It's been swell," he remarked.,

Then he threw Michael to the ground, saluted them with his blade, and

leapt into the abyss.

Epilogue
Whom reason hath equalled force hath made supreme—

—Milton, Paradise Lost, 1:248

"We cannot stay here," says the one. . .
h "You are correct,” says another. "The walls we have built are flimsy

ings.

"Do you think we should try to regain Heaven?" asks a third.

e fourth one snorts, but inakes no other answer. .

""Well then," says the third, "what about this place they are building?"

"What about it?" asks the first. .. . .

"It will be fﬁlled with angels created during its building, will it not? Why
couldn't we hide there?" . .

"This would work," sari[s the second, "until we are discovered. But there are
still more of them than there are of us.

They would destroy us."”
"Let us think about it," says the third.

::Theyos"eem secure there, Lord Yaweh."

"Satan and his angels. They have built themselves a Heaven of their own."
"Oh. Dges this bother you, Michael?"

"Don't let it. We will be leaving here soon, anyway. Leave them to their
Wayves, their agonies." . .

"They won't be content, Yaweh. They'll want what we've built. I know it."

"If only Yeshuah were here"

"Yaweh...?

"Yes?"

"Well... we could, I don't know if you're going to like this, but, well, we
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could create him again."
”" W "
"Well?" ‘

"I _couldn't take it, Michael. Seeing him again, I—1 don't know. He
wouldn't really be the same. Maybe someday."

In six days, the Earth was formed. And the stars, and the planets, and the
peoples who dwelt on them. . . .
illions_of angels were created during the bulldln%l. Some were ruined,
and took the form of lower beings. The others were the weakest yet among
the angels, and few, if any, could control their illiaster.
Yet, in that world, there was little need for it.

"What is that?'" said one.

"Beats me," said another.

Yet another said, "Runs pretty well."

"Yeah," another added. "There sure are lots of 'em.' .

"The angels who live there will be able to ride them, I think," the first
remarked.

"No! Really?"

"Why not? They'd get around faster, that way."

The third one put in, "But they won't be able to live everywhere—just in a
few Bplaces." " ¥ is that?" asked the fourth.

"Because what they eat won't grow everywhere." .

"For instance, where?" said the first,” who was becoming fond of the

'l'%(seil that place with all the sand and no water."
1 bet Lgoul build something like it that would work there."

|

th

"I'll make it able to eat things that grow there."
'd:ﬂie" third snorted. "Sure. But what about water? They need water too,
idiot.

"And," the fourth put in, "their feet aren't really designed for running
over sand anﬁway." )

"Well," said the second, "why don't we work on it?"

For Satan, life was "if only." .. .

.He remembered _dec1d11\1/11g not to visit Yaweh. If only. And how Lucifer and
Lilith and Asmodai and Michael had urged him to optpose the Plan openly
if he was going to op%ose it. If only. And of the first battle, where he had
refused to prepare the hosts for a fight. If only.

And so on, and on, . .

Well, he decided, that wouldn't happen again. He was ]l)lrobably going to be
leader of the angels who had fallen from Heaven, whether he wanted to or
not. This time he would be a leader, for good or forill.

He looked at the newly formed %lobe and nodded. Yes, his people would be
safe there. But, of course, they had been right: Yaweh would not allow them
peaceful access to that place. .

.So, by that reasoning, why should Satan allow them peaceful access to it
either? The new angels who lived there wouldn't know Satan from Yaweh.,
They would just_as soon harbor one as the other. Yaweh, of course, would
want them to reject Satan—why shouldn't Satan be e.(%ual y 1pollte? L.

He nodded to himself. Another war, that's what it would be. This time,
the battlefield would be the minds of the weak, new angels.

Yaweh, of course, would lie, and _his minions would scheme—Satan
would rely on the truth. Yaweh 'would want to be worshiped. Satan would
be content with being accepted.

He knew that, sooner or later, it would become a {)hysical match once
more, and they would line themselves up and settle things for good. It might
not be soon, but it would happen.

He looked out at the blue-green battlefield and felt pity for the angels
over whom they would fight. This time, however, he would not let that



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

stop him. Yaweh had been a good teacher, Heaven a good school. Satan
had learned. Angels and mortals Sometimes have to pay—

—Mark Henley, "November Song"
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