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Author’s Note 
This story is based on a real passage in the book of Genesis (Genesis 6:1-4). 
Nestled between two of the Bible's most famous stories - Cain & Abel, and 
Noah's Flood - lies a story that few people have ever slowed in their reading to 
consider. The Biblical narrative indicates that the time period before Noah's 
flood lasted for 1,600 years, and it is not entirely void of details of what 
occurred during the Antediluvian age.   
 
Although short, these four verses record an event so incredible, it is amazing 
that Sunday school classes nonchalantly skip over them. Somehow, millions of 
people go their entire lives carrying this story under their arms to and from 
church every Sunday, and yet never notice the short passage that has been 
passed down for thousands of years. 
 
This is where you would expect me to share the verses... specifically Genesis 
6:1-4. Well, I could, or you could just as easily go read them for yourself. But 
SPOILERS! Feel free to read those verses before proceeding, but if you'd like to 
preserve the mystery, then read on, and you will find the verses at the very 
end of the book. Up to you. 
 
Until I wrote a paper on Antediluvian myths and legends, I had also 
disregarded the passage as odd, out of place and therefore inconsequential. 
That is, until I discovered that this story had not been passed over by the 
ancients - not in the slightest. The story that the Bible only mentioned in four 
verses was elaborated on by a host of cultures, historians and religious writers.  
 
Some writers claimed that the whole of Greek and Roman mythologies 
originated with this event and the consequences that came afterward. The 
oldest manuscripts that record the story in its entirety predate the birth of 
Christ (Dead Sea Scrolls). It was not some obscure legend to Christ and the 
apostles - it was a well known part of Jewish lore. 
 
Why was it forgotten? To discover that reason, I had to continue searching 
through old histories and books. I found that as a certain religious organization 
grew in power in the centuries after Christ, various of their founding leaders 
broke tradition with their predecessors. They denied the version of the story 
that had existed until then. Due to the influence of these men in a religion that 



governed nations, minds and hearts alike, the interpretation of the 
Antediluvian story was changed and relegated to the status of an unimportant 
historical footnote.  
 
For more than one thousand years, the story remained just that. However, 
even a millenium was insufficient to reduce the story's impact on our culture, 
or to completely erase it from memory. 
 
As I uncovered the story as remembered by the ancient world, I became 
consumed with the desire to retell it for my own generation. For the last 15 
years, I have wrestled with it, trying to do justice to the significance of the 
event itself. Many legends and more myths exist, and although I studied them, 
I decided not to bind my telling completely to everything in the legends. I 
found the story there that inspired me, and I used some elements of the 
legends while disregarding others or reinterpreting them to fit the story I 
envisioned. I didn't want to tell a fictional story, but rather a story that was 
actually theologically plausible - it could have happened this way. 
 
The hardest plot point to figure out - which took years - was why and how this 
happened to begin with. The Bible and all the legends present a very 
straightforward reason, but I wanted to take that to another level. If we can't 
understand and identify with these characters and their actions, we have no 
reason to care for them, even if their actions are wrong. So that is one thing I 
believe is quite unique about my take on this story, that few other writers have 
tackled. The Descent of the Gods truly gives you a plausible sequence of events 
that is believable and rational that resulted in consequences that would last for 
eternity.  
 
I never intended to be a writer, but I have not been able to get it out of my 
head. So here it is. 
 
Is the story true? I cannot say, but I do know that once I knew it - I could never 
forget it.  
 
The entire first installment of the trilogy exists as a movie screenplay - I wrote 
the screenplay first. However, screenplays do not make for easy reading 
experiences for most people, so I am working to now write out the story 'in 



prose', as opposed to the surgical conciseness of the screenplay format. 
 
I can only pray as Milton did that my feeble attempts might be touched from 
on high. 

 

...I thence invoke thy aid to my adventurous song, 

...while it pursues things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme. 

And chiefly thou oh spirit, that dost prefer 

Before all temples the upright heart and pure, 

Instruct me...  What in me is dark 

Illumine, what is low raise and support; 

That to the heighth of this great argument 

I may assert eternal providence, 

And justify the ways of God to men. 
Paradise Lost  - John Milton 
Book 1, lines 12-26 

 
 

  



Foreword – The Antediluvians 
This story takes place around one thousand years before Noah's flood. The 
world before Noah's flood was not quite like our own - the worldwide 
destruction of that event changed many things. 
 
The Antediluvian age was a time of discovery for ancient man. Although 
created in perfection, Adam and Eve had succumbed to the temptations of a 
much more intelligent and malevolent entity in the Garden of Eden. They 
lusted for more than what their Creator had given them freely and without ill 
intent. The world that had been formed to be an example to the entire 
universe of the possibilities when finite creatures with a free will choose good. 
Sin fractured that world for Adam and Eve. 
 
They had to leave the paradise of the Garden of Eden, and enter a world where 
pain and death had dominion. Little did they know the plans their Creator had 
to see their Paradise Restored. 
 
In that time, as Adam and Eve raised their family, they retold their children 
stories of God and of their beginning. There were no holy scriptures. Their 
children and the generations to follow had to trust their word alone. 
 
According to tradition, when Cain and Abel become of age, they married their 
sisters. Although that seems shocking to us, it was not until the time of Moses 
that marriage between family members was forbidden, some 2,500 years later.  
 
Cain raised crops, and trusted in his own two hands to provide for the growing 
settlement in the land surrounding the forbidden Garden of Eden. 
 
Abel raised sheep. Their wool was used to make clothing. The best of the flock 
were never sheered, though. Instead, they were kept until they were offered 
to God as a sin offering. Their meat was not eaten - no animals were ever 
consumed at that time. Not until after the flood did God permit mankind to eat 
meat, although not all of the Antediluvians followed a vegetarian diet, as we 
will soon see.  
 
Beyond the physical dimension, angels watched over mankind - guardian 
angels called the Watchers. These angels were referred to as the sons of God, 



since they were directly created by God himself. At that time, only Adam was 
called a son of God, since he alone among mankind had been directly created 
by God.  
 
Azrael and Semyaza were Watchers over the inhabitants of Eden. They drove 
back forces of evil that wished to cause destruction and pain in the lives of the 
people. 
 
One such demon was Moloch. On the night of Abel's wedding, Azrael taunted 
Moloch by pointing his attention to Abel - an honest man, with a heart to 
please God. Azrael asserted that over such a man, Moloch had no power to 
work evil.  
 
But Moloch saw the jealousy already building in Cain's heart against his 
brother Abel. And so to spite Azrael for his taunting, Moloch fanned the flames 
of Cain's pride and bitterness against his brother. 
 
One day, when Cain and Abel went to make an offering to God, Cain did not 
select a lamb from Abel's flock as he had in the past. Instead, he brought 
basket loads of the most succulent fruits from his fields.  
 
Abel warned his brother not to offer up the work of his own hands in pride, but 
rather to take a lamb, so that God would bless them both. Cain refused. He lit 
his offering, and instead of burning gently, the entire altar shattered as 
lightning fell from the sky and disintegrated it. 
 
Moloch appeared behind Cain at just that moment, screaming words of hate 
and rage that Cain could not hear, but could feel. It was all the encouragement 
Cain needed. Cain picked up a shattered stone from the ground and killed his 
brother. 
 
Moloch gloated as Azrael realized too late - Abel was overcome by death, and 
death is hell's victory. Azrael's taunting had proved fatally flawed. Both 
demons and Watchers could influence mankind to carry out great evil or good 
in a world they couldn't otherwise touch - through mankind. 
 
As a punishment for spilling his own brother's blood, God cursed Cain - 



growing crops in the future would be with great difficulty, and Cain was 
banished from the land of Eden. When Cain cried out that the punishment was 
greater than he could bear, and feared that someone would kill him for what 
he had done, God put a curse of protection on Cain - he who killed Cain would 
suffer a fate seven times more terrible. God marked him, so that all would 
know him and beware of the curse. 
 
It was not until Cain later stared at himself in a still pool of water that he 
realized what kind of mark had been burned into his face - the shape of the 
tatoo across his forehead and cheek matched the wound he had made with 
the rock on Abel's own face. For the rest of Cain's life, whenever he looked at 
himself, he would see the fatal wound he had made on his brother.  
 
Cain rushed back to his village for his wife, and they fled. Not knowing the 
reason for their sudden flight, Cain's wife could only glance back at the home 
they would never return to. The only thing she took with her was the clothing 
on her body, and the necklace that had been given her on her wedding day by 
Adam himself - the leather cord ornamented by a small piece of wood with a 
delicate carving in the surface - a tree with water flowing around its base. 
 
Azrael watched them flee in despair. But hope rose within him as he heard 
Cain's wife begging heaven for protection. Azrael decided he must answer her 
call. Cain might be a lost cause, but would his descendants be?  
 
Azrael vowed to defend Cain's descendants from Moloch as long as faith 
remained among them. Moloch, feeling up for another challenge, agreed that 
he would not interfere with Cain as long as this condition was met - faith had 
to remain alive in Cain's seed. And so a wager was made between angel and 
demon. 
 
Azrael soon had to defend his charge, because Moloch had fanned the flames 
of vengeance in one of Adam's sons to avenge Abel's death - a young man 
named Herab. Herab pursued Cain as he fled from Eden, and almost succeeded 
in killing both him and his wife. Through miraculous intervention, Azrael 
rescued them both, and guided them far down the Euphrates river to a rocky 
island in the middle of the vast river.  
 



On that rocky island, Cain and his wife were safe from both wild animals and 
Herab's avenging hate. They made it their home as their family multiplied. 
They called it Nod. 
 
For hundreds of years, Azrael worked to keep faith alive in the hearts of Cain's 
descendants as Cain formed his own city on the island. But although Moloch 
kept his distance, Cain's bitter disregard for goodness slowly infected more and 
more of his descendants. As their own food supply grew too little to feed the 
growing population, Cain launched wars against neighboring tribes to raid their 
fields and eventually, to take their own sons and daughters as slaves. 
 
In one of those dreadful raids, a young village boy named Enoch lost his 
mother and watched his father Jared get cut down and wounded severely by 
Cain's own sword. No one dared to fight back against Cain - they all knew of 
the fearful fate for the one who killed him. So Cain fought unopposed by all his 
victims. 
 
"Is there no one to challenge me?" Cain shouted, laughing as the strongest of 
his enemies fled before him. However, two watched him in all his wars that did 
not flee, and did not laugh - Azrael and Moloch. Azrael seethed at seeing the 
evil Cain committed, and Moloch just smiled as faith dwindled among the 
Cainites. As much as Cain's wife taught those who would listen the faith she 
had kept all through the years, fewer and fewer were interested in an ancient 
superstition. Instead, they worshiped Cain - their fearless leader that not one 
man could stand against.  
 
One day, almost 600 years after Cain had killed his brother, his wife died. 
Before she had breathed her last, she had removed her worn necklace from 
Eden and had given it to a young girl who had listened to and believed 
everything she had taught her. This girl's name was Naamah. 
 
And so Azrael was left with only a handful that believed. When they were gone 
or overcome, Azrael would have failed against Moloch yet again. He was 
determined never to let it happen. 

 
 



 
"And when Cain had traveled over many countries, he, with his wife, built 
a city, named Nod, which is a place so called, and there he settled his 
abode; where also he had children. However, he did not accept of his 
punishment in order to amendment, but to increase his wickedness; for 
he only aimed to procure every thing that was for his own bodily 
pleasure, though it obliged him to be injurious to his neighbors. He 
augmented his household substance with much wealth, by rapine and 
violence; he excited his acquaintance to procure pleasures and spoils by 
robbery, and became a great leader of men into wicked courses."  
 
"Nay, even while Adam was alive, it came to pass that the posterity of 
Cain became exceeding wicked, every one successively dying, one after 
another, more wicked than the former. They were intolerable in war, and 
vehement in robberies; and if any one were slow to murder people, yet 
was he bold in his profligate behavior, in acting unjustly, and doing 
injuries for gain."   
 
Josephus, Antiquities of the Jews, Book 1, Chapter 2 
 

 
 
  



Shepherd 
 
The young lamb had strayed beyond the edge of the forest. It's flock was 
regrouping farther up the grassy hillside, heeding their young shepherd's 
whistle. But the young lamb paid no heed, too intent on a luscious patch of 
grass to notice the predator stalking it - a speckled panther.  
 
The panther gathered its powerful legs underneath it body to spring upon the 
unsuspecting lamb. Just then, a strange whining noise accompanied a hurtling 
projectile that sliced through the trees, and struck the panther full in the face. 
 
The panther whirled back - snarling and looking in vain around it for the source 
of the sudden attack. The lamb scurried away, bleating in terror at seeing the 
mighty panther suddenly materialize in front of it. 
 
As the lamb got closer and closer to the emerging from the forest shadows, the 
panther pursued, unwilling to let it escape, in spite of the mysterious attack. 
Just as the panther was about to spring again, a sudden humming resulted in 
another missile crashing into a tree trunk just inches from its head. The 
panther slid to a stop and watched the lamb bound into the tall grass of the 
sunny hillside, growling and yet unwilling to pursue any further. 
 
Bleating its terrific brush with death to his fellows, the little lamb returned to 
the flock. The shepherd gave him a stern look as he deliberately replaced his 
rock sling at his waist. 
 
Standing on the grassy hilltop near Seth's old altar, Enoch gripped his father's 
staff with strong hands as his sheep grazed quietly around him. Satisfied that 
the panther would seek prey elsewhere, he stared out across the panorama 
before him. Beyond the forested hills, the Euphrates river glistened like a 
ribbon of gold in the sun. He could just make out the form of the island that 
was Nod. So small and far away it seemed, and yet ever present in his thoughts 
and fears.  
 
His staff wasn't smooth, but roughly gouged in several places - a testament to 
its use in past encounters with creatures that craved lamb flesh. In a world 
where fierce dragons were said to exist, Enoch had never encountered one of 



the monsters told about in the stories around the village fire late in the night, 
but he had had more of his fair share of violent clashes with wild cats and swift 
reptilians that had stalked his flock before. Not every time did he succeed in 
protecting the whole flock.  
 
The grass here was rich and the full sun throughout the day encouraged it to 
grow swiftly. Many times Enoch had nestled into the grass, practically 
submerging himself in the green waves, and had lain for hours, soaking up the 
warmth and the feeling of peaceful isolation. 
 
To his surprise, one old sheep was standing on top of Seth's old altar, chewing 
a mouthful of grass as happy as could be. He had watched his sheep hop onto 
rocks, logs and various outcroppings many times before, but the altar? This 
was a first. 
 
"Is this some form of protest, or are you volunteering for tonight's sacrifice?" 
he queried the animal, who just ignored him. Enoch lifted his staff, gently 
nudging the sheep until it leaped down from the altar, scampering a few yards 
away before stopping again to chew, as if nothing had happened.  
 
Later, Enoch led the flock back down the hillside and through the small forest 
village. Far below the towering forest canopy, several hundred huts were laid 
out, nestled in and around the massive tree trunks. The huts were made of 
mud, with thatch roofs, but looked cozy and well looked after. The elderly 
women pounded grain in groups along the central open space leading through 
the village, having earned the easier task while the younger women joined 
their husbands and children to work the small fields nearby in open areas of 
the forest where the sun peaked through at certain times of the day. It would 
have been better to plant their fields farther away, where the sun reached all 
day, but wild animals and other thieves had taught them to make their fields as 
close together as possible. 
 
Enoch herded his small flock through the village, observing the smiles of his 
neighbors as they worked and talked together. They might not have much, but 
they had peace. Here at least, and when they were left alone. He doubted that 
in Nod he would find the same if he ever had the misfortune to go there. 
 



The sheep obediently rushed into their pen that was roughly but strongly 
constructed of intertwining branches and vines from the forest. No predator 
could penetrate it, at least, no ordinary predator and not before Enoch and the 
whole village would be awakened in time to drive it away. Enoch secured the 
latch and turned to his own hut. 
 
In front of his hut, a pathetic form met his eyes. Scarred across his arms and 
face, hunched in his back, and his leg sticking out stiffly at a strange angle from 
his body, the old man stared blankly forward, rocking gently. Pity filled Enoch's 
eyes as he gazed at the broken old man. He leaned his staff against the hut, 
and sat down next to him. 
 
"How are you feeling today, father?" Enoch asked quietly. Jared's eyes never 
flickered, the swaying did not hesitate. Enoch wasn't surprised or hurt. This 
was usual. He noticed a woven basket sitting next to their door, tied at the top. 
He looked inside to find some dried rice cakes that had been lovingly prepared. 
He smiled. He had an admirer in the village. 
 
"I see that you didn't stop someone from leaving us a gift," he said. "Some 
watchman you are!" As he reached into the basket to pull out one of the cakes, 
his father suddenly drew in a quick breath. Enoch looked up to see that Jared's 
eyes were wide and staring fearfully toward the south. He was shaking. 
Enoch's heart sank, the rice cakes falling from his fingers, forgotten. 
 
He stood and peered toward the southern entrance to the village. Sure 
enough, hoofbeats could be faintly heard just before a troop of horsemen 
rounded the corner in the forest, leading them towards the village.  
 
"Herabites?" Jared rasped out. 
 
"Worse. Cainites."  
 
 



 
 
 
Warrior 
 
Even from this distance, Enoch could easily recognize the distinctive Cainite 
mark painted on their shields. The horseman leading them had painted his own 
face with the mark of Cain. Fitting as his full name honored his ancestor - Tubal 
Cain. 
 
Behind the horses came wagons, partially full with bags and baskets of grains, 
vegetables and fruits. But the last wagon was the largest and completely sided, 
with only small windows to see in or out. Enoch knew that inside this wagon 
were captives from other villages who could not pay their tribute - slaves for 
Cain. 
 
Enoch could see a face pressed up against the bars - a girl probably around his 
own age - Maori. Where she came from no longer mattered, only the fate that 
awaited her where she was going. History does not remember her, but 
perhaps it should. 
 
Tubal reigned in his horse, his men riding throughout the huts and surrounding 
forest, checking for any sign of an ambush. As the Sethites in the fields 
reluctantly made their way toward the village, the Cainite horsemen herded 
them along faster. 
 
"Quick, your tribute! We're late returning to Nod," Tubal shouted. Enoch's 
neighbors shared desperate glances. 
 
"But we did not expect you to return for another month at least!" A village 
exclaimed. "We hardly have enough for our own..." 
 
"Bring what you have," Tubal shouted, pointing to the wagon full of captives 
behind him. "Or your children can pay your tribute with their own bodies." 
Tubal's comrades pulled their bronze swords to drive home the threat. 
 
Left without any choice but to comply, the Sethites dispersed to their homes 



and fields to gather what they could from their food stores. Tubal watched 
them carefully as they returned with baskets of food - breads, raw grain, 
vegetables, some fruit. Consumption of meat was an unknown concept to the 
peoples of this era. Their legends held that when everything was perfect in the 
Garden, all creatures lived in perfect harmony with each other and ate only the 
plants and food that God let spring from the ground. No blood was shed and 
no creature was consumed by another. 
 
But when death entered the world, not all animals retained the same form and 
qualities they had been created with. The natural world fractured, and over the 
years that followed, mankind witnessed God's creatures become the hunter 
and the hunted. It didn't happen all at once, but slowly as the decades and 
centuries progressed. It was the age when earth's greatest predators lived, but 
man still held to the traditional food he had been given in the Garden. Even 
they who denied the truth of the stories of Eden. 
 
Enoch entered his hut. Besides the spartan furniture made of roughly cut 
timber, only one decoration could be seen - a carving of a woman's face from a 
block of wood. Crudely done, it still somehow captured the essence of a 
mother's loving look. 
 
A few baskets of grain and food lay on their table. Enoch grabbed all of them. 
When he exited the hut, he bent down to pick up the basket of rice cakes that 
had been left for them. As he did, his father grabbed his arm with a withered 
old hand, holding him back. Jared's eyes, full of fear before, were now full of 
fire and rage. Rage that his collapsed body could only express with his eyes 
anymore. 
 
"Father, let go!" Enoch muttered under his breath. He glanced back to see 
Tubal eyeing him. 
 
"Haven't we suffered enough, father?" Enoch pleaded. "I won't let it happen 
again, even if we must scour the forest for food. Let's give them what they 
want and they'll be gone." Jared's look of rage faded. His hand fell. 
 
Enoch was the last in the village to empty his baskets into the wagons. He 
remained for just a short moment, amazed at the sight in front of him - 



heaping mounds of food. 
 
"It looks like a lot," Tubal's voice made him jump. "But this isn't even enough to 
keep Nod's beggars fed for a day." Enoch began to walk away. Tubal stepped in 
his path and pointed to the sheep penned up behind Enoch's hut. 
 
"Cainites don't keep sheep, never have. Where is your tribute of wool?" Tubal 
demanded. 
 
"We don't shear them," Enoch responded and tried to move on. 
 
"Then why do you keep them?" Tubal pressed. Enoch did not respond. 
 
"Answer me!" Tubal shouted. 
 
"To sacrifice to God, as he commanded all men from the beginning," a calm 
but firm voice said. Tubal looked around to come face to face with the speaker. 
He was a very old man, older than most men in the world. 
 
"Who are you?" Tubal asked. 
 
"My name is Seth. I'm the patriarch of this tribe," the old man replied. 
 
"Sacrifices are forbidden. You may honor Cain only," Tubal hissed. 
 
"Young man, Cain may take our food, our children, even our lives," Seth said 
gently. "But he has no power over our minds and hearts. He cannot take our 
faith." 
 
"Is that so?" Tubal asked. With a smirk, Tubal lifted his shield high above his 
head, turning it so that the mark of Cain faced the gathered Sethites. He 
pointed to the mark. 
 
"Who is your lord?" He shouted at them. "Who is your master?" For just a 
moment, the Sethites did not move a muscle, as if the momentary resistance 
somehow could make up for what they did next. They knelt before the raised 
shield, leaving only Seth standing in their midst and Enoch beside him. 



 
Tubal's eyes locked onto Enoch's. Tubal raised his free hand and pointed at 
Jared. 
 
"Is he worth it boy?" Tubal asked. Tubal's comrades moved toward Jared, 
swords drawn. So that was the choice. 
 
Enoch knelt. As his knees touched the soil, the Cainites stopped their advance 
toward his father and began moving towards Seth instead. Enoch ached inside. 
He knew Seth would never bow. 
 
But Tubal lowered the shield and raised a hand to his companions to stand 
back. He took several deliberate steps toward Seth until they were only a few 
feet apart. 
 
"Not one stands with you old man," Tubal whispered, looking around at the 
kneeling Sethites. "Your faith will die with you, and soon by the looks of it." 
With that, he waved to his men and they remounted their horses swiftly. Tubal 
held back as the rest of the raiding party rode out of the village, wagons in tow. 
It was then that he noticed the bare hilltop outside the village, and the altar 
there. He turned his horse toward Nod, his face grim. 
 
Enoch remained as he was, kneeling in the dirt, as the Sethites retreated 
quietly back to their huts and fields. No one spoke, no one complained. 
 
A hand appeared in front of Enoch. Enoch looked up to see Seth standing 
above him. 
 
"I'm sorry grandfather, I should have stood with you," Enoch said as he took 
Seth's outstretched arm and stood to his feet. Seth just looked at Jared. 
 
"But at what cost? Your father stood against Cain once," Seth said. 
 
"I remember," Enoch replied, "I won't let that happen again." 
 
"So," Seth said, "There was nothing you could have done." 



Sacrifice 
 

That evening, no one joined followed Enoch as he led a lamb out of its pen and 
up the hill, where Seth waited by the altar. Enoch remembered that as a boy, 
the whole village had sacrificed together, but as the years had passed, the 
number of participants had dropped further and further. But this was the first 
time that no one joined them at all. Tubal's demonstration had had its 
intended effect. 
 
The sacrifice was a simple affair and only done occasionally, perhaps two or 
three times a year. According to Seth's accounts, God had not left them many 
instructions for performing the sacrifice, but there was only one thing that Seth 
insisted on - the sacrifice had to be a lamb. According to the story, Cain once 
had offered something different, and that story didn't end well. Since he was 
young, Enoch had been responsible for the care and raising of the sheep used 
for the sacrifices. 
 
Seth looked at the lamb as a gift to God, a symbolic act acknowledging their 
Creator and everything He had provided them. According to Seth, the first 
sacrifices had been performed by God to provide Adam and Eve a covering for 
their bodies. An innocent creature had died to cover their shame. As a result, 
sheep's skin was still commonly used material for clothing among tribes that 
still performed the traditional sacrifice. 
 
The lamb lying on the altar, Seth raised his hands to heaven. The sun was 
setting behind the mountains, and even now, Enoch could make out the 
outline of Nod, far away down the river. 
 
"Almighty God, maker of the earth and giver of life," he prayed. "We present 
you with this sacrifice as you commanded my father Adam before me. May you 
be pleased with this offering." 
 
Seth paused a long moment, long enough for Enoch to look over at him to see 
why he wasn't finishing the prayer as usual. He could see Seth's lips moving 
intently and his eyes moving below his closed lids. Finally, Seth spoke again. 
 
"Do not abandon us," he whispered. "Remember your promise!" 



 
As the sacrifice burned low and twilight turned to night, Enoch and Seth sat in 
the grass near the altar. Enoch watched the stars and the gentle pulses of the 
aurora undulate in the sky, like just it did almost every night. 
 
"The Cainite was right," Seth said at last. "Few honor the old ways anymore. 
They must be reminded, or the generations to come will forget it altogether." 
 
"Their fear of Cain is strong," Enoch said. 
 
"They should fear God," Seth replied. 
 
"They'll need more than stories to go on, then, grandfather," Enoch said. "You 
ask them to believe you, but the threat of Cain is real, and the consequences of 
defying Cain much more visible." 
 
Seth beckoned to the heavens about them. 
 
"One day you will have a son of your own," Seth said. "He will look to you to 
tell him his place in this universe. When he is young, he will believe whatever 
you say, but when he is grown, he may change his mind. What will you tell 
him?" 
 
"If we remain here and I instruct him as you have taught me," Enoch said 
slowly. "His life, his happiness, would be in danger. I cannot let that happen 
again." 
 
"Then what will you do?" Seth asked. 
 
"I will make a new home where Cain's raiders will never reach us," Enoch 
replied. 
 
"Cain is not the only danger in this world," Seth said. 
 
"Perhaps, but I will try," Enoch said. "Until God punishes the Cainites as He 
should, I see no future here." 
 



"God shows them the same mercy and patience he shows to us, Enoch," Seth 
said. "All mankind are fallen. To both us, and the Cainites, he gives us the 
choice of what to do with His mercy." 
 
"He should make them acknowledge Him, then," Enoch exclaimed. "Why 
doesn't He?" 
 
"God interferes with no man's ability to choose between good and evil." Seth 
replied. "It's how He intended us to exist - through his goodness and 
graciousness to us in spite of our smallness, he grants us the choice between 
following His ways, or our own ways, like Cain." 
 
"He should just destroy them all," Enoch said.   
 
--- 
 
"Now this Seth, when he was brought up, and came to those years in which he 
could discern what was good, became a virtuous man; and as he was himself of 
an excellent character, so did he leave children behind him who imitated his 
virtues."   
 
Josephus, Antiquities of the Jews, Book 1, Chapter 2.  
 
 

  



Believer 
Far down the Euphrates river from Enoch's village, Nod was waking as the sun 
rose. The island city in the middle of the river was covered with simple mud 
and timber houses, which interlocked and seemed to follow no organizational 
pattern. Streets that started wide, suddenly ended without warning, simply 
because someone had decided their house should go there. Houses were built 
on top of other houses, until it seemed that half the population lived 
underground, scurrying like rats in their holes. 
 
Naamah, Tubal's younger sister, followed her mother Zillah to the central 
market. A young woman, Naamah was dressed notably better than the people 
around her, but that was not too difficult a task to accomplish. The people of 
Nod looked little better than their city. Naamah's hair was brushed, her simple 
dress was clean, and apart from one silver hair clasp, her only other jewelry 
was carved wooden pendant that hung on a leather cord around her neck. The 
carving was unlike any art or architecture in Nod. Delicate lines in the golden 
wood formed a tree and from its based poured forth a gushing torrent of 
water. 
 
Zillah was the most well dressed woman in sight - not one could compare to 
her white and purple flowing dress with the silver bracelets and hair clasps. 
Zillah was hurrying, because she had been expecting Tubal to arrive with new 
captives the previous night, but he had not come. The care of Cain's slaves was 
her responsibility - one she took very seriously. But Tubal's raiding party had 
been spotted just moments ago from the lookout tower of Cain's citadel. Zillah 
would scold him for being late. 
 
As they passed through the streets, Naamah followed dutifully, but without 
enthusiasm. It seemed to her that that Nod was full of hungry people, although 
her parents didn't seem to notice as much as she. Old people begged alongside 
little children. She knew it was vital that Tubal bring back food for them from 
the tribes around, who never seemed to have much difficulty in raising crops 
that never grew in Nod. But she despised the fact that when they couldn't pay 
their tribute, Tubal hauled back their strong young men and women back to 
the city as slaves. Her step-mother and her father's first wife, Adah, had quietly 
taught her since she was a girl that such treatment of others was not pleasing 
to God, who had made all equal in the garden, and only subject to God's rule, 



not another's.  
 
As they entered the market, the rush of smells and colorful sights met 
Naamah's eyes. Spices, exotic fruits, and clothing of every shade were all on 
display for sale to the highest bidder. Her mother wove expertly through the 
throng, but Naamah's eye was caught by a small stand of animals for sale. She 
always enjoyed looking at the animals that were brought in from around the 
wide world, and today they had something truly unique.  
 
She walked softly toward the small, winged reptile. It's bat-like wings hung 
gracefully at its sides, while its long beak gnawed on the wooden perch it 
grasped with taloned feet. It's colors were subtle oranges and earthy browns, 
but with surprising flecks of brilliant blue in its crest. The merchant noticed her 
interest. 
 
"He has teeth and knows how to use them," the merchant said, as he tied a 
small furry mammal to a tent pole. Naamah took another gentle step forward, 
putting her hand out, and never taking her eyes from the winged creature. It 
saw her approach and lifted its head from gnawing on the wooden perch. It 
rocked back on either foot uneasily. Naamah began to hum gently, an old tune 
that Adah had often sung to her while she was a child. 
 
Little did Naamah know that at that very moment, she was being observed. 
Azrael watched her slowly lower her hand onto the creature's bony crest. 
When her hand touched him, the animal ducked, not moving any other 
muscles. She lowered her hand to touch his head again, and again he ducked. 
But the third time, he had no room to duck anymore, and stiffly let her hand 
rest on him. As her fingers gently scratched his rough skin, the creature 
suddenly relaxed and let her caress him. Azrael smiled. 
 
"One beautiful believer in a sea of faithless ones," Semyaza said, from behind 
him. Azrael started. "She'll never know she has also captured your favor," 
Semyaza continued. 
 
"She is favored for her faith," Azrael replied shortly. And as he did, he noticed 
that Naamah suddenly became alert, scanning the crowd around her, as if 
looking for someone, something. For a fleeting moment, her eyes rested on 



him. Azrael tensed involuntarily. Then her eyes moved on. He knew that she 
couldn't see him, no one from the mortal realm could see them unless they 
had permission to be seen, which was not granted often. Semyaza watched 
Azrael curiously. 
 
"All my hopes lie with her," Azrael said distantly. "She's one of the last of this 
generation to hold to the faith in Nod. The faith we vowed to protect." 
 
"That you vowed to protect," Semyaza remarked. "If you can remember back a 
few centuries, I was not in favor of this wager with Moloch." 
 
"But you've remained with me regardless, and for that I'm grateful," Azrael 
replied. "Evil will be defeated here, even in these darkest hours, and we will 
prove to our enemies where the true power lies!" 
 
A rushing wind suddenly whipped their cloak-like wings about furiously. They 
turned to see Sariel descending from the sky, fully armed and his strong wings 
beating the air like an eagle's. 
 
"Sariel returns!" Semyaza exclaimed as the angel landed, celestial dust swirling 
around him. As Sariel approached them, his wings folded, forming a glossy 
feathered cloak that trailed behind him gracefully. 
 
"What did you find?" Azrael asked. 
 
"The Herabites are massing men and weapons for war," Sariel replied. "They 
have made pacts with many of the local tribes and even tribes beyond the 
mountains. They are more than ever." 
 
"Moloch's work?" Semyaza asked. Sariel nodded grimly. 
 
"Yes, he has Herab's mind in his control," Sariel said. "Herab does Moloch's 
every bidding." 
 
"The fate of those who give themselves up to the enemy," Azrael said. 
 
"He means to end your claim here, Azrael," Sariel said quietly. "Once and for 



all, by wiping out all of Nod. He means to leave you nothing to cling to hope 
for." 
"But there is still faith here!" Azrael cried, looking back at Naamah. 
"Did Abel's count for anything?" Semyaza asked. "Azrael, it may be time to 
consider the strategy I recommended some time ago, I don't think we have any 
other choice!" Azrael glared at him. 
"We agreed not to speak of it again," Azrael replied flatly. 
"Even to save Nod?" Semyaza pleaded. 
"Don't give up hope so easily brother," Azrael said. "Where there is faith, there 
is hope. The Almighty will not forsake our stand here when so much is at 
stake." 
 
 
 
Naamah cried out suddenly. The reptile was gnawing on a ring on her finger. 
The merchant rushed over, a hand raised to strike the creature. 
 
"No!" Naamah laughed. "It doesn't hurt, I was just surprised! He's actually 
quite gentle. Where does he come from?" 
 
"Upriver," the merchant replied shortly. 
 
"Really? How far?" Naamah continued. 
 
"From Eden according to the trader that sold it to me at the docks," he replied. 
"But you can never really trust a..." 
 
"From where all waters flow!" Naamah breathed, her hand unconsciously 
going to the necklace around her neck.   
 
The merchant, hearing this, decided to change his tune. 
 
"Of course, this specimen is of the type that are known to inhabit those 
regions," he continued, encouragingly. 
 
All Naamah knew of Eden were the memories that Cain's wife had told them 
before she had died, and the legends and myths that had sprung up since. But 



those memories were of a time long ago from the first years of the world. 
Centuries had passed since, and much could have changed. 
 
"What is it like there now?" She breathed, almost hoping the creature would 
tell her. The merchant chuckled. 
 
"No one knows. No one cares," he said. He would have said more, but just then 
horsemen burst into the marketplace, raising a tremendous racket as people 
scrambled to get out of the way. Naamah turned to see Tubal riding in at the 
head of his column, followed by wagons laden with food and prisoners. Tubal 
spotted Zillah making her way toward him through the crowd. 
 
"Mother! Come see our new captives!" He shouted in triumph. 
 
Naamah watched as captive villagers were hauled out of the slave wagon and 
soldiers unloaded the food. Some would be sold in the market, and the rest 
would be taken directly to supplement military rations and the palace 
storehouse. As slave after slave was marched over to the auctioning platform, 
Naamah sighed deeply and then turned back to the creature tethered to its 
perch - born free and now also for sale to the highest bidder.  
 
"You're not in paradise any more, little one," she whispered. She stared at the 
creature for a moment, looked back at the slave auction already occurring, and 
then faced the merchant resolutely.  
 
"How much for him?" she asked. He smiled patronizingly.  
 
"Really, I don't think that you..." His words faltered as she held out a handful of 
silver. He snatched the pieces from her hand and untied the reptile.  
 
"He's all yours!" He said as he handed her the leash. She took it. 
 
 
 
Nearby, the Watchers noticed the exchange. 
 
"You're right about her," Semyaza admitted. "She will care for it herself and 



keep it from harm." 
 
"Yes, and no," Azrael replied slowly, a smile appearing on his lips as he gazed at 
her.  
 
"What do you mean?" Semyaza asked, looking back at Naamah. Azrael didn't 
have to reply. 
 
 
 
Naamah stroked the bony crest and as her hand came down, she unlatched the 
leather cord binding its leg. 
 
"Go ahead," She said. "You're free now." 
 
"What are you doing?" The merchant cried as she began rolling up the leash 
and stepped back from the creature. 
 
"Changing the way things are," she replied. The merchant lunged toward the 
animal, but it had realized its freedom was within reach. Its spindly legs 
extended in a moment and launched it skyward, wings extending and catching 
the air. With only a few strong flaps, it soared out of sight past Nod's mud 
buildings, heading northwest.  
 
"Oh to have wings!" Naamah breathed. She turned away and walked slowly 
toward the crowd building around the slave auction.  
 
--- 
 
"But Tubal, one of his children by the other wife, exceeded all men in strength, 
and was very expert and famous in martial performances. He procured what 
tended to the pleasures of the body by that method; and first of all invented the 
art of making brass."  
 
"Lamech was also the father of a daughter, whose name was Naamah."  
 
Josephus, Antiquities of the Jews, Book 1, Chapter 2.  



 
Slave 

Naamah pushed through the throng angrily as they shouted their bids or 
simply jeered at the unfortunate captives. 

Zillah stood on the platform, scanning each captive Tubal led onto the 
platform. She would check them before the slave merchant was allowed to 
begin the public auction. If the captive met her specific criteria, she would 
reserve them for Cain's service and no bidding took place. Cain always got the 
strongest and most beautiful of the female captives for his harem. 

Naamah pushed and squeezed until she arrived next to the platform, just 
behind where her mother stood. 

The slave merchant lifted his arms and the crowd shouted as another captive 
was sold to the highest bidder. The newly acquired slave was jerked off the 
platform and Tubal led another onto the platform - Maori. Naamah watched 
her, thinking that this girl was probably her own age.  

Maori stumbled up the steps, and Tubal yanked her upright. Her shirt ripped. 
The crowd roared in approval as she desperately tried to cover herself from 
their eyes. The slaver laughed as the crowd cheered for more. 

"You will need to pay her full price tag to see more than that," the slaver cried. 
The crowd shouted even louder, but Zillah signaled to him that this girl would 
be chosen to serve in the palace. The crowd booed their disappointment. 

"Never mind, she's to be Cain's," The slaver said. "So I guess you can have one 
more look for free!" He smirked as he reached for Maori's shirt. Naamah's 
heart sank. 

His hand never reached her shirt, for her fist crashed into his fat face with a 
smack that resounded across the marketplace. Tubal leaped for her, but not 
after she landed another punch in the slaver's gut. The crowd roared even 
louder - entertainment like this was not to be missed, and no one particularly 
liked the slavers.  

Naamah paled. This girl would die right now, before her very eyes. Slaves had 
been killed for much less. Tubal seized Maori and pulled her back from her 
victim. The slaver stood reeling for a moment. He pulled his hand away from 



his face, it was bloody. His face twisted in rage, and he marched toward Maori, 
murder in his eyes. 

"Mother," Naamah cried, "Stop him! He will kill her!" 

"We don't need slaves we can't control," Zillah replied. 

As the slaver's first strike knocked Maori off her feet, Tubal let her fall and 
backed out of the slaver's way. 

Watching from behind the veil, Sariel snarled at the sight unfolding before the 
angels. In a flash, he was kneeling at Maori's side as the blows rained down on 
her. 

"STRENGTH young one, STRENGTH!" He spoke to her. He raised his face to the 
slaver, and saw the bitter rage in the man's face. Sariel stretched out his hand 
to hold back the blows, but the slaver's fists simply passed through Sariel's own 
strong arms over and over, crushing the girl with each impact. 

"LET ME TOUCH THEIR WORLD!" Sariel shouted to the heavens. But the blows 
did not cease. Sariel's strength had no power to stop them. 

Azrael was watching Naamah as the beating started. He had seen the pity 
there. Now he flashed to her side. 

"MERCY, Naamah!" Azrael whispered to her. "Make it stop now!" Naamah 
scrambled onto the platform and seized her mother's arm. 

"Mother!" Naamah pleaded. 

"Stay out of it, child," Zillah replied, busy scanning the captives remaining to be 
auctioned. Naamah turned to her brother. 

"Tubal, stop this!" Tubal just motioned her to stay back. Just then, as the 
slaver's blows slowed for a moment as he tried to catch his breath, Maori 
summoned the strength to strike back. Her foot landed in his belly hard, and 
she took the opportunity to scramble away. 

Her escape was cut short as Tubal's foot came down hard on her back, pressing 
her down hard. The slaver, reeling for the second time, looked around and 
grabbed a thick wooden rod used to get the crowd's attention when they grew 
especially unruly. He staggered towards Maori, bloodlust filled his eyes. 
Naamah covered her face with her hands in horror. 



"ALMIGHTY GOD, LET ME STRIKE HIM DOWN!" Sariel cried, wrapping his arms 
and wings around Maori in a last effort to protect her from the fatal blow to 
come. But still, Sariel's hands felt nothing underneath them where Maori lay. 

"Azrael! Do something!" Sariel cried out, desperate. Azrael spoke again to 
Naamah, his words infused with all the passion and energy he could summon. 

"COURAGE Naamah," he said. "Save her!" 

Naamah's hands dropped from clutching her face, she took a deep breath and 
leaped forward, seizing the rod in midair with unnatural strength, stopping its 
descent. 

The slaver reacted without looking to see who was holding him back. He lashed 
out, hitting Naamah in the face, and grasping wildly. As she stumbled back, the 
wind knocked out of her, his hand caught on her necklace, tearing it off her 
neck and sending it flying. 

Gasping, Naamah could only watch helplessly as the necklace disappeared into 
the throng. Azrael watched it too. 

Tubal's fist crashed into the slaver's face, knocking him flat. 

"Tubal! Enough!" Zillah cried out. The crowd was shouting more 
enthusiastically than ever. They had had quite the show. Zillah turned to her 
daughter, her face a mix of frustration, rage, and yet concern as well. 

"Naamah! I..." Then she softened slightly, seeing that Naamah was still 
catching her breath. 

"Are you alright?" She asked. Naamah nodded, but clutched her mother's arm. 

"Please mother," she gasped. Zillah looked at Maori, who Tubal was holding by 
the arm. The girl was a bloody mess and could hardly stand. Zillah looked back 
into Naamah's pleading eyes for a moment, surveyed the shouting crowd, and 
then leveled her gaze at the slaver. She nodded at the captives she had already 
selected - four females and one male. 

"These five deliver to Cain's household," she said. 

"And what about her?" the slaver demanded, pointing at Maori, and still 
catching his breath. Zillah threw him a silver piece. 

"For the girl," Zillah said flatly. The crowd shouted their approval. The slaver 
fingered the coin bitterly, and then threw up his arms. Maori now belonged to 



the family of Lamech. As the crowd dissipated, Naamah looked in the direction 
her necklace fell, but the street was bare. 

"With these hands I have battled the most powerful of God's creations," Sariel 
fumed. "And yet here, I am powerless to intervene for these base mortals! 
Why?" 

Azrael was not looking at Sariel, or even at Naamah as she led a limping Maori 
away from the slaver's platform. He was watching a young man examining a 
old, and carefully carved wooden necklace in a nearby alley. 

"If you had been allowed to stop it, would Naamah have had time to take a 
leap of faith and intervene herself?" Azrael asked. "They must choose good for 
themselves, we can't choose it for them. That is the rule here, ever since 
Eden." Azrael's indignation grew as he watched the thief's eyes shine with 
greediness as he fingered the fine workmanship of the tree and water - clearly 
exotic jewelry. 

"Of what importance is it if only one chooses right, Azrael?" Sariel pressed on. 
"Do you think that today Nod will learn today that compassion and mercy are 
greater than oppression and power? No, the faith of one girl cannot hold back 
the judgement they have called down upon themselves. The Herabites are 
coming for blood, and unless we do something, we will stand here and watch 
them butchered until none are left."  

Azrael slams his fist against the stone wall beside the thief's head. The thief 
jumps violently, dropping the necklace deep into a crevice in the large 
pavement stones. 

"You underestimate the power of her faith," Azrael said softly. 

The thief looked around nervously. Seeing nothing that could have frightened 
him, he saw the necklace was now lost to him, and angrily left. 

"That remains to be seen," Semyaza said. "Do you wish to stake everything 
we've fought for on a flicker of hope?" 

"Do I have a choice?" Azrael replied. 

"Our time is very short, Azrael," Semyaza continued. "Something radical must 
be done if they are to survive and choose to honor heaven again. They need 
leaders! You know what must be done!" 

Azrael simply gave him a dark look.  



"We agreed not to speak of it again," he said, turning away from them. 

"Heaven wouldn't fault your methods if mankind bowed once again," Semyaza 
called after him. 

  



Prophecy 
In a small field outside the village, Enoch bent over to grasp another fistful of 
wheat and sliced the stems with his flint knife. Around him, his comrades stood 
up from their work all staring at the forest line. Stretching his aching back 
muscles, Enoch stood up straight to see what had caught their attention. 

Twenty bearded men emerged from the forest. They were dressed in dark 
clothing unlike any worn in the region around Nod. They were led by one man 
who walked towards Enoch with a firm stride. The villagers backed away 
warily, but Enoch waited. 

"Who are you?" Enoch challenged. "And what do you want?" The man stopped 
and looked at Enoch steadily as he answered. 

"My name is Caleb," he replied. "We have come from Eden, seeking to find one 
called Seth. I was told he lived in this valley." Enoch nodded, unsure how to 
respond. Men from Eden? Here? 

Later that evening, Caleb's companions shared in the village's meager dinner, 
waiting for Seth and Caleb to reemerge from the hut they had entered several 
hours earlier. Enoch distributed bread loaves and roasted corn among them. 
They were mostly silent, only occasionally speaking to each other in low tones. 
None of the villagers dared speak to them. 

"The Cainites force you to pay tribute, don't they?" Jehuda asked, a young man 
around Enoch's age. Enoch nodded. 

"They take whatever they want, whenever they want it," he replied. "I guess 
that in Eden you fear no one?" 

"There are always things to fear," Jehuda replied. "Even in Eden." Just then, 
Seth threw back the door of the hut and emerged, followed by Caleb. The 
villagers gathered closer, hoping to know why these visitors were among them. 
Caleb stepped forward, Seth standing close behind him. 

"We mean to bring you no cause for alarm with our presence," Caleb began. 
"We have traveled almost a month from Eden. Our father Adam sends his 
peace and greetings." The Sethites murmured at this. Enoch smiled - Adam 
lives! 

"Our father has had a vision," Caleb continued. "A vision of the future, and it is 
why we have come. We will see his vision fulfilled." Enoch drew in a breath, 



and the Sethites leaned forward involuntarily to hear what Caleb would say 
next. 

"There will soon come an end of our age of doubt," Caleb said. "For centuries 
mankind has had to rely only on the stories handed down from the beginning. 
But the generation that saw those things will soon be with us no more. God 
means to speak to mankind again. In his vision, Adam saw that a messenger is 
coming, who will speak the words of God to man. And..." Caleb stopped, as the 
Sethites began discussing this news among themselves. He raised his arms, and 
eventually regained their attention. 

"And that messenger will be found in Nod," Caleb said finally and was met by 
dead silence. Finally, someone spoke. 

"How can anything good come out of Nod?" Enoch spoke bitterly. 

 

 

  



Marked 
Cain's throne room was a grim place of extreme contrasts. His citadel was 
constructed of jagged stone blocks and roughly carved timbers from the 
forests across the river. Massive timber columns held up the ceiling and let 
light fall harshly into the large and yet claustrophobic hall. The entrance was a 
thick timber door. 

Opposite the room was Cain's raised wooden throne. Everything about the 
place looked harsh, with one notable exception: the women that flanked his 
throne were anything but unpleasant to look at. Clothed in flowing white, they 
wore little jewelry. Their faces were pale and natural, and their hair brushed 
simply and arranged with white ribbons. 

Cain's aged and withered form sat dwarfed by his throne. The mark on his face, 
though distorted by new lines and wrinkles, was still distinct. The throne room 
door swung open. Cain looked up as Lamech strode in, Tubal close behind. 
Lamech looked worried. 

"My lord, Tubal has just returned from the other side of the river, and I fear 
the news is not good," Lamech began. "Herab readies for war. He means to 
destroy us." 

"He has tried to do so before," Cain said.  

"But our city has grown since any previous attempts," Lamech said. "If he can 
manage to prevent us from collecting the tribute of food, the island will starve 
within a month!" 

"You overestimate him," Cain droned. "No one is fool enough to defy me!" 

"But one has!" Tubal interjected. Lamech turned, annoyed at the interruption 
from his son. 

"Son, please!" Lamech said shortly. Cain stood, raising a hand to Lamech. 

"Let him speak," Cain said. "Who do you speak of, son?" 

"An old villager," Tubal said. "He sacrifices as you have forbidden." 

"What was his name?" Cain asked. 

"He said his name was Seth," Tubal replied. Cain grimaced. Lamech 
approached the throne. 



"You see what is happening?" Lamech urged. "Even old Seth defies your word! 
We must teach them - all of them - a lesson they won't forget!" Cain slowly sat 
in his throne again, his hand clenching. 

"Begin with Seth," said Cain. "And do not stop until Herab lies dead. Crush any 
who resist!" 

Lamech and Tubal bowed and retreated. 

At that moment, Azrael stood on the rocky hilltop overlooking the island. 
Cain's words echoed around him. He buried his head in his hands. 

"Do you despair, Azrael?" A new voice spoke. Azrael looked up to see a 
resplendent archangel seated on a rock nearby. 

"Gabriel!" Azrael said, his countenance lifting at seeing his old friend. 

"We haven't seen you for a long time in the heavenly court," Gabriel said 
reprovingly. 

"I haven't been able to leave them," Azrael replied. Gabriel was silent a 
moment, looking out over Nod.  

"Your claim here is about to be challenged, my friend," Gabriel said solemnly. 
"The Cainites have embraced Cain's path of rebellion and selfishness. The 
blood of many innocents cries out to heaven to see justice done on them." 

"I just need more time," Azrael said. "They will see the power and truth again, I 
know it!" 

"And just how long must we wait for that day to come?" Gabriel replied. "I 
have to listen to the cries of the innocents confined to Sheol, deprived of life 
because of Cainite swords. Daily those cries grow louder and more numerous. 
Do you think the justice of God will be prolonged forever? There is only so 
much mercy he can extend." Gabriel stood. 

"What is to come is by their own hand, Azrael," Gabriel said. "You have done 
your best to influence them toward good, but enough is enough. Their 
judgement is self-inflicted." 

"How can I show my face in heaven then, having failed?" Azrael said quietly.  

"The wager you made with that demon was not wise," Gabriel said. "But you 
have done all you could. Do not think that losing Nod means that our enemy 
has gained anything of significance, except the temporary right to brag." 



Gabriel spread his wings wide, and just before launching off the earth, he 
looked at Azrael with great compassion. 

"I will welcome you myself to the gates when you come back. Return soon, 
Azrael." 

Several valleys and mountaintops away, a demon raced towards Herab's 
fortress. The demon quickly found Moloch within. 

"Master! The Cainites send forth their armies!" The demon hissed. Moloch 
grinned smugly as he surveyed the cavern before him: weapons piled by the 
thousands and blacksmiths adding more by the hour. 

"The age of Cain is almost over," he said. 

 

  



Decision 
In Naamah's family apartment, adjoining the citadel, Naamah peeled back a 
bloody bandage from Maori's tender shoulders. A plain, middle-aged woman 
wrung out fresh cloths in a steaming herb broth and handed them to Naamah 
to replace -- Naamah's step mother Adah. 

"Which tribe do you come from, child?" She asked gently. Maori didn't answer. 

"You don't have to be afraid of us," Adah continued. "We will not treat you like 
the rest of Nod will. We follow the old ways." 

"The old ways?" Maori asked, confused. Adah smiled. 

"That tell us how to live in peace with God and our fellow man," Naamah said, 
replacing yet another blood-stained cloth. "Before she died, Cain's wife taught 
us as she was taught in Eden many, many years ago. Not many listened to her. 
My step-mother and I did though." 

The girl was silent for a long moment. 

"Your father has two wives?" Maori asked. Adah smiled, a little sadly. 

"Lamech, my father, married Adah when they were both very young," Naamah 
replied coldly. "They had two sons." 

"Grown and gone now," Adah continued.  

"And then father took another wife, my mother Zillah," Naamah said flatly. 

"Zillah's presence in Cain's court brought my husband closer to Cain's ear. Now 
he is Cain's top adviser, and many believe he will be Cain's successor," Adah 
said. "That was Lamech's gain by marrying again. My gain was a daughter!" 
Adah smiled at Naamah. 

Just then, the door opened and Lamech strode into the house. He saw them, 
and walked past to the low table surrounded by cushioned stools. In the 
middle of the table, a clay pitcher and cups waited for him. He poured himself 
a drink, stood and approached the women. 

"Your mother told me of your outburst in the market." He said, his voice 
brimming with frustration.  

"If you call saving a girl's life an outburst," Naamah replied hotly. "I'm guilty." 
Her face hidden from the others in the room, Maori grinned at that, just a 
little. Lamech did not. 



"Never again, Naamah," he said. "Promise me you will never do that again!" 
Naamah simply lifted another bloody cloth, exposing Maori's bruised and 
bleeding flesh. 

"Can you promise me that this will never happen again?" Naamah replied. 
Lamech turned angrily and poured another drink. 

"If the tribes do not supply us with food, Naamah," He said. "We will starve. 
You realize that, don't you?"  

Naamah didn't reply. This wasn't the first time this topic had been argued in 
this house. 

"Trouble with the tribes will soon be a thing of the past," Lamech said. "Your 
brother will teach them a lesson they'll never forget." 

Naamah strode through the citadel and descended a passage that led down to 
the forges. If her brother was not away gathering tribute, he was either 
training for war, or preparing weapons of war. 

The dark cavern under the citadel was alight with the orange flickers from a 
score of forge fires. A steady supply of weaponry was key to Cain's 
stranglehold on the region, and Tubal-Cain was the best smith in the forges.  

As Naamah had guessed, he was stripped to the waist, a massive hammer in 
his fist, banging out yet another bronze sword on an anvil. He tossed the blade 
into a bin piled high with others. He noticed his sister standing there, but just 
grabbed another sword blank and began forming it. 

"Please don't do this Tubal," she said.  

"Herab means to starve us," he replied. 

"And your orders are to stop Herab alone?" She asked. He lifted the blade, 
examined it. 

"My orders will make sure this island is safe," he said, finally. "And that all 
recognize Cain as they should." 

"You'll kill them," she said. He returned to his hammering. 

"As many as it takes," Tubal replied. "I will not see our people beg to anyone. 
They will beg to us, for food, for mercy, and for life. Not to some ancient 
superstition." 



"You're a brute," she said. 

"Don't be foolish," he said. "If it's not them, it will be us starving and dying 
without hope. This is the world we live in." 

"It doesn't have to be," she said, as she turned and made her way up the steps.  

As trumpets sounded across the island, it seemed that all of Nod had come to 
see their army assembled around the altar of Nod. Cain's statue and its defiant 
pose stood tall as the masses of warriors thronged around it. They stood 
waiting, eyes peeled for the man himself to appear above them.  

He did appear. He strode onto the massive rock slabs jutting out over the basin 
and waved them on. These stones were always his place to view any public 
event or punishment meted out in the basin below. The dirty citizens of Nod 
swarmed around the ridge, cheering on the warriors gathered below.  

The warriors took turns touching the feet of the statue, kissing their dusty 
fingers, and then saluting Cain. Women and children carrying pots of paint 
passed through the ranks. The soldiers dipped their fingers into the deep reds, 
purples, and black paints and then proceeded to form a rough version of Cain's 
mark on their own faces, and on their shields and breastplates. 

With that, they formed a disorderly column behind Tubal's horse and strode 
out of Nod, crossing the bridge and entering the forest on the other side. 

Nod's future would never be the same. 

As Naamah watched the troops leaving with a heavy heart, Azrael watched 
her. 

Naamah shivered suddenly, rubbing her arms together. Azrael knew that could 
only mean one thing. 

"Still you remain," Abaddon's voice said from behind him. Azrael turned to face 
him. 

"Are they worth more shame?" Abaddon continued. "Leave them to me, 
Azrael. What happens next will be difficult for you to watch." 

"There are still those who believe here," Azrael replied. "I will not fail my 
promise to them." 



"You know you have nothing left to hold me back," Abaddon laughed. "What 
was yours will be mine, and where will you go then? You've done everything 
you can." With that, his enemy faded away, but his glee remained. 

Azrael looked afresh at the girl standing in front of him - so young, so beautiful. 
He couldn't bear the thought of what Abaddon would have done to that object 
of goodness and innocence. 

Semyaza approached. 

"I heard," he said. "What do you want to do Azrael?" 

Azrael only stared at Naamah. He saw how she fought within herself as the 
troops left Nod. He knew how much she hated the world she was apart of and 
was powerless to change. An idea was forming in his mind. 

"Azrael!" Semyaza interrupted his thoughts. "Now will you listen to me? We 
must act if the city is to be saved!" 

"You have so little faith in them?" Azrael snapped. "I'll show you, I'll show you 
all what they are capable of!" 

 

  



Captive 
Caleb and his companions had requested a guide to bring them the rest of the 
way to Nod. With the rumors of the Herabites massing for an attack on the 
Cainites, Caleb did not want to risk not reaching their destination. Seth agreed, 
but no one from the village was interested in being their guide. 

So as they left the village, disappearing into the thick forest down a narrow dirt 
path, Enoch stood at the edge of the village, staff in hand. Seth stood with him. 

"I will lead them to the road as you asked and no further," Enoch insisted. 

"You are the seventh generation from Adam, Enoch," Seth said earnestly. 
"Remember that in six days God labored to make this world. But for the 
seventh he ceased his work and took joy in the good he had made. I believe it 
is no mistake that this prophecy comes now, when you can hear it with your 
own ears."  

Enoch hesitated. Seth had clung to his faith for centuries now. Enoch's heart 
went out for him. But then he remembered his father's torn body. 

"I'm sorry," he said, turning down the trail after Caleb. "I can't risk losing any 
more to Cain." 

 

Enoch led Caleb and his men through the wooded hills towards Nod, using 
hidden trails that wound through the rough terrain. Initially formed by wildlife 
roaming the region, the local tribes used them to stay away from the roads in 
the valleys used by the Cainite soldiers. 

They rounded a corner where the trees dropped away down the hillside 
steeply, leaving a wide view of the land before them. They were near the 
Euphrates now, and the large rocky island of Nod filled their view. As the men 
gazed on the city that looked like a mangled carcase of some massive creature 
that had long since died and rotted away, Enoch felt his chest draw tight. 
Never had he been so close to the hated place. From this distance, he could 
see the small figures of people moving around the streets. 

"Finally, answers lie within reach," Caleb said. He turned to Enoch. 

"Come with us!" Caleb said. Enoch just stared at the city. 



"My father needs me," Enoch said. "So that is God's will for me." Caleb looked 
like he wanted to say more, but then simply nodded and extended his hand to 
Enoch. 

"Thank you for bringing us this far," he said. "Remember, sometimes hope can 
be found where we least expect it." He signaled to his companions, and they 
descended the trail, which led down into the valley below. 

Enoch watched as they disappeared far below him. As he turned to leave, a 
glint of light caught his eye from the forests between himself and Nod. He 
squinted, but couldn't make out what the cause could be. Reluctantly, he 
started down the trail warily, and keeping his eyes trained far ahead for any 
gap in the forest that would reveal the source of the flashing light. 

All too soon, the answer was revealed. Cainite soldiers, more than he had ever 
imagined could be contained in Nod, were on the march, practically running 
along the road - the road leading to his village. 

Terrified that he would not arrive to warn his village in time, he scrambled 
back up the trail and tore down the path, leaping across the mountain trail 
switchbacks at breakneck speed. 

 

 

A moment before Enoch burst out of the forest, he heard the first screams of 
terror emanating from his village. The Cainites had gotten there first. 

Enoch ducked behind the shrubbery rimming the village. He could see flames 
leaping up from some of the huts already while soldiers spread through the 
village, apprehending everyone in their way, killing those who resisted. 

Enoch stayed low, and ran toward his own hut. His father sat outside, blankly 
staring at the horrors before him. The hut next to theirs was already in flames. 
With a quick glance around, Enoch ran forward, lifted his father up and carried 
him into the woods, setting him down in a hollow of an ancient oak. 

"There! We'll be safe here, father!" Enoch tried to whisper over his heaving 
breaths. His heart pounded as adrenalin pounded through him. His father only 
shook his head. 

"What?" Enoch pleaded. Jared's eyes flicked in the direction of Seth's altar 
outside the village. Enoch followed his gaze with a sinking heart. Through the 



foliage, he saw Tubal marching up the hill toward an old man kneeling next to 
the altar in prayer. 

"Father, what can I do?" Enoch cried. 

"Go!" Jared coughed out. "Do not let them defile our faith!" 

"I must protect you!" Enoch begged. 

"Go!" Jared said simply. Enoch drew a deep breath, picked up his staff with 
trembling hands, and stumbled away. 

He saw Tubal approaching Seth, sword drawn. Enoch was filled with a terrible 
rage, and he began to run up the hill, staying behind the cover of the trees. As 
he ran, the fear faded. All he could think about was cracking the arrogant 
Cainite's skull wide open with all the force in his being. 

Seth opened his eyes to see Tubal standing in front of him, while soldiers stood 
close by. Tubal raised his sword toward him. 

"Now the metal meets the fire," Tubal said. Seth responded by standing to his 
feet. Tubal pointed at the mark on his shield. 

"Bow the knee old man," he said. Seth only looked at him. 

"Very well," Tubal said, gripping his sword and swinging it back. Just as the 
sword began to descend, a stone screamed through the air, knocking the blade 
out of Tubal's grasp and sending it end over end twenty paces away. 

Before Tubal could react, Enoch crashed into him, his momentum enough to 
knock Tubal off his feet. 

"Take care of my father!" Enoch shouted at Seth. Tubal's companions 
immediately leaped forward to fight, but Enoch had the element of surprise 
and rage. He knocked the first one flat with a swing of his staff, then parried a 
premature sword swipe and punched the next attacker in the face with the 
short end of his weapon. 

"Please grandfather!" Enoch shouted again. Seth turned and stumbled away 
down the hill toward the forest line.. 

The third attacker then arrived and Enoch had no advantage left. They fought 
viciously, the Cainite swinging and thrusting with his heavy bronze sword, 
while Enoch parried and struck back with his staff. The sword cut chunks out of 
the staff, and after one particularly hard clash, the sword stuck in the staff. 



Enoch pulled hard, and the jerking motion threw his enemy off balance just 
long enough for Enoch to land a firm blow to the man's head. 

But Tubal returned just then. He was a warrior, tall and powerful, and Enoch 
desperately tried to parry the blows Tubal rained down on him. A vicious swipe 
knocked Enoch's staff down the hillside and Tubal then knocked him out with a 
blow to the head. 

 

 

On another hillside, within sight of Enoch's village, Herab peered out of the 
shadows of the forest, watching the raid unfold. A young warrior stood next to 
him. 

"They're defenseless!" The young man said. "Shouldn't we..." 

"No!" Herab snapped. "We wait for now. When they begin celebrating their 
victory, then we attack." The young man nodded, and returned to the depths 
of the forest. The forest floor was covered with prostrate warriors, waiting. 

 

Enoch woke feeling weightless. Then slammed down. He jerked upright. He 
was in a Cainite prison wagon, and it was hurtling down the rough forest road, 
bouncing dangerously high. 

"What's going on?" He gasped. A fellow captive just nodded to the barred 
window. Enoch crawled to the light and looked out. 

All around the wagon, Cainite soldiers were fleeing desperately in the same 
direction, many of them wounded. 

"Herab took them completely by surprise. The wagon drivers fled first." 

"My father... Seth!" Enoch breathed. 

"They escaped, I saw them." 

Just then, Tubal galloped by the wagon. He clutched his head with a bloody 
hand, but Enoch also saw his lower abdomen was wet with blood also. As 
Tubal disappeared around a bend in the road, suddenly Nod filled Enoch's 
vision. The wagon was approaching the river, and the whole city lay before 
him. 



 

Wound 
Tubal was the first to return. As his horse raced into Nod, Tubal reeled, just 
trying to stay on. Women, children, beggars - they all watched him speed 
through the streets toward the citadel. They saw the blood. Their eyes turned 
to the river, and what they saw their confirmed their worst fears. The bridge 
clogged with wagons and horses, individual soldiers were not waiting to cross - 
they were diving by the score into the Euphrates and swimming across to the 
safety of Nod's shore. 

Tubal's horse barreled into the citadel courtyard, and stopped abruptly, out of 
habit. Tubal tumbled over like and landed on the ground with a sickening thud, 
not moving. Soldiers quickly rushed to his side. Hearing their voices seemed to 
revive him, and he stood with their help.  

They made their way up the winding steps, practically carrying Tubal to Cain's 
throne room. They burst inside. Seeing his father with Cain at the other end of 
the hall, Tubal shook off the helping hands of the soldiers, stepping toward 
them, his blood dripping freely to the stone floor. 

"Herab ambushed us," Tubal rasped. "He had more warriors than we had ever 
imagined! Our losses were great. The army is retreating to Nod, but he is not 
far behind them. We must fortify Nod!" 

Lamech rushed to the window to see for himself, while Cain just stood silently, 
his face wooden. 

"We won't last a week against a siege," Lamech breathed. "We don't have 
enough food for..." As he spoke, Tubal collapsed, sprawled out unconscious on 
the floor. 

"He's bleeding from his stomach. Get a healer here now!" Lamech barked, 
picking up his son off the floor as guards rushed forward to help. 

"My boy..." Cain spoke, his voice tight and dry. "Not Tubal!" 

"Leave my son to me," Lamech replied harshly. "Look to your people!" 

Only moments later, Tubal was moved down to Lamech's family apartment in 
the citadel, and laid on their polished wood table. Adah held Tubal's bloodied 
head in damp cloths, while Zillah stood several paces back, just staring at her 
son. Pale, Naamah had sunk down next to the table, holding Tubal's hand, 



which had dropped limply over the edge. Azrael watched her, Semyaza by his 
side. 

"Moloch will be here soon," Semyaza said. "We need to leave." 

"I've failed. Again," Azrael said. "And now they will pay the price." 

"They brought this on their own heads," Semyaza said. 

"She didn't," Azrael said, his gaze fixed on the pathetic form of the terrified girl. 

"You're right," Semyaza relied urgently. "And there's still something you can do 
to save her!" 

"But at what cost?" Azrael said distantly. 

"She'll be dead, or worse if you do nothing," Semyaza said. "Consider that 
cost." 

The healer inspected Tubal's wounds grimly. Tubal didn't move a muscle during 
the entire examination. His breathing was ragged but steady. 

"There's something still inside his flesh," the healer said, while reaching into 
the torn skin at Tubal's stomach. After a little searching, he pulled forth a 
carefully chipped stone arrowhead. 

"Poisoned," the healer said flatly. 

"Will he live?" asked Lamech. The healer hesitated, then shook his head. Zillah 
finally reacted, moving into Lamech's arm and holding him fiercely. He held 
her, fighting tears. 

Suddenly, Tubal coughed, choked, and then vomited blood. The discharge fell 
partially on Naamah's hand and arm. For a moment, she was frozen. Then she 
leaped up and rushed out of the room, onto the porch. 

"Lamech, what will become of us?" Zillah whispered. "Our enemies descend on 
us, and our own son... Cain will..." 

"Cain will what?" Lamech asked. 

"He had hoped that Tubal would take his place on the throne," she said quietly. 

"How do you know that?" Lamech was taken aback.  Why would his wife know 
of Cain's intentions before he did? 



"It was always obvious to me. In Tubal, he saw himself. And if Tubal dies, what 
will Cain do?" Zillah said, her voice rising at the end. 

"Calm down my love," Lamech soothed.  

 

Just outside, Naamah clutched the railing of the family patio that overlooked 
Nod. This side of the citadel faced the arena where Cain's statue stood. It was 
surrounded by hordes of people, begging the statue for deliverance from the 
enemies descending upon them.  

"After all Cain has done," she whispered. "They still think he can save them." 

Azrael followed her out of the house, but did not approach to offer any words 
of comfort. Demons had been entering the city all day, and intensifying the 
feelings of terror in the city. Naamah did not realize it, but demons now 
swirled around her, screaming at her and contributing to her feeling of 
helplessness and despair. He could have batted these little demons away 
without much effort, but creating a scene would only bring more of them - 
more than Azrael could handle alone. Already the demons outnumbered the 
angels still left in the city. 

But then something happened. Naamah pulled her eyes from the statue and 
gazed heavenward. 

"How can we be so blind!" She said. "Save us! Help us see!" As if physically 
struck, the demons surrounding here were immediately thrown back. Shrieking 
angrily, the demons retreated from her slender form, which radiated 
luminously in their dimension. They departed to find easier prey elsewhere in 
Nod. 

"There is still power here," Azrael breathed, entranced at the sight of what he 
had just witnessed. He now approached Naamah, her head bowed and hands 
still clenched on the stone railing. 

"Naamah, do you know my voice?" He whispered behind her. Her eyes 
opened, and again she looked heavenward. 

"We need your help," she said. 

"You must do what I cannot," Azrael continued.  

"There's nothing I can do, we need your help!" She said. 



"If Cain's image falls, the people will look to heaven again," Azrael pressed. 
Naamah looked curiously at the statue of Cain, and all the supplicants 
surrounding it. 

"What if someone destroyed that abomination?" Naamah said to herself. "If 
their god fell, maybe the people would look to heaven again?" 

"Exactly," Azrael said. "My hopes lie with you, Naamah." He reached out his 
hand toward her shoulder, but before his hand touched the place where she 
stood, she turned around and left the patio. 

 

  



Idol 
As his prison wagon finally crossed the rickety bridge spanning the wide 
Euphrates river, Enoch watched as Cainite soldiers rushed to set the bridge on 
fire and sever any chances their enemies could use it to cross into Nod. 
Hurriedly, they piled kindling and chunks of wood against the support beams, 
while others stood by with torches, which threw trembling light through the 
darkness that had descended over the city with the coming of night. 

 The streets were choked with people running here and there - the story of the 
terrible Herabite ambush had spread. Never before had any Cainite force 
suffered such a dreadful loss of life, in such savage circumstances. Enoch 
watched horses and pack animals wandered aimlessly through the streets, 
abandoned by their owners, who now only were wondering if they would live 
to see another nightfall. 

The prison wagon continued it's stop and go pace into the heart of the city. 
Enoch could clearly see the citadel looming ahead of him.  

"Look!" One of his fellow captives exclaimed, pointing out the barred window 
on the other side of the wagon. Enoch crossed to the other window and looked 
out. He could see a wide open, arena-like area - a flat sandy area surrounded 
by ascending stone walls and naturally stepped stone jutted out in rising 
concentric circles from the center, creating natural seating areas. People were 
perched on these outcroppings by the hundreds, if not thousands. They held 
torches that filled the area with light.   

But Enoch's eyes were drawn to the center. The flat area in the middle of the 
arena was filled with bodies rising and falling in adoration and supplication of 
the very central object - an ancient stone altar supporting a gaudy statue of a 
man. A man with a mark etched into his face, and his fist raised against 
heaven, his eyes bitterly squinting into the dark sky above them.  

"Is there no man to challenge me?" Enoch whispered, remembering the words 
he had heard Cain utter years ago. Just as he spoke, a hooded figure passed by 
his wagon, striding swiftly in the direction of the arena. The figure appeared 
female, but Enoch couldn't see her face. The first woman was followed by a 
second, who Enoch saw and to his great surprise, recognized. It was the girl he 
had seen locked up in prison wagon in his own village just days earlier - Maori.  

He reached out the window suddenly to get her attention. She jumped back at 
the surprise hand appearing in front of her, and hurried to catch up to the 



other woman as quickly as she could in the throng. She didn't see him. He saw 
that she carried a mallet, one that might be used to forge metal. She staggered 
just a little under the weight.  

Naamah threaded her way toward Cain's statue, her heart pounding so hard 
and fast that she thought she might explode. Her countrymen did not pay any 
attention to her as she approached the altar. Their eyes were fixed on the 
visage of their marked leader, a face made all the more fiercely grotesque in 
the firelight from a thousand torches. Naamah slowed, held by the cruelty in 
those hollow clay eyes for a long moment. Cain seemed to be mocking her for 
what she was about to do. Was she really so foolish as to put actions to the 
thought that had been implanted in her mind just moments before? She would 
not dare. If she dared, she would die. 

Azrael watched her slow. He could feel her resolve melting under the image's 
deadly stare. Perhaps this was too much for her. He began moving toward her, 
thinking of all the words of courage he would speak to her. It was now or 
never. Then he stopped, in awe.  

She shed her cloak, leaving only her plain white dress, and strode forward. One 
hand on a top altar stone, she dug her foot into a crevice between two other 
stones and launched herself upward. She stood, reaching one hand out to rest 
on Cain's thigh to steady herself. The drone of prayers and supplications faded 
as the people watched in confusion as the girl stood on the altar, dwarfed by 
the image.  

She looked out over the masses with fury in her eyes.  

"Why do you pray to Cain?" Her voice echoed throughout the hushed space. 
"His cruelty has brought this evil on us! Pray rather to his Creator, and we may 
be spared!" After her words had ending their rebounding from the rocks, a 
moment of deathly silence followed before a murmur of confusion met her 
cry. It took the listeners several moments before they realized exactly how 
blasphemous were the words they had just heard. 

The rising moan of confusion emanating from the crowd began to turn sour 
and dangerous. Naamah looked down to see Maori standing below her, Tubal's 
blacksmith hammer in hand. Naamah reached for it, and Maori heaved the 
heavy hammer up to her. Her job complete, Maori melted away into the 
crowd. 



Naamah swung the hammer over her head, her body almost buckling 
underneath the weight. And with a heave, she let the hammer fall against the 
statue's ankle. A crack resounded in the arena as clay shards when flying. The 
crowd gasped.  

Naamah picked up a chunk of clay, holding it out to them. 

"Don't you see?" She cried. "It is made of nothing more than clay, like your 
own flesh! Beg rather the one that breathed life into the earth and made 
mankind, and maybe he will spare us from our enemies!" 

Enoch's hands were white, he was gripping the bars of his small window so 
tightly. He could not believe what he was seeing. He had never heard of 
anyone brave enough to defy Cain. His own father had attacked Cain in battle, 
but he had done so not knowing it was Cain until it was too late. But this girl - a 
Cainite and from an important lineage, from the looks of her apparel - was 
standing against Cain and every one of his devoted worshipers.  

"How can anything good come out of Nod?" Enoch whispered.   

  



Stand 
A uproar of furious wails filled Nod. But it wasn't mortal voices alone that 
contributed to the rising tumult. Moloch's demons had taken possession of 
every shadow and crevice as the night had descended, bringing more fear and 
terror to the populace with their ever-increasing numbers. For centuries, the 
wager between Moloch and Azrael was well known in their realm, and now 
that Nod would fall and be utterly destroyed, the fiends of darkness had come 
to revel in the event. 

But their day of rejoicing had just experienced an unexpected turn - a girl was 
proclaiming speech hateful to their ears in the center of the city. Even as she 
began to speak the words, they had all felt their unsettling reverberations, 
even if they were not near enough to hear the words themselves. Their night 
of revelry and unhindered tormenting of the Cainites was suddenly 
overwhelmed by a strong nausea. And as Naamah struck the image for the first 
time, a bolt of fiery pain pierced each demonic mind like a burrowing screw. 

So as the hammer struck the statue of Cain over and over, a maelstrom broke 
out over the city. Human ears could not detect it, but a feeling of desperate 
dread pressed down heavily on each heart. Hearts that had long adored Cain 
were swept up with the feeling into a desperate rage to fight back against 
whatever had brought on the feeling, while the few like Enoch only felt that all 
hope had been lost. 

Every demon rose from the shadows of the city and sought out the source of 
their torment, streaming in dark torrents towards the arena. With every 
hammer strike, their numbers swelled exponentially and their howls of 
murderous wrath began to shake the walls of their own dimension. 

As the arena came into sight, they were met by light that seared their eyes and 
singed their thin wings. They saw the girl dressed in white, holding the 
hammer, standing on the altar. One leg of the statue was almost completely 
broken through. It would only be a few more moments before the image was 
toppled. The people may heed her words, and the Almighty might hear their 
prayers of supplication and repentance. Moloch's victory could turn into a 
bitter defeat.  

The demons knew what to do. No, they could not touch the girl, but her mind, 
emotions and the minds of their many minions in the arena were an open 
playground for their darkest intentions. FEAR would reign supreme. No matter 



the resolve of the girl before them, such a host of dark spirits would overpower 
her.  

With screams of hatred the swarm of demons shot across the arena towards 
Naamah. But as the hoard approached her with the momentum and speed of 
hell's fury, one lone figure stepped in their way. They could not see who it was, 
the light being generated behind him was too great and he was hooded by his 
enveloping wings. But then his wings drew back to reveal an angel dressed for 
war. Armor of light shone from every inch of his body, and under the helmet 
burned Azrael's fierce eyes. He pulled forth a sword of light and held it ready 
for their assault. 

"I am their protector," spoke the angel. "Let heaven and hell remember it!" 
The demons tried to avoid him, but their path could not be redirected in time. 
They poured over his sword and into the agony of his light like a flood. The 
demons in the rear of the swarm pulled back in time, scattering like a thousand 
shadows in the face of the sun. Azrael launched into the sky, pursuing them as 
they fled, pulsating with rapturous glory as each sword strike sent another 
demon into the void. He twisted and spun, cleaving demons from the sky, his 
sword raking through them with engulfing and unstoppable power.  

Not since Lucifer had engaged the host of heaven in the battle over the One 
Throne had such power been exhibited in the struggle between Heaven and 
Hell. 

The demonic onslaught abated for a moment, and Azrael landed on the altar 
opposite to where Naamah still struck at the image - girl and angel shone with 
a light so powerful that the hoards of demons dared not approach in their 
weakened state. 

"Don't fail me now," Naamah prayed between blows.  

"I never will," Azrael replied. 

From the confinement of the prisoner wagon, Enoch saw the statue waver 
under anther blow from Naamah's hammer. He was overcome with an 
excitement so intense, he felt as if he could pull the bars of his prison apart 
with his own two hands. 

"Who is she?" he thought. 

 



Sentence 
Moloch arrived. The statue was close to toppling over. The Cainites drew back 
from the statue in terror, screaming at Naamah to stop. 

"Azrael! Stand down!" Moloch howled. "You've lost them to me." 

"Not while she stands," Azrael replied. "Not while she believes." He gripped his 
sword and readied himself for the onslaught he knew was coming. 

"Finish her!" Moloch shouted at his seething hosts, clutching desperately to 
the darkness they were hiding in. At first, not one demon moved. 

"Or maybe you would rather spend the next century serving the lords of the 
deep," Moloch threatened. The demons left their hiding places, leaping 
gingerly back into the searing light and skimming the ground, wings 
outstretched. 

But the demons did not head in Azrael's direction. Instead, they veered to the 
right and to the left, and winged their way through the trembling throngs of 
Cainites around the statue. 

As they flew, they projected words of wrath and despair at the people 
gathered to pray to the statue. The people had been so shocked by the sight of 
Naamah's attack on their object of worship, they acted as if in a dream. Not 
one of them had thought to try to stop her. 

Moloch knew why. Azrael's presence could still be felt in their hearts, 
especially with the power flowing through him right now. All Moloch had to do 
was counter that effect, but it had to be done quickly. Moloch could not 
imagine what might happen if the statue fell - they may listen to the girl. Their 
blinders may come off. They may fall on their knees and repent. Moloch could 
not let that happen. His masters would make him pay dearly for such a 
mistake. 

Azrael was sure he had enough time. The statue was cracking, and the people 
were still not willing to rush into the energy flowing from the statue, even with 
Moloch's minions urging them into panicked action. 

Then Zillah burst through the crowd, running for the statue. Moloch himself 
plowed through the crowd, parting them as Moses would part the Red Sea 
more than one thousands years in the future. Zillah ran in his wake, unaware a 
demon was assisting her - her eyes were for her daughter only. She had been 



within earshot of Cain's throne room when Cain had been notified that his 
statue was under attack. She had heard his words to the soldiers. 

"Naamah! STOP!" She cried out. Sweat dripping from her face, Naamah looked 
up to see her mother running toward her. She held the hammer still as she 
answered. As the hammer stilled, Azrael could feel Naamah's resolve waver as 
the girl saw her mother's desperate face. 

Azrael did not notice what she said when she replied to her mother. Moloch 
slammed into him at that moment. Although a lesser power, Moloch was 
furious and Azrael had already expended a lot of energy in the fight. Moloch's 
rage almost overcame Azrael's foothold at Naamah's side. Azrael threw him 
back with great effort, but Moloch's attack was just the beginning of the end 
for Azrael. 

Cainite soldiers were coming, their feet hastened by swift demons and a wall 
of Cainites suddenly moving forward towards them - driven and prodded by 
the screams of ten thousand hellish fiends. 

Zillah's rush forward had been the tipping point for the crowd. Now they were 
following on her heels, fear in their eyes - the fear of a fanatic who suddenly 
realizes his faith is crumbling under his feet. 

"Fools! What are you doing! Naamah!" Azrael spoke. "Don't stop now..." Azrael 
raised his sword as the demons swarmed in again, and he shot bolts of glory 
into their dark winged mass, dropping them by the score. But more and more 
rose up to take their fallen comrades' places. Like a wave, they billowed higher 
and higher around the altar. 

The light shining at the centre of a ring of darkness grew dim. 

Then the wall of people crashed into the base of the altar and it shook. 
Naamah reached out as she began to lose her footing. The hammer fell. 

"Let me touch their world!" Azrael screamed as he reached for her hand, 
demons almost upon him. His hand grasped nothing where her hand was. 

Then hands from the throngs below seized her, dragging her off the altar. She 
fell and Azrael was buried under an avalanche of beating black wings. 

Cain's statue swayed, but remained. The image's eyes drank in the sight as 
Naamah was taken away by soldiers. Zillah trailed after them. 

"Let my daughter go!" Zillah shouted at them. The soldiers just kept moving. 



"Get back," one soldier barked at her. "Cain's orders!" Zillah stood helplessly as 
the throng surged and jostled around her, staring after her daughter as she 
was taken away into the darkness. Adah arrived, panting heavily. 

"You did this," Zillah accused her. "You encouraged her faith in old 
superstition." Azrael could hear her words in spite of the tumult of his captors 
still pressing him down. 

"You killed her!" Zillah shouted at Adah, but it was as if she had spoken the 
words to Azrael. 

Suddenly, Azrael felt himself lifted up. Three muscular demons pulled him out 
of the pile and dragged him to Moloch. Stripped of his weapons and armor, 
Azrael was just a shadow of the powerful warrior he was only moments before. 

"Fool!" Moloch said. "I thought you and I had made a wager." 

"Faith still stood," Azrael whispered, but Moloch just laughed. But his laugh 
was hard - bitter. 

"You have lost Azrael! The rest of your Watchers know so. Where are they? 
They have left, as you should have done. As you will wish you had done." 

Moloch pointed at the ground below Azrael's feet, and it fell away to reveal an 
abyss. 

"You would not let me have the victory due me, and for your interference, I 
will have to respond in kind." 

"Take him," Moloch said to the demons holding Azrael. They descended into 
the abyss, dragging Azrael with them. For a moment, he could see Moloch 
standing on the ledge of the abyss above him, but then the world above was 
lost to his sight. 

As the darkness grew, heat grew. 

Azrael's captors had taken him deeper than he imagined possible into the 
interior of the earth. It was almost a relief when they had scurried into an 
alcove in the side of a massive chamber of lava, searing hot gases and bubbling 
and exploding lava. 

The demons had locked themselves in, swinging shut and locking a thick door 
made with some strange metal. Chained to the wall of the rocky cave, Azrael 



was barely able to retain consciousness - the environment was so toxic to his 
angelic nature. 

"Look who's fainting like a child!" The demons who had dragged him here had 
nothing better to do than to poke fun at their captive. But in spite of how 
horrible Azrael felt, he noticed their fear and discomfort in this place. Perhaps 
centuries of exposure had hardened them to such intense heat and the 
pressure of the earth above them, but they suffered almost as much as he did. 

He was sure they were waiting for one of Moloch's captains to visit the captive, 
and this kept them in a constant state of tension. Azrael knew the feeling of 
shame that he felt under the gaze of his superiors - his wager in Nod was 
failing. Forever, he would feel ashamed in heaven's sight. But his plight was 
nothing compared with the terror that the two demons could hardly keep 
concealed from him. 

They hated this place - this place they called home. It was oppressive, but great 
terrors dwelt here. Beings that had once summoned the awesome powers of 
heaven, had been stripped of their glory and here were banished. 

Truly, this was hell, prepared for the devil and his angels. For Azrael, in spite of 
his suffering, it was almost a relief. Here he could not see what Moloch was 
doing to the city he had protected for some many centuries. Here he did not 
fear finding the disapproving gaze of greater angels on him. 

He couldn't accept that this was how things had ended. He had vowed before 
heaven and hell to protect the faithful among Cain's descendants. It had been 
a hasty move, but he had remained there all this time, unwavering in his 
faithfulness to his vow. 

What reward had he been given? What recognition? The fire that raged inside 
him was nothing to the fires that raged outside his prison. Why? Why? Why 
had his faithfulness come to this? 

There was a sound from the door. The demons jumped, then scrambled 
forward to open the door. 

"He's coming for you, Watcher!" They howled back at Azrael. "Do you know 
what fear is? You will?" 

"Then he will say to those on his left, 'Depart from me, you cursed, into the 
eternal fire prepared for the devil and his angels." Matthew 25:41 



Choice 
The door opened, and Azrael could barely make out the outlines of the 
approaching horde from without - hooded beings. His boiling mind couldn't 
understand what he saw. Why did they cover themselves up so carefully? 
 
Then something happened the demons did not expect. The door flew off its 
hinges and pinned them against the back of the cave, and the cave was filled 
with blinding white light as the beings entered, their robes falling from their 
shoulders. 
 
"Do you know what fear is?" A voice said. "You will when your masters return 
and find that you have lost your captive." 
 
And Sariel stepped out of the light, Semyaza just behind him with two hundred 
angels. As Sariel attacked Azrael's chains, Semyaza came up close to him. 
 
"Word spread of your stand, Azrael," Semyaza said. "These angels have come 
to fight with you. Hang on brother!"  
 
Azrael was too weak to respond. His chains were cut, and Sariel threw him on 
his back, and the angels exploded out of the cave.  
 
"How?" Azrael managed to ask. 
 
"We concealed ourselves and crept in without being detected. They really 
don't have many angels trying to come down here, so their guard is lask. It 
wasn't hard getting in, but getting out..." 
 
"We've been seen!" An angel shouted. The angels raced along red hot 
passageways, unable to use their wings here. The space was too narrow, and 
the environment too toxic. Angel wings would burn in places like this. 
 
Semyaza led the way, somehow always darting confidently forward when 
faced with a fork in the tunnels. Azrael could only be relieved he wasn't leading 
the way. Semyaza's sense of direction was unparalleled.  
 
Then Semyaza stopped. At their feet was a dark and narrow hole in the floor of 



the cave. 
 
"Why have we stopped?" Sariel said, panting.  
 
"They're coming!" Another angel shouted from the back. 
 
"We must take this path. It's the only way, or we will all be captured." Semyaza 
said grimly. 
 
The angels drew back from the gaping black hole.  
 
"We need to go up!"  
 
"We're so deep that any direction is up," Semyaza said. "Follow me!" He 
stretched his wings out just a little and then the darkness of the hole 
swallowed him up. Sariel was next, Azrael on his back, and the other angels 
followed.  
 
The narrowness of the hole widened enough for the angels to fly two abreast, 
if you could call it flying. It was more like barely controlled falling.  
 
"How do you know of this place?" Sariel shouted at Semyaza.  
 
"I've heard it spoken of," was all Semyaza replied.  
 
Suddenly, their way was blocked by a host of armed demons. 
 
"Our exodus is known throughout all hell now," Semyaza said. "Pray that 
heaven has heard of it as well, if we are to escape!" 
 
The fight was desperate and fierce. Angels and demons fell wounded as the 
two forces collided in the narrow tunnel. Light against dark fought furiously.  
 
But the demons had innumerable replacements. The angels did not. As the 
fighting proceeded around him, Semyaza lifted a fist forward, shooting a beam 
of light through the mass of demonic bodies above him. The beam was narrow 
and so potent that the demons gave way for its burning intensity to shoot past 



them.  
 
They didn't realise its full significance until too late. The beam was not directed 
at them, but at the planet's surface high above them. 
 
And the call for help was heard. As Azrael lost consciousness, his vision was 
filled with the light of mighty archangel swords cleaving demons from the 
tunnel. 
 
He awoke to the faint tinkling of the celestial realm. To angels, space didn't 
look like it does to us. Every photon, ray and form of light that crisscrossed the 
depths of the universe was light to them - undulating, dancing and shimmering 
lights! 
 
His body and mind had been renewed in the purity of the heavens. He looked 
around - others were also being healed from their wounds. Greater angels 
were among them, ministering to them. He recognised Michael. Michael had 
rescued them? God's Archangel of War! 
 
Michael came over to him. 
 
"Thank you," Azrael said.  
 
"The Almighty sends His greetings. He wishes to see you before the Great 
Throne, Azrael." 
 
Azrael lowered his head. 
 
"I have failed Him. I have failed you all! How can I show my face there?" 
 
"Because He commands it, you will," Michael replied stonily, before his voice 
softened, seeing the sadness in Azrael's eyes.  
 
"He worries for you Azrael. He misses his child. You have been gone a long 
time from His presence."  
 
"And if I go, what will become of Nod?" 



 
"Nations whose God is the Lord rise. Nations who forget Him fall," Michael 
replied. "The Cainites have sown great evil in the earth, and long has God been 
longsuffering with them, allowing you space to let them turn from their 
wickedness by their own free will. But all seeds that are sown much bring forth 
fruit and reaped by the sower." 
 
"But what of the faithful that remain? He will desert them?" Azrael said. 
 
Michael looked at Azrael long and hard. 
 
"After so many years defending their faith, have you lost your own, Azrael?"  
 
Azrael did not answer.  
 
"Your presence is awaited at the throne," Michael said, and then left them, his 
comrades following him. The Watchers were left alone. 
 
Semyaza neared Azrael. They remained without speaking a long time. Azrael 
could not tear his eyes off the earth floating below them in the celestial sea. 
 
"Why are we, His own sons, forsaken here?" Azrael whispered. "Are we not 
defending His creation? His workmanship? His honor?" 
 
"Perhaps He does not act, so that those that can act, will act," Semyaza replied. 
"You know of what I speak. It's time Azrael!" 
 
Azrael looked at Semyaza, his eyes full of sorrow and loss.  
 
"They will kill her," Azrael said. "For doing as I asked her to." Semyaza did not 
reply.  
 
"Are you sure we can do as you say?" Azrael said finally. Semyaza's face 
lightened.  
 
"I know we can!" Semyaza said, his voice trembling.  
 



"Show me," Azrael said, his voice fierce. The two angels stood, their long wings 
stretching out to heaven, and then swiftly downward. Celestial dust blasted 
around them as they shot into the celestial deep. 
 
Dungeon 

Enoch's prison wagon started moving again as the Cainites resumed their 
prayers to the statue. 
 
"So much for finding hope in Nod," he sighed. The wagon proceeded only a 
little farther before veering off the main road and descending down into a 
tunnel that ran beneath the city streets. Darkness enveloped them except for 
the occasional torch on the rocky walls.. 
 
Finally, they stopped in an underground cavern where cells and cages were 
bursting with Cainite criminals and captives taken during the day's fighting. 
More were simply chained to rocks, as there was no more room in the 
containment cells. 
 
The doors of the prisoner wagon were opened, and Enoch and his companions 
piled out, stretching their stiff legs. Cainite guards shackled the wrists of each 
prisoner and then led them to a dark corner of the cavern, passing hundreds of 
haggard faces as they went by.  
 
Enoch noticed the dark robes of the Edenites among the captives before he 
found Caleb's face in the shadows. A guard shackled Enoch to the stone wall 
opposite Caleb's huddled companions. 
 
Just a few paces away sat a cage, clearly designed to hold one or two captives 
under normal situations - perhaps the worst of the worst that needed to be 
separated from the others because of misbehavior. But with the overcrowded 
state of the underground prison, it had been packed with five prisoners, 
wedged in so tightly that they could not even recline.  
 
"Are Seth and your father safe?" Caleb's words reached Enoch through the 
darkness.  
 
"I believe so," Enoch said. He rubbed his bruised head, where the side of 



Tubal's sword had smacked his skull.  
 
"And you got that bump on your head making sure they escaped?" Caleb said, 
his tone lighter. Enoch just nodded.  
 
"Some guide you are," Jehuda said, looking at him. "You led us right to them!" 
Enoch just looked down. He could not have known the Cainites had sent out 
their whole army onto the road that day. But he looked up as he heard a low 
chuckle from the Edenites.  
 
"What's so funny?" Enoch asked.  
 
"The funny thing is, we were a bit worried about how we would even get into 
Nod," Jehuda explained. "The Cainites have no love for anything from Eden. 
But we decided if we had been called to go to Nod, a way would be provided. 
And one was."  
 
"The Cainites were in such a hurry up the road," he continued. "They saw us in 
the way and simply sent us back with a small detachment. So we had an armed 
escort to the very place we wanted to go." 
 
"To prison?" Enoch queried. Jehuda laughed, looking at his bronze shackles. 
 
"These? We'll be out of these easily, as soon as this all blows over." 
 
"We will see about that," Caleb interjected. "This all may be amusing to you, 
but I feel that a bloodbath is going to erupt over our heads tomorrow." 
 
"Then we'll fight our way out," Jehuda replied. Caleb gave him a stern look. 
 
"That may not be so easy," Caleb said slowly. 
 
"I'm afraid the Herabites will not treat you any better than the Cainites will," 
Enoch said. "I have a feeling that Herab watched my village burn, not lifting a 
finger to help, until the Cainites believed us vanquished." 
 
"And that was just the beginning of his final revenge against Cain for Abel's 



murder," Caleb said. Enoch nodded. 
 
Just then, the prisoners in the center of the cavern began jeering and shouting. 
Enoch sat up, craning his neck to see, but could only see several guards 
heading their way. As they approached, more and more prisoners joined the 
catcalls as they saw a new prisoner being led their way.  
 
The guards passed Enoch, and he saw for himself the victim of the jeering - a 
girl dressed in white. Her dress was soiled and torn, but Enoch immediately 
recognized her as the girl that had tried to tear down Cain's image. 
 
The guards muscled through the prisoners, pushing them back as they 
approached the over-crowded cage. One unlocked the cage, and began pulling 
captives out of it. Once the cage was empty, only then did they point the girl 
toward it, and once she was inside, locked it securely. She would be safe - for 
now. 
 
"Keep your distance," a guard threatened the prisoners near the cage. The 
guards moved away, finding new places to confine the five prisoners from the 
cage.  
 
Naamah slumped to the hard floor to the cage, covering her face with her 
hands. 
 
 

  



Water 

Enoch and the Edenites sat in silence for some time. The girl had collapsed to 
the floor of her cage, her eyes tightly shut. She had not moved since her 
arrival. Enoch noticed that her breathing was ragged. He motioned to Jehuda, 
silently signaling for water. Jehuda shook his head no. When Enoch signaled 
that the water was for the girl, Jehuda passed the message along to Caleb. 
Caleb looked towards the girl's cage for a moment, before producing a small 
waterskin from under his cloak. 
 
"These are Eden's waters," Caleb said soberly. 
 
"May they quench the thirst of a daughter of Eden," Enoch replied. Caleb 
glanced in surprise at the girl in the cage, unconvinced. He shrugged, took a sip 
and then tossed the waterskin gingerly across the space between them. 
 
A prisoner chained beside Enoch tried to snatch it just before it landed in 
Enoch's hands. Enoch missed it and the waterskin landed  in the dirt. The other 
prisoner dove for it, but Enoch drove his shoulder into the man's side, knocking 
him sideways. Enoch seized the waterskin, relieved that there was still water 
within. He faced the other prisoner. 
 
"It's for the girl," Enoch said. "She needs it more than we do." 
 
"Let her thirst!" the man spit out. "She's a Cainite." He moved a step toward 
Enoch. 
 
"She may be," Enoch replied, standing to his full height, his right fist tightening. 
"But she is not like the ones we despise. She is here because only a few hours 
ago, she bravely condemned the worship of Cain, and called upon her people 
to repent of their evil ways. Does that sound like an action worthy of our hate, 
or our honor?" 
 
The man backed down, slumping down into the shadows. 
 
Enoch turned and saw that the girl still lay in her cage, but her eyes were open 
now, looking at him. Enoch's chain would not let him approach the cage, so he 
held out the waterskin. 



 
"If you can catch it, you can drink," He said gently. She sat up, looking intently 
at Enoch, and then gazing at Caleb. Her eyes passed over him and his 
companions, noting their foreign garments. Her hand went to her neck as if by 
habit to clasp something that usually hung there, but her fingers met nothing, 
and she lowered her hand again. 
 
"From where all waters flow?" She said softly but earnestly. Enoch was caught 
off guard by the question. 
 
"That's right, from the very spring of the Euphrates," Caleb spoke. Then Enoch 
remembered that Seth had used that same phrase before - From where all 
waters flow. The Euphrates and the three  other great rivers that wound 
through far off lands were said to come from one source - the forbidden 
garden. From the garden that contained the Tree of Life sprung forth the 
bringer of life to the land - water. 
 
She reached out a hand through the bars of the cage. Enoch threw it and she 
caught it. She drank. 
 
"What's your name?" Enoch asked. She drained the waterskin before speaking. 
 
"Naamah." 
 
"What you did... at the altar..." Enoch stopped. He didn't know how to describe 
his disbelief that he felt to have seen her smashing down Cain's altar. 
 
"I failed," she said shortly.  
 
 
 
 

  



Void 

Semyaza led Azrael farther and farther into the depths of the universe, past 
galaxies of countless magnitude. In their dimension, there were almost no 
limits to the speeds that could be attained. But it had been centuries since 
Azrael had to summon such power to fly so fast and so far. Beyond and beyond 
they flew, and Azrael wondered where Semyaza could possibly be leading him. 
And yet Semyaza continued his breakneck course into the void. 
 
Finally, Semyaza began to slow down. Azrael gazed about him, taking in the 
sight of massive nebulae that sparkled all around them.  
 
"Where are we going?" Azrael shouted at his friend. Semyaza smiled just a 
little. 
 
"You don't recognize it yet? Just another minute or two, and I'm sure you will." 
 
Sure enough, only moments later, they came upon a scene different from any 
they had seen in their furious flight across the universe - a shattering of 
celestial objects so immense that it took Azrael's breath away - galaxies ripped 
apart, stars 1,000 times bigger than the sun simply shredded. A billion 
supernovas exploding every second. Quasars pulsing their last surges of energy 
just before being swallowed by the ravenous darkness of black holes, which 
were also so numerous, they were consuming each other. A universe broken 
into hungry pieces, each trying to devour the rest. 
 
"Not since that terrible day have I returned to this place," Azrael whispered, a 
look of anguish on his face. 
 
"I visit often," Semyaza said. "To remember what we lost. When instead of 
standing together as brothers, angel fought angel, and He demonstrated for all 
ages His true claim to the name ALMIGHTY." 
 
"Why did we come here?" Azrael asked.  
 
"To be sure that what we mean to do, we will do! We will not forsake what 
must be done." Semyaza replied fiercely.  
 



"You doubt my resolve?" Azrael asked. 
 
"I know what you mean to do, Azrael. It's never been done before, and it is 
without Heaven's mandate that we will do it."  
 
"It is for Heaven's sake that we must do this!" Azrael replied.  
 
"I am on your side," Semyaza assured him. "No matter what happens, I will be 
with you, at your side - no matter the success, and no matter the 
consequences." 
 
"This is something I must do," Azrael said. "I vowed to defend faith in Nod, not 
you. If things somehow go badly, it must be I who carries the blame. I accept 
that responsibility, and I would rather you not risk everything for what is my 
burden. It would be better if I went alone." 
 
"That's not possible," Semyaza said. He pointed back to the way they had 
come. Azrael turned to see a collection of bright beings coming towards them 
faster than light. 
 
"We're not alone," Semyaza said, smiling widely at Azrael.  
 
"More are willing to join us?" Azrael asked. 
 
"You have touched the mortal world before." 
 
"Once - with permission." 
 
"Which is more than any of us have been allowed to do," Semyaza said. "We 
want to touch their world, to experience it. These Watchers have witnessed 
your thankless stand in Nod for centuries and they want to be a part of 
Moloch's defeat in the very hour he believes victory is finally his. And we all are 
prepared to swear to do this deed together, to whatever end." 

  



Attack 
A misty dawn brought light back across Nod.  

Lamech burst into his home. Tubal lay on the table still, Zillah by his side, 
sleeping but his hand in hers. Adah was rinsing out bloody clothes in a wash 
basin. 

At the sudden sound of Lamech's entrance, Zillah snapped awake. Lamech 
stood over his son,. laying a filthy hand on his son's chest, which rose ever so 
slightly with his weak breathing. 

"You haven't slept," Adah said. Lamech shook his head. 

"Has he improved?" Lamech said wearily. The women did not answer.  

Sounds from outside drew Lamech's attention, and he looked outside where 
Cain's image stood, still surrounded by imploring supplicants, many of whom 
had spent the entire night praying for Cain's protection against the Herabite 
hoards descending on Nod. The horror stories of yesterday's battle had spread 
to every corner of the city, and the despicable cruelties that the Herabites had 
inflicted on their captives were now common knowledge. 

Lamech was filled with rage by what he saw - workman repairing the cracks in 
the statue. He rushed out to the porch. 

"What are you doing?" He shouted at the workmen. "All able-bodied men 
were ordered to work on the city's defense! Disobedience will be punished!" 

"How can Nod be saved while Cain is dishonored - by your child?" one of the 
workmen replied. The workmen turned their backs to him, and continued their 
work to repair the cracks in the base of the image. Lamech turned away 
helplessly and re-entered his home. 

"Maybe Naamah was right," Zillah muttered. Lamech could not tear his eyes 
away from his son. 

"Naamah!" Lamech spoke her name in a desperate whisper. 

 

"My lord Cain, we have worked through the night," Lamech said, shortly 
bowing before Cain's throne. "The city is ringed with defenses, and every man 
and boy and many women are positioned to repel any Herabite crossing." 



Cain did not answer, only blankly stared past Lamech. Lamech moved closer, 
his voice changing as he made his plea. 

"Please don't let both my children die today," he said. "Tubal is breathing his 
last breaths this morning. There is nothing more we can do for him. But my 
foolish daughter, release her to me!" 

"All is being taken from me, don't you understand?" Cain said bitterly. "The son 
that would reign in my stead has been cut down. The army I led has been 
defeated. The city that I built will be erased from the earth. When all that I 
have built is gone, my life will be reaped as well." 

"Your life? Who would dare touch Cain." Lamech's voice was hard. 

"You never believed my curse to be true," Cain accused. 

"It doesn't matter what I believe. The people do. The tribes do." 

"But for Herab, there are worse things to endure than the wrath of any god," 
Cain said. "Injury to one's own ego. No curse will stop Herab's hate today." 

"But not if our defenses hold! Herab will have to..." 

"Herab has nothing to do with our fate today, fool," Cain spit out viciously. "It 
is the God of Abel that will purge my name and my people from the earth. He 
never truly let me go. I should have died that day instead of beg his mercy." 

"There still may be hope for..." 

"It is time to reap what we have sown, Lamech. You have done more than 
anyone to advance the brutality of Nod past our border. You will not escape 
His vengeance either." 

Lamech whirled around, fists clenched. Just before he strode out the door, he 
turned back. 

"If we lose Nod today, it will not be my doing." And he left the room. 

 

Lamech strode the railing of the porch that overlooked the city. Beside the 
rocky outcropping at the north edge of the island, the citadel was the highest 
point of the city. Here, he could see the entire city - even the workmen 
repairing Cain's statue could be made out. 

Adah came up behind him, laying one hand on his back.  



"Her faith will save her, Lamech," she said. "If not in this life, than in the next." 

"If Herab does not kill Cain today," Lamech said. "Then you can be sure that I 
will." 

"Lamech! He is protected..." 

"Stop it! Superstition has kept our people captive long enough. Faith will not 
save Nod today." 

Just then, Lamech's keen eyes noticed the glint of sunlight on weaponry across 
the river. A few Herabite warriors emerged from the treeline, brandished 
Cainite weapons and severed heads of their captives.  

Lamech rushed down the steps towards the defenses, and Adah could only 
watch him go. 

"Whatever fate he suffers, let me join him, that his journey to the afterlife will 
not be alone," she prayed. 

 

Lamech arrived at Nod's shoreline just as the Herabites began howling and 
beating drums in the jungle across the river. Herab could hear them well, but 
could not see them. A low mist rose off the water, obscuring sight of the 
opposite shore. Lamech hoped it would lift soon. 

He surveyed Nod's hastily constructed defenses. Carts, boxes and anything else 
that could be found had been arranged in a long line all down the shore. 
Cainites of all ages and sizes manned the defensive positions, with any 
weapons that could be found. There were not enough swords or bows for 
everyone.  

The Cainites had never thought that any major defenses would be needed, 
beside the natural barrier of the river itself. The bridge that spanned the river 
had been burned down the night before. So the only way the Herabites would 
reach them would be across the open water.  

Just then, someone cried out, pointing upriver. Lamech looked for a long 
moment before he saw what he feared to see - prows of dugout canoes 
emerging from the mist. At first he saw five. Then there were twenty. Then one 
hundred. And they were approaching faster now that they could also see Nod 
straight ahead. 



"Archers! Ready!" He cried out, even as the Cainite defenders wavered. Those 
that had bows hastily drew back. Lamech waited until the boats were in range. 

"Shoot!" Arrows were loosed as fast as the defenders could notch them. 
Lamech could not tell how effective they were.  

He watched intently as the canoes slid one by one into the shallows thick with 
reeds. The Herabites were so close now, he could see the bloodlust under the 
warpaint on each face. The Herabites in the boats readied themselves to leap 
out of their boats as soon as they touched the shore. Just before they did, 
Lamech gave a signal. 

At his signal, Cainites hidden in the reeds lept up, overturning canoes and 
leaping onto their attackers, taking them by surprise. Boats flipped and for a 
moment, the forward momentum of the Herabite first wave was stalled.  

"Forward!" Lamech shouted to his defenders. If they could keep the Herabites 
in the water, they just might stand a chance. Leading the charge, the Cainites 
swarmed down from their line of defense to the river's edge.  

"For TUBAL!" Lamech screamed as his blade met the body of a Herabite 
warrior.  

The battle for Nod began. 

 

  



Escape 
In Nod's underground dungeon, Enoch sat as far back in the shadows as he 
could, carefully rubbing his shackles on a stone. His bronze restraints were old 
and worn. He had inspected them carefully, and found a place that seemed 
weak. He hoped that enough scraping could break them.  

The noise of battle at the river's edge found its way into the dungeon, and 
soon Enoch did not have to worry about concealing his efforts to break free. 
The prisoners were agitated, and the few guards left to watch them were 
huddled near the exit, terrified. Captives howled and fought, and the guards 
just ignored them.  

The cries emanating from outside their prison sounded familiar. Enoch had 
heard the same terrified cries in his own village twice before - the day 
previous, and once long ago when he was just a boy. It had been the first time 
Cain had raided their village. That was the day Enoch's mother had died, and 
his father's body and spirit had been broken. Although just a toddler, Enoch 
remembered the sight of Cain swaggering through the village - a strong warrior 
who not one would strike back at. The fear of Cain's curse was strong.  

Cain had stopped in the middle of the village, looking around in contempt at 
Enoch's fleeing kin and spit violently on the ground. He had roared at the top 
of his lungs, "Is there no one to challenge me?"  

"Today Cain's plea is answered," Enoch said under his breath. If he could only 
break free, he would flee this cursed place and never see Nod again.  

He looked over at the cage that held Naamah captive. She sat still, tears falling 
unhindered down her face. Her people were dying. Enoch felt the sudden 
desire to comfort her. He wondered what her smile looked like. He had a 
feeling it would be a sight to behold. 

Enoch cried out in pain. He had been grinding his shackles against the rock as 
hard as his aching muscles would allow, and his hand had slipped, scraping his 
wrist against the rock. He stopped for a moment and closed his eyes as his 
wrist throbbed. Suddenly, a female's voice rose above the ruckus in the prison. 
Her voice was urgent. 

"Naamah! Where are you?" Enoch looked up to see a girl dressed in slave's 
garments rushing towards Naamah's cage, keys dangling in her hand - Maori. 
Enoch recognized her immediately as Naamah's hammer carrying companion 



from the night previous. A prisoner lunged for the keys she held, but Maori 
easily dodged his assault and ran directly for the cage, desperately testing key 
after key in the lock. 

Enoch renewed his efforts to remove his shackles, in spite of the pain from his 
bleeding hand. A guard rounded the corner, holding the back of his head in 
pain. Enoch realized this must be the former guardian of the keys Maori now 
held. The shackles still would not break. He looked down and saw that they 
were worn away enough maybe he could slip his hand free. The blood dripping 
down his arm might just provide enough lubrication. He pulled and just as the 
guard almost reached Maori, Enoch yanked with all his might.  

His hand burst free of the shackle and he sprang onto the guard, pulling him to 
the ground near the chained Edenites. The guard turned to fight, but Caleb's 
foot shot out and smashed into his temple, knocking him out cold.  

Maori found the right key and she jerked the cage door open, pulling Naamah 
out.  

"Here! The keys!" Enoch shouted to her. She tossed them, and Enoch turned to 
try to unchain the Edenites, just as a small troop of Cainite guards appeared, 
heading their way, swords drawn.  

"Enoch, go! Run while you can!" Caleb said. "We'll be fine. God sent us to Nod 
to find His messenger. He will protect us until we have fulfilled our mission." 
Enoch hesitated, watching Naamah and Maori disappear into the blackness 
further into the dungeon. 

"Go!" Caleb shouted.  

Enoch turned and threw the ring of keys toward the advancing guards. Then he 
followed the women into the darkness. 

After a moment of running, he had to slow. He could not see anything. No 
prisoners were chained this far back into the cave. He stumbled into a rock 
jutting out from the floor and almost fell. He looked back, and could see 
Cainite guards lighting torches far behind him. They would find him sooner 
than later. 

"This way!" Naamah's voice whispered from the side of the cavern. He crawled 
to them, and followed them into a side tunnel that suddenly opened up behind 
a crack in the cavern wall. They crawled as the surprisingly smooth tunnel 



wound it's way upward, and soon they could see light ahead, and they could 
run. 

"You knew about this tunnel?" Enoch said, panting. Naamah shook her head. 

"Zillah told me where to find it," Maori said. 

"How did she know of it?" Naamah asked, surprised. Maori shrugged.  

They rounded a corner and found themselves at a crossroad. The tunnel 
continued straight ahead in darkness, and branched off to the right, leading up 
and into sunlight.  

"I wonder where it leads?" Naamah said, staring down the tunnel, before 
following the other two up into the sunlight.  

They found that the tunnel led out to a ledge on the wall of the citadel itself, in 
an area where the fortress rested on a natural rock outcropping. The ledge was 
high enough above the street below that no one from below could see any sign 
of the tunnel's existence.  

Out here the noise of battle at the water's edge was loud and close, but houses 
obscured any sight of the actual fighting. 

"Maori, go first," Naamah said. "Then go to where my mother told you to take 
me next, take the boat hidden there, and make your way to the eastern shore. 
There's still time." 

"She told me I could not leave you!" Maori said. Naamah smiled, placing a 
hand on Maori's shoulder. 

"You have repaid your debt, now you can return to your people and be free 
from we Cainites forever. That is my wish, no, my command to you!" 

Maori immediately began climbing down the wall, the gaps between the 
stones providing enough footholds to make the descent. Naamah prepared to 
follow her. 

"What is your name?" She asked. 

"Enoch." 

"I am Naamah. Thank you for helping me." 

"It was nothing compared to your bravery last night. To challenge Cain and 
your people like that..." 



"I had to." Naamah said, then began to climb down the wall, following Maori.  

"What will you do now?" Enoch asked. She stopped climbing down for a 
moment. 

"I would flee, but I know my mother and step-mother will never abandon my 
father and brother. And I will not leave with them either." 

Enoch looked up. The wall rose only a few additional body-lengths above his 
head.  

"This is Cain's fortress?" He asked. She nodded. He reached out and his fingers 
grasped the rough stones. He began to climb upward. 

"What are you doing?" Naamah shouted at him. 

"I have business with Cain," He said, scaling the wall in a matter of moments, 
and finding himself atop the first wall. In front of him, a maze of stairs, walls, 
and guards stood between him and the fortified edifice at the summit. He 
wondered how he would ascend from here. He would have to fight his way 
through, he was sure. 

He reached for his makeshift sling, unwinding it from its hiding place under his 
shirt.  

The guards noticed him on the wall, but ignored him. Their attention was fixed 
on the battle at the river. Enoch followed their gaze and saw what they saw. 
The Euphrates river was overrun with boats, fighting, and water tinged red 
flowed from the scene. The Cainites were putting up a terrific defense, but 
more boats were still crossing the river. It would not be long before they were 
overwhelmed. 

Enoch stooped and collected several stones, placing them in his pouch which 
still hung around his neck. He surveyed the citadel and began planning his 
route up to the top. 

"Follow me," Naamah said, joining him at the top of the wall. He looked at her 
in surprise. 

"If you think you have business with Cain, get in line," She said, jogging forward 
to a flight of stone steps. Enoch followed without a word, shaking his head, a 
grim smile on his face.  

 



Oath 
"About two hundred have answered the call," Sariel said as he approached 
Azrael and Semyaza, who observed the throng before them with astonishment. 
"Word spread quickly that Azrael was determined to deliver a daring blow 
against Moloch and his minions. To witness such an event is not sufficient for 
them, they wish to be a part of it!" 

"With such a host, we could change the world!" Sariel breathed. "Truly, heaven 
looks with favor on us! When Nod has been made safe, and the people 
remember to honor heaven again, surely, we shall be restored to our present 
form." 

Azrael did not answer immediately. They were about to do something of their 
own volition that went beyond their heavenly mandate by leaps and bounds. 
But was not their mandate to protect and point men to heaven?  

Azrael looked around at the setting Semyaza had chosen for this monumental 
moment - a shattered universe, the testament of the absolute certainty of 
their Creator's immeasurable power to destroy any deviation from His Holy 
purpose. Could this moment be their test? Like Adam and Eve's test in the 
garden?  

A tremor of fear shook Azrael's core as he looked at the mass of enthusiastic 
angels before him. For himself, he knew that he would do what he needed to 
regardless of the consequence. Even if heaven disproved of his choice, he 
could not allow Naamah to see death on his account. She had knowingly risked 
everything for him. No power in any plane of existence could prevent him from 
doing the same for her. 

His fear was not for himself, but these angels who so willingly followed him 
headlong into an uncertain future. He could not advise them on their fate if 
they followed him. He was certain they would perform admirably and be 
restored to their former glory as heroes. But he could not lie - there was no 
guarantee.  

Azrael placed a hand on Sariel's shoulder. 

"We cannot know what consequences our actions will have," Azrael said 
solemnly. "And once we do this, there is no going back, only forward to 
whatever conclusion may follow. The risks are not small, Sariel." 



"We are ready to take the oath," Sariel replied, smiling broadly. "Whatever 
may happen, we will not forsake each other!" 

"Very well, we need to begin," Azrael said, final resolution in his voice. He 
looked at Semyaza. "Once the city is secure, we must act quickly to find new 
leaders among them that can lead them in our place, in the ways we will 
instruct them in. The longer we are among them, the more dangers will 
emerge. Our work among them must be swift. We must not linger!"  

Semyaza nodded, and the three moved near the throng of angels, who grew 
silent as Azrael prepared to address them. 

"Too long has heaven's dominion been scorned and forgotten on earth," Azrael 
spoke, all traces of his former trepidation gone, or simply hidden. "As great 
powers in heaven wrestle all around them in a realm they cannot see, mankind 
is content to forget and ignore us! We fight for them! They fight only for their 
own lusts, their own glory - not heaven's." 

"Because they cannot see us, they chose to forget us. Today, that will change 
forever. We will enter their realm, and never again will mankind forget we 
watch them from beyond their mortal veil. To do this, we leave our own 
immortality behind. We will have to earn it back, as men. But united, we will 
be victorious over our enemies, and return to heaven as heroes! Let nothing 
come between us, above all else! Our loyalty is not to the people of earth, but 
to each other." 

With his last statement, Azrael gazed full into Semyaza's eyes. His companion 
was eager.  

"Who will take the oath and bind themselves together?" Semyaza said, 
stepping forward to stand beside Azrael. The shout raised by the angelic 
throng shook the remnants of the celestial objects orbiting them. Azrael could 
not help but smile under the surge of power ringing the heavens. Then 
everything went silent. Their shout reverberated in the expanse and faded to 
absolute stillness. 

Azrael was overcome with anticipation for what would come next. 

The angels began their song. But it could not be compared to earthly music. It 
began with a faint trembling that could only be felt, not heard. But in the 
subtle vibrations, power flowed. As the trembling continued unslackened, the 
angels brought forth low sounds - so low that Azrael hardly could distinguish 



the difference between the trembling and the actual sound. These started 
slowly and with great thundering deliberation, but it was not long before some 
angels began building in layers of complementary harmonies. 

The flowing chorus rose rapidly from here into a triumphant assault of singing 
and intertwining melodies. Never was an angelic song the same twice, and this 
was a song of victory, of daring, and of adventure. Its violence and boldness 
began to tear and smear the celestial dimension binding them. The time for 
their transition was nearing. 

Azrael had not yet sung. Overcome with the responsibility of this action and 
concern for their fate weighed on him. But as the song rose and rose to new 
heights of angelic power, his fears left him. Its energy was infectious.He 
watched the angels before him, shouting with all their might. With such a host 
of brothers behind him, what could he possibly fear? After centuries of passive 
defeat, today was a day for victory.  

Azrael joined the song. The angels surrounded him. One voice rose over the 
rest, more telepathically than audibly, for no one sound could compete with 
such a joyous tumult. 

"Speak the oath as one," Semyaza intoned. "And may the sons of God become 
flesh, and bring salvation to mankind this day!" 

The song ended with one word, spoken all at once. At that word, a billion stars 
in the surrounding galaxies instantly went supernova. And as the brightness of 
their fiery explosions overwhelmed the void, it was all over, for the angels 
were gone!  

--- 

And Semjaza, who was their leader, said unto them: 'I fear ye will not indeed 
agree to do this deed, and I alone shall have to pay the penalty of a great sin.' 
And they all answered him and said: 'Let us all swear an oath, and all bind 
ourselves by mutual imprecations not to abandon this plan but to do this thing.' 
Then sware they all together and bound themselves by mutual imprecations 
upon it.  Enoch 6: 3-6 

 

 

 



Madman 
Naamah led Enoch up the citadel, ducking into narrow alleys and scaling half-
hidden staircases that took them out of the sight of the guards, who were still 
watching the battle at the river intently. 

When they approached the top, Enoch was sure that the guards in front of 
Cain's doorway would see them. But just then, the Herabites overran Lamech's 
defense at the river, and Cain's own guards ran to the railings to watch in 
horror. They were shaking, knowing that it was only a matter of moments 
before their citadel would be under attack.  

Enoch and Naamah crept to the massive timber door. Beside the door, a guard 
had left his sword. Enoch picked it up and put his hand on the door. It swung 
open without a sound. 

They slipped inside and Naamah closed the door behind them, sliding the 
timber bar across the door to prevent intrusion. Enoch walked down the 
center of the chamber. Never before had he seen a room that could easily hold 
one hundred people. But he had no eyes for the stone columns or timbers that 
framed the arched roof. He could only stare at the throne, and the man on it, 
head bowed, not moving. 

The man he remembered from his childhood had been old, but strong and 
fierce. The man that sat hunched before him now appeared frail. Enoch 
wondered what possibly could have happened that would have contributed 
such deterioration in such a short span of time. Then he remembered that only 
a few years ago, he had heard the news that Cain's wife had died. Had that 
affected a brutal tyrant so much? 

Naamah had only been allowed in this place a few times in her life. But she had 
never seen it like this - empty but for one man. Not even the hanging oil lamps 
were lit. The only light was the harsh sunlight falling in through the columns 
that allowed Cain to look out over the river and to the forests beyond. The 
sounds of battle reached even here. 

They stood before the throne. Cain unmoving from the time they had entered.  

"Do what you came to do," Cain growled in a low voice full of defeat. Enoch 
hesitated before stepping up toward him, raising the sword and holding the 
blade to Cain's bent neck. The blade nestled gently between wisps of thinning 
white hair.  Naamah stood frozen in shock, her breathing shallow. 



"And if I do this," Enoch said quietly. "Will I gain back my mother alive and well 
for all the years she has lain in the grave after she was slain by your hand? Or 
will I laugh to see my father run again on the legs you rendered lame?" 

"Who are you?" Cain asked, raising his head to meet Enoch's eyes. 

"A Sethite," Enoch replied. 

"A Sethite!" Then Cain laughed - a hideous chortling sound. 

"Seth truly takes my place.  In the affections of my mother, in life, and in 
death,"   Cain hissed. "My reckoning is come and it is greater than I can bear. 
Do what you came to do!" 

Enoch lowered the blade, and took a step back. Naamah let out a sigh of relief. 

Scowling, Cain finally saw Naamah standing behind Enoch.  

"I did not come to kill you," Enoch said. "I came to know if the god of the 
Cainites was divine or a fraud? I have my answer. The judgement you have 
sown will now be reaped. I questioned Seth many times before why God would 
let you live for such crimes and wickedness you have committed. I wrestled 
with the unfairness of it. Yet I see that Seth was right." 

Enoch looked at Naamah. 

"Judgement finally falls on your people today, but not all your descendants will 
share in the fate you designed for them. Here is one that held to the faith you 
sought to destroy. She will carry on your bloodline - in faith!" 

Enoch turned away from Cain and strode to the door, Naamah following close 
behind him. 

Cain watched them. Light had returned to his eyes for the first time in an age. 

 

 

 

  



Descent 
A roaring wind woke Azrael. Where he had been and how long it had been 
since he and his brothers had sworn their oath, he did not know. 

But as he opened his eyes, he struggled to focus on anything definite. Large 
masses of blurred color somersaulted around him - blues, whites, greens. 
Around and around. His hands and feet could feel nothing, but his body was 
being blasted by powerful torrents of wind. 

A hand suddenly grasped his own, and his twisting body steadied. A face came 
close to his, a face he could recognize - Sariel. 

"We did it! Look!" Sariel shouted above the roar, pointing down at the blurred 
green and blue colors.  

Azrael blinked, and as his eyes opened, he saw. Earth lay below them, as Azrael 
had seen it countless times before as he had traversed its surface. But their 
approach was anything but similar.  

They were falling through the actual atmosphere of the planet, not traveling 
through space and time on one of the many paths that had been created for 
them.  

"We did it!" Sariel shouted again, laughing in delight as he dove away from 
Azrael, his wings extended, guiding his flight. Azrael saw a sight he could never 
have imagined witnessing. All around him, two hundred angels falling towards 
the surface of the earth, some still unconscious and being wakened by their 
comrades.  

Azrael stretched out his fingers into the whipping wind and truly felt it. He 
smiled because he could understand with his mind that the air at this altitude 
was icy cold, but enough of their angelic power still remained with them that 
he was not affected by it. 

He opened his own wings and soared in among the angels. They watched him, 
waiting for his command. He stared out over the landmass beneath them and 
found the Euphrates river. He signaled to his brothers.  

Shouting to be heard over the roar of the wind, he felt the weight of his 
conviction.  "We fall, that man might rise!" He folded back his wings and 
dropped like a stone toward Nod. The angels followed him with a shout. 



They entered the lower atmosphere and something happened that Azrael had 
anticipated. Their speed of entry into earth's atmosphere was blindingly fast, 
so fast that the friction of the air was generating a terrific amount of heat. So 
much heat that smoke started to emanate from the angels' wings - a little at 
first, and then more and more. The angels spread out their flight paths because 
the smoke became so thick from the angels in front of them. 

As flames began to flicker over his wings and reach out toward his body, Azrael 
looked ahead to confirm his flight path would end at Nod, then he wrapped his 
body in his wings. The angels saw this and followed suit. And only moments 
later, each white pod shooting across the cloudless sky burst into raging 
flames. 

 

 

 

The Sethites that had survived the Cainite attack and eluded capture were 
returning to their village. They stared at the charred remains of their village in 
despair. 

Seth, bruised and battered, emerged from the forest on the hilltop that had 
been his home. His altar was thrown down and scattered. His hut had only 
partially burned, the roof the roof collapsing on the interior. Jared sat hunched 
on a stone nearby, glaring bitterly across the Euphrates at the city of Nod that 
could just be made out from here. 

Seth knelt down with great effort in front of his broken altar. 

"Almighty God, do you not hear the cry of your people? They cry because they 
have forgotten your power. Your name to them is nothing but that... a name. 
Send your messenger that they might know the power of your name again! I 
beg..." 

Seth paused suddenly. Something in the forest had changed. The chorus of the 
birds had faded in an instant. Only the sound of the soft breeze in the trees 
could be heard. Nature was suddenly silent. 

Seth looked around. The grass and the forest were bathed in a strange yellow 
light. He looked up, but could hardly see the cause because of its brightness. 
He held his hand to his eyes and peered upward. 



A lone point of flame burned as it moved east across the blue expanse high 
above him, but the unearthly silence only lasted a moment before a shock 
wave rolled through the forest.  The trembling of the earth was quickly 
followed by a howling wind that whipped the trees back and forth in its wake.  

The blast knocked Seth back against the ruined altar pinning him as he stared 
heavenward. Instead of calming, the gale only rose as more and more fireballs 
fell across the sky. 

Toward NOD. 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Witness 
Enoch and Naamah were greeted with a terrible sight as they rushed out from 
Cain's throne room. Herabite warriors were swarming up the citadel from all 
sides. The Cainite soldiers that had been stationed to protect it were too few in 
number. As bravely as they defended their posts, they were quickly 
overwhelmed by the absolute ferocity of their numerous attackers. Enoch 
unwound his sling from his forearm, and slipped the bronze sword into his belt, 
readying for the perilous descent through the fray.  

"Where is this hidden boat you spoke of to your slave?" Enoch asked Naamah.  

"She's not my slave!" Naamah said almost in a whisper, numbly watching the 
advancing army.  

Enoch was confused but repeated his question about the boat. Naamah only 
pointed toward the massive rocky outcropping on the north side of the island.  

"Let's go then!" He said, already rushing down the steps they had only recently 
ascended. He hoped the less obvious staircases they had used coming up 
would allow them to avoid as many assailants as possible. 

"I can't," Naamah said, surveying the vista. Everywhere she looked, the city 
was under attack. Enoch turned, following her gaze out over the city. Far below 
them, in the sacrificial arena, a crowd of Cainite peasants was shielding Cain's 
image from an onslaught of Herabite warriors intent on tearing it down. Enoch 
stared in disbelief.  

"I can't leave them!" Naamah said desperately. 

Enoch took her arm.  "They forsook you and your faith for Cain," He said 
urgently. "Today they reap the destruction of that choice. Follow me!" Just 
then, a Herabite rounded the corner below, spotting them on the parapet. He 
charged up the steps, laughing in his lust for blood.  Enoch fitted a stone into 
his sling smoothly, and with one powerful swing sent the rock deep into the 
Herabite's skull. The man fell end over end down the steps he had just climbed. 

"And go where?" Naamah asked. 

"To Eden! I will find what is left of my family and my village, and we shall leave 
this land behind us forever. We will follow the river to..." 

"Where all waters flow." Naamah finished, and she felt a wave of emotion flow 
through her. She ached to go! A land where her faith would not make her a 



freak, but belonging to a cause - a family. She felt instinctively for her necklace, 
the one remnant of her grandmother's memories of Eden. Her body was 
trembling so hard, she did not notice when the stones around her began to 
shake.  

"Come on!" He shouted as he bounded down the steps. "Or it will be too late!" 

She lifted one foot to follow him. Breath filled her lungs to call out for him to 
wait. But the ground suddenly shook violently, and she stopped. The sky was 
suddenly full of light, and she turned away from Enoch to see the source.  

Little did she know how much God had planned for her... and much would 
have been different if that light had never appeared in the sky. 

But the descending angel had lost faith, and had taken it upon himself to make 
the world as he saw fit. 

 

 

It had only been a few minutes since the Herabites had driven the Cainites 
back from the water's edge, but already they had penetrated deep into the 
city. Herab had ordered that the image of Cain was to be torn down first, as 
the visible reminder to the city of their powerful leader. A band of warriors had 
been dispatched in that direction immediately. The remaining Herabites were 
streaming toward the citadel, finding little opposition as the Cainites were now 
on the run. 

The true mastermind behind the assault watched with glee from the 
supernatural realm. Moloch walked down the streets of Nod in the wake of his 
Herabite hoard, among the Herabite drummers. His hosts of demons 
encouraging them while other demons winged their way among any Cainites 
trying to mount a defense, screaming words of fear and terror into their minds 
and one by one breaking down any remaining will to resist. 

The Herabite war drums drowning out all sounds in Nod but the screams of the 
dying were the sweetest sound Moloch had ever heard - since being cast from 
heaven, that is. His satisfaction was complete as he looked down every side 
street and into every corner of the city, and could not find one angel remaining 
to resist him. 



As he approached the citadel, he watched the Herabite forces ascend like a 
swarm of ants, cutting down any defenders in their path. He spied one lone 
figure at the top of the citadel, standing outside Cain's throne room. His 
demonic eyes recognized the girl at once by the faint glow that shimmered 
around her, the first aura he had seen since entering Nod. He sneered but did 
nothing else. He could see that she was already orbited by several demons, 
who remembered her as well. In retaliation for the terrible fright she had given 
them in the arena the night before, they screeched and howled the most 
frightful curses into her ears. They had successfully immobilized her. She would 
pose no threat anymore. 

Then Moloch noticed another brightly shrouded figure on the citadel. He was a 
few levels lower than the girl, taking a sword from the hand of a fallen 
Herabite solider. He was beset by two Herabites and fought them off, and then 
ran upward, the second sword in his hand. Moloch realized he was taking the 
girl a weapon to defend herself.  

"In vain, your window to flee is past, faithful ones," Moloch thought to himself. 
As he stared hatefully at the two auras on the citadel, it seemed that their light 
was growing brighter. He watched, confounded, as one by one, his warriors 
fighting on the walls halted their advance, looked behind them at something in 
the west, and then were overcome with an inexplicable terror and hid 
themselves. 

The incessant drumming suddenly faded and was replaced by the wailing and 
lamentation of men about to die. The Herabites in the streets were fleeing to 
the closest alleyways. Moloch turned to see what had terrified them - a 
growing light from the west. 

He saw, first in bewilderment, then recognition, then rage. 

"IMPOSSIBLE!"  

 

 

Deep in Nod's dungeons, the prisoners were aware that something was 
happening outside. The sounds of battle had given way to a universal wail of 
absolute panic. The walls and floor of the cavern were trembling. While the 
other prisoners gave way to the panic themselves, tearing desperately at their 
chains to somehow flee the threat they still could not see, Caleb's men sat 



rigidly at attention. They all looked to their leader for his reaction. Their trust 
in him was complete. 

He was the first to notice the faint shaft of light that pierced their darkness. As 
the earth trembled, the rocks had parted to let this one light through. His 
companions saw it too, and their eyes grew wide as they realized the light was 
moving! The beam made a circle of light on the cave floor and was traveling 
steadily toward them.  

The earth lurched around them, and suddenly the darkness was shattered by a 
hundred such beams. Prisoners around them threw their arms over their eyes 
at the sudden brightness, and their previous wails were redoubled. But Caleb 
stood, raising his arms to bathe in the beams that were moving faster every 
second from one side of the cavern to the other. 

"Go down unto Nod," Caleb's voice boomed over the rumbling of the earth and 
the cries of men. "For there will come my messenger, through whom the world 
will know my voice again!" 

 

 

 

Enoch stumbled as the stones beneath his feet bucked and fell violently. The 
sword in his hand clattered to the pavement. He turned, afraid that the two 
Herabite soldiers pursuing him might spring upon him, but was shocked to see 
them both instead cowering in an alcove of the fortress, pulling back from a 
growing light. 

Naamah stood only a few paces above him, but she did not cower. She 
somehow stood as easily as could be, her eyes raised heavenward. And the 
light upon her face! It was almost blinding! But yet, she stared into its source. 
Enoch could only see wonder on her face. 

Enoch turned to see what she saw. In that moment, the lonely Sethite 
shepherd saw the event that all generations of mankind would retell in legend 
and myth for millenia to come. He witnessed what would be remembered in a 
thousand variations as the descent of the gods. 

 

 



 

Impact 
Their protective wings were almost completely burned through by the time the 
angels were over Nod. They needed to slow down quickly, or their descent 
would be literally short-lived. But slowing would have to be done at the very 
last moment.  

Azrael forced his the remaining tatters of his folded wings to change his 
course. He dove down toward the city center. He knew exactly where he would 
make his entrance to Nod, and he dropped toward it. The others followed, 
each spying out a place to make their landings. Closer and closer to the ground 
they thundered, each angel watching Azrael for the signal. Lower and lower 
they dropped, and angels that had not known fear in the centuries since the 
great war for the Throne, felt it creep back. They remembered now more than 
ever what they had risked for this moment. In only a few more seconds, they 
could perish on the hard rocks below them, and no guarantee had been made 
for what destiny would await them after a mortal death. 

Azrael was the first to spread the flaming tinders of his once powerful wings 
open wide to slow his speed. Immediately the other angels did the same, and 
all over the city of Nod, their fiery wings unfurled in an instant, slowing their 
descent. But the stress of the wind on their weakened wings was immense.  

Their wings shattered under the shock, disintegrating into a million glowing 
shards. The bursts sounded like lightning, and every mortal eye in Nod that had 
dared to watch them thus far had to cower under the stunning brightness.  

The sacrifice of their wings did as was intended, slowing them enough to land 
upon the earth. But not all of their glory had completely faded. As angels 
crashed down, rock shattered, pavement cracked, and ground gave way to 
smoldering craters. Most of them aimed for the rocky outcropping at the 
northern edge of the island, and as each angelic form landed, the ancient stone 
that had stood sentinel over Nod now splintered and pieces flew as far as the 
opposite shore. 

Azrael held his wings open as wide as possible, willing them not to explode, 
desperately waiting to make sure all his comrades landed successfully. Only 
once the last angel had landed, at that instant, his wings gave up and were 
gone. 



For Azrael, there was only one place he would introduce himself to the city 
that had scorned his centuries of guardianship. His feet crashed first into Cain's 
raised fist, then smashed through the image's arrogant face, and the entire 
image collapsed into a cloud of dust in one blinding instant. The moment his 
feet reached the altar the image had been erected on, he abruptly halted on its 
smooth surface, disturbing not a single stone. 

Kneeling upon the altar of Nod, Azrael rested. Their descent had purged all 
sound from the island. It was absolutely silent. The din had been replaced by 
an eerie quiet. The only thing that now moved was the dust and smoke that 
rose in billowing towers from each landing.  

His head bowed, he saw only his hands upon the stones of the altar. He traced 
his fingers across their rough surface. Here, only hours before, Naamah had 
stood and fought for the faith. Where she had stood, he was. Not only that, 
but somewhere in the city, she was waiting to meet him, even if she did not 
know it yet. She would see him at last. What would happen next? The thought 
terrified him more than he could have imagined. The realization hit him - there 
was no turning back. 

Breathe Azrael, BREATHE!  

He breathed the air of Nod, deeply. Then he coughed violently. The dust from 
Cain's statue filled the air around him, and he had just sent it into his lungs.  

I've just arrived, and Cain's already trying to kill me.  

Azrael smiled wryly. He looked up, surveying around the altar. Covered in dust, 
he could not tell the difference between the Herabites who had assaulted the 
image and the Cainites who had thrown themselves as human shields in front 
of it to protect it. Timidly, heads began to rise and peer through the haze at the 
angel on the altar.  

Azrael stood slowly. The people cowered back but did not flee.  

All over the island, men, women and children were seeing angels in fleshly 
forms for the first time. They appeared human-like, but one glance told each 
onlooker that these were no ordinary men. They seemed taller, nobler, fiercer 
- somehow more. Their hair was white, their garments were white, their eyes a 
piercing silver. Every heart remembered the ancient tales of a god in the sky. 
Surely these were his children. No heart doubted that now. 

Azrael's voice reached through the stillness in every corner of the island. 



"I am the protector of Nod. Let heaven and earth know it!" 

--- 

"And they were in all two hundred; who descended in the days of Jared on the 
summit..." Enoch 6:6 

 

Convergence 
The slave Maori had been halfway to the hidden boat when she had flung 
herself between the boulders at Nod's northern shoreline in terror from the 
heavenly objects landing all around her. She had trembled as she heard each 
impact and the crack and crash of pulverized rock fragments descending all 
about her. 

As silence replaced the pandemonium, she realized that she had survived. She 
rose, slowly, to look about. Past the boulders that that been her shelter, and 
through the swirling dust, she could see humanoid forms rising up and striding 
steadfastly toward Nod. 

She heard a voice rise above the island - "I am the protector of Nod..."  

She crept forward gingerly, hoping none of the imposing figures would notice 
her. She rested her body behind the safety of a large rock, and watched.  

"Will you take the boat, or remain?" A voice said from behind her. She whirled 
to see one of the men behind her. He stood, making not any threatening 
movements, and yet somehow his very presence was intensely overpowering. 
This was no ordinary man, and he was awaiting her response. 

"My lord, I must go while I still can!" She cast her eyes down, unable to look at 
him any longer. 

"Go where? Who waits for you beyond the water?" Maori looked up quickly in 
surprise, and then back down at her feet. Could he know? Could he possibly 
know that no one waited for her? That she was the only one left? 

"I can't stay here," she managed. 

"The Nod that was will be no more," He said. "There will be a place for you 
here. Come and see!" And with that, the man left her, joining his comrades 
streaming towards the city center. 



Maori looked after him, overcome with a longing to follow him and intense 
fear at making any steps towards Nod again. But even as she wrestled with the 
choice, she knew it had already been made. There was something about this 
man. He had approached her with familiarity - he knew her somehow. And 
Maori was determined to find out how. 

And as she left the safe refuge of the rock, and followed the angels toward 
Nod, not one realized that the ragged girl following them would play such a key 
role in events to come. None perhaps beside Sariel, who stole a glance behind 
him to confirm that his words had had their intended effect. 

 

 

Not another hostile act toward Nod was committed that day. As angels strode 
through the city streets in human form, their demonic opponents were having 
the equivalent of a mental breakdown at their appearance. And the Herabites, 
who had been driven to absolute ferocity under their direct influence, were 
left without anything except feelings of confusion and terror.  

As soon as the Herabites grasped with a fraction of their minds that the 
projectiles that had crashed into the earth were protectors of Nod, they 
couldn't flee the city fast enough. Escape was their only goal, and en masse, 
they emptied from the city back onto the shore, either hastily escaping in 
boats, or braving the long swim across the Euphrates if a boat was not readily 
obtainable.  

Lamech, laying in the bloody sand, watched their exodus in a daze at first. Then 
he realized that the enemy was leaving unscathed. He staggered to his feet, 
waving at his men to attack, to shoot, to somehow assail the enemy. Some did, 
but for every one many that fitted an arrow and fired, another five could not 
be torn away from staring into the city, eyes straining to peer through the dust 
and over the fleeing hordes of Herabites.  

Lamech found himself looking over his shoulder every few moments, trying to 
catch a glimpse of the mysterious beings that had taken over his city. Busying 
himself with trying to inflict some final losses on his enemies, he fought to 
suppress the rising fear inside him. 

 

 



Azrael ascended the steps of Cain's citadel, Semyaza and a host of angels just 
behind him. Herabites even now were trying to flee in front of them. Crazed 
with fear, a few even leaped over the walls to their deaths - just to avoid the 
angelic approach.  

But Azrael thought nothing of it. These barbarians were little more than beasts. 
They had given themselves over to darkness and worshiped a serpent. They 
were Moloch's chosen tool that had been used to try to shame him in front of 
heavenly hosts and hell's horde. He cared not for the the fate the Herabites 
had brought on their own heads. 

The glimpse was quick and far away, but Azrael knew it was her. The view was 
new - he was accustomed to picking her out in a crowd by her aura. But his 
eyes now no longer saw such extra details. All he saw now was a small figure 
high above him on the citadel. She was staring down at the approaching 
angels, her face filled with both awe and apprehension. 

He felt the same feelings, but with different reason. As he approached the girl 
that he had placed his hopes in, who had risked her own life as his influence, 
he had no idea what to say. How could he greet her after so many years of 
watching her from a different realm, unseen and yet ever so present? She was 
the very reason he had come. Should he thank her for it?  

He stopped before her, the angels flanking him in masse, looking down at the 
filthy, bruised Cainite girl. She looked back at them, scanning their faces. Her 
eyes fell at last on their leader, Azrael, and did not move onward. Her eyes saw 
his, and now they burned into his own with questions, hopes and fears that 
Azrael felt the full weight of at last.   

"Stand" Was all Azrael could muster. As Naamah cautiously rose to her feet, a 
young man stepped forward, putting himself between the girl and the angels, a 
sword hanging from one hand, a sling wrapped around his left forearm. 

"Are you not sent from heaven? What do you want with her?" Enoch said, as 
bravely as he could. 

Azrael held a hand forward to silence Semyaza's response. Azrael smiled as his 
friend contained the words he would have spit in the boy's direction.  

"We are from above," Azrael replied. "And you? You're no Cainite, nor 
Herabite." 



"He's a Sethite who worships God in heaven," Naamah said, standing forth. 
"And a friend." 

"You have nothing to fear from us," Azrael said softly. "I come seeking one of 
great faith, who tried to tear down the image of Cain. For the faith of this one, 
we all have come." He spread his arms wide, gesturing to his brothers crowded 
behind him on the steps. 

"Well, you have found the one that you seek," Enoch said, stepping aside and 
nodding at Naamah. 

"Young woman," Azrael said, doing all in his power to keep his voice steady. 
"Your faith and bravery has brought us to Nod. We could not stand by to see 
such faith die and our enemy victorious." 

Tears streamed down her face. This morning she had been chained in a 
dungeon. Now a heavenly contingent was honoring her. She glanced toward 
the river. The last of the Herabites were being driven from her home at the 
point of her father's sword. She smiled gratefully through her tears. 

"Then you have saved us all!" 

 

 

From across the river, Moloch surveyed the same sight, but fuming with an 
internal rage known only by those who had tasted hell fire's scorching heat. 
Seething in silence as Nod was emptied of his attacking forces, one of his 
minions approached carefully. 

"Are they allowed to do that?" The demon queried, pointing a claw at the 
angels they could see on Cain's citadel.  

"No, they most surely are not permitted to do this." Moloch growled. 

"But they did!" 

"Yes they did. Azrael has won a reprieve for Nod. But he will wish they had left 
them to me!" 

 

 

 



Dethroned 
Azrael stood in a beam of light that poured onto the stone floors of Cain's 
throne room. Cain had not moved from his perch, but the the old man peered 
fearfully at the assembled angels from under his heavy brows. 

After centuries of standing in Cain's way without effect, Azrael noted Cain's 
fear with a measure of satisfaction. Here his stance was seen, and instead of 
being ignored, his presence was noted with respect and even fear.  

He waited until Cain could bear his silence no longer. 

"Who is he who comes to unseat me?" Cain finally spat. 

"He who deposited you on that shore the day you first came here" Azrael 
replied, pointing down at the river's edge. "You would have sunk to the bottom 
forever, it not for my hand." 

Cain rose and stood rigidly, his dull eyes sharpening as he gazed at Azrael. 

"I saved you from the river so that you could make a new life here in peace. 
You did not follow the path set for your redemption. Your time is over." 

"I suppose you will replace me?" Cain hissed. 

"Not I, but I will find one worthy to sit where you do, yes." Cain's head dropped 
at that. 

"There was one I had hoped would take my throne." 

"Tubal Cain - your namesake," Semyaza interjected. "Where is he?" 

"This way, follow me!" A voice shouted from behind them. Covered in grime 
and blood, Lamech shoved his way to the front of the angelic assembly, 
mumbling a thousand pardons as he projected himself toward the voice that 
had spoke his son's name. He fell at Semyaza's feet in supplication. 

"Great ones! My son lies dying! Can your power spare him?"  

"Take me to him," Semyaza said, lifting Lamech from the floor. "It may not be 
too late." 

As Semyaza followed Lamech, Azrael kept his eyes on Cain. 

"I will find one worthy to lead your people, but until I do, your throne will 
remain empty - beginning now."  



The command was clear. Cain, a god among men was nothing compared with 
these beings. He knew there was only one response.  

He stepped down from the throne.  

The throne did not remain empty long, and Azrael never could have guessed 
who would inherit it. 

 

 

 

Naamah rushed through the corridors of the citadel to her own home as 
quickly as she could, dodging bodies and the wreckage caused by the Herabite 
onslaught. Enoch followed closely behind her. He did not have anywhere else 
to go - there was no safe way to cross the river and look for his father. Naamah 
insisted that she would make sure he was looked after.  

Even if there had been a way to return to his village, Enoch knew he could not 
leave until he had heard the message these heavenly creatures had brought to 
earth, and discovered what they planned to do. 

Naamah burst into her home to see several angels bent over her brother's still 
body. Her heart lept and hung in her throat until she realized that Tubal was 
still breathing, if but faintly. Her mother saw her, and sprang to her side, crying 
with joy to see her alive and unharmed. Her step-mother Adah, greeted her 
with a knowing smile. Even her father embraced her without a word.  

Later, she tried to remember what the angels had been doing to her brother, 
but she was so overcome by their very presence, everything else was a fog. She 
even forgot about Enoch entirely, until she realized her father was trying to 
shoo him out of the house. She quickly explained that Enoch was no threat, 
rather he had helped her escape prison, had faced Cain, and had remained by 
her side instead of fleeing the Herabite attack until the angels had arrived. 

Lamech, so overwhelmed by the events of the day, found it possible to even 
thank the Sethite and make sure he was fed immediately. Enoch smiled and 
even relaxed for a moment, that is, until he caught a glimpse of the dying man 
laying on the table, surrounded by ministering angels. He recognized him. 

"Your brother?" He asked Naamah, nodding towards Tubal. She nodded, 
thinking nothing of the question. Enoch drew back, leaning against a stone wall 



of the home to collect his thoughts. Here he stood - a guest - in the home of 
the man that had pillaged and destroyed his own home. When the angels had 
come, he had felt hope surge through him, but now he was reminded that he 
was in a city of enemies still. He knew what he had to do - take what 
knowledge he could from the angels - whatever wisdom they would impart - 
and then get away from Nod with his family forever. 

Semyaza turned to Lamech. He had been with Tubal for close to an hour.  

"Your son will live. Let him rest and recover now." Zillah gave a happy cry at his 
words. Lamech looked from Tubal to Naamah and lifted his hands toward the 
angel. 

"You have saved both my children from death today. How can I thank you - I do 
not even know your names, or where you come from? Surely you must be 
gods!" 

"We are Sons of God, sculpted by his almighty hands." Semyaza said. "We are 
they that shouted in delight to see the creation of your own world. You will 
know our names soon enough." 

"We all are yours to command," Lamech said. "All that is ours is yours. 
Command it and we will perform it!" 

"Then assemble the city, Azrael will speak to them." 

 

  



Message 
Horns blared all over the city. Now even those who had not dared open a 
window shade during the attack and descent came timidly out into the open 
and joined the throngs of Cainites streaming towards the arena. Their eyes 
grew wide with disbelief as they heard about the events of the last few hours.  

In spite of the crowd's best efforts to convince them, the day's hermits were 
convinced their tales were just some exaggeration born out of everyone's 
intense relief at the miraculous repulse of the enemy. 

That is, until they reached the lip of the arena and stared down to see two 
hundred beings assembled there - men more than men, maybe gods? The last 
few in Nod that had not been witness to the descent now knew the faces of 
their saviors.  

 

 

The noisy masses scratched desperately for a view of the mysterious and stoic 
men who had fell in fire to rescue them. The Cainites jostled for space on the 
massive rock outcroppings that formed a rim of staggered elevations that 
encircled the arena. Naamah led Enoch through the mod to a particularly large 
rock jutting above the rest. Enoch immediately noticed that everyone on or 
clinging to this particular stone was dressed in upper class garments - this must 
be the patrician's viewing area. Enoch could see Lamech standing front and 
center among the city leaders atop the stone.  

Naamah led him to the base of the stone. Enoch smiled when she stopped 
there, and went no further - her feet planted in the ground of the commoner, 
yet as near her family as possible.  

Suddenly, the people shushed. Enoch saw that Semyaza was motioning for 
silence as Azrael stepped forward.  

"In heaven's name, I greet you, sons and daughters of Adam. We, like your 
ancestor Adam, were not born of flesh and blood as you. We are Sons of God - 
direct creations of His hands and born to His purpose. 

"You may call me Azrael, which means 'The Help of God'. My true name, you 
do not need to know. God's help is what I offer you today. It's why we have 
come. 



"From a world beyond yours, we have watched and guarded you for more than 
six centuries. And yet, you have not listened to our warnings against the 
growing evil inside! Instead you have made wars and taken slaves, while only 
pursuing your own lusts and debauchery. You worshiped a murderer, and sent 
the most beautiful of your daughters to be consorts in his harem. What was 
clean, you have made filthy! 

"You have exalted cruelty and rewarded the unjust. And today, what you have 
sown would have been reaped in blood. The savagery you met out to your 
neighbors had come full circle. Heaven did not bring this attack upon you - YOU 
did!" 

Azrael whirled to the altar, where Cain's image had been repaired that very 
morning. Now only the altar remained, the dust around it stained with the 
blood of Cainites whom had resisted the Herabites who had been intent on 
tearing it down. 

"Here it was only last night that one girl spoke the truth to you. She put our 
warnings into words. It was our last desperate attempt to make you see the 
error of your ways. If only you had clamored for heaven's help instead of an 
image made of dust! But instead of listening to her, you struck her down!" 

He stopped speaking a moment. His eyes found Naamah's in the crowd before 
he continued.  

"So we have come, for nothing was left to save you. And now you wonder 
what sentence we will bring for you? We have sacrificed much - risked things 
you could not comprehend - to stand before you today." 

A terrible silence reigned in in the arena. The people waited, petrified. Had the 
angels saved them for a more horrific judgment?   

"A new day for mankind is dawns today. Heaven and earth have come together 
and we will show the world what that can mean. And we will start here - in 
Nod. And the nations shall look in wonder at what heaven can look like on 
earth!"  

The people murmured in relief. The angels were not bringing judgement, but a 
chance to make Nod truly great! 

"Can you hear me now?" Azrael whispered.  

"Yes." The crowd, timidly and haltingly replied. 



"Will you listen?" Semyaza said, his voice harsh. "Pledge it with all the breath 
within you!" 

Nod shouted back their affirmation. The roar was deafening as they shouted 
Azrael's name over and over.  

Semyaza looked at Azrael with a knowing smile. 

"They know your name." 

Azrael had to smile at that. Anonymity was a thing of the past now. 

 

 

Conflicting emotions filled Enoch as the crowds howled their allegiance to the 
Watchers. Thrilled to hear Nod held responsible for their crimes and yet almost 
heartbroken to hear that it would be here, of all places, that the Watchers had 
chosen to bless. Nothing good ever came from Nod! Yesterday the Cainites 
were crying out to an image to save them - today, they were praising beings 
they had little concept of. Surely these were not the people to enact Azrael's 
noble plan! 

But he could not doubt that the messenger had come just as Caleb had 
warned. And this was his message - Nod would become a beacon to the world 
of righteousness and piety. Seth would be astounded. 

But then Enoch saw the tears streaming down Naamah's face unheeded. For 
her, surely this day was a dream come true. Enoch forgot his own doubts for 
the moment, and truly felt happy for this girl who had risked so much to save 
her people. 

 

 

Below Enoch's feet, prisoners held captive in Nod's dungeons could hear as 
well. Azrael's words boomed across the arena, bounced down crevices and 
filled the ears of the men from Eden as they still lay chained in the rocky 
caverns.  

Caleb's face was uplifted, every word from the foretold messenger soaking into 
his memory for later relating to his master - Adam. As Azrael's speech ended 
above them, he lowered his gaze and looked at his companions.  



"So there is new hope for the children of Cain," Caleb said. "I wondered how 
any messenger could possibly be found in Nod, seeing how the Cainites had 
driven the faithful into exile or silence. Now all is clear. It was as Adam foretold 
and more! Even evil men fear angels from heaven!" 

"But our chains remain!" Jehuda said, shaking his shackles violently.  

"Our task is not over yet," chided Caleb. "You remember the second half of the 
prophecy, the part we have spoke of only among ourselves?" 

"And how do you propose we discover its meaning?" 

"Patiently," Caleb said firmly. "These chains may very well be the path needed 
to uncover the significance of the next part of Adam's dream." 

"How so?" 

"The city was devastated today in the fighting," Caleb explained. "As terrified 
as Herab's army was at seeing beings fall from the sky, they may attack again 
while Nod is weak - their fear of the angels is great, but their fear of their own 
god's wrath surely is stronger. You know they worship the serpent of Eden.  

"If I were this angel, Azrael, my first priority would be repairing the city's 
defenses. For that, they will need all the manpower they can muster. I 
guarantee that tomorrow the entire prison will be emptied, the captives put to 
work on repairing the defenses immediately. That will include us. Who knows 
what we will discover then? And once we find the answer we seek, our 
freedom is at the time of our choosing. So we will watch..." 

"And work!" Jehuda groaned. 

 

  



Tomb 
When Tubal finally woke, days had passed since the attack on Nod. His body, 
with the treatments the angels had administered, had fought the poison and 
infection. As the fevers had raged through his body, his mother Zillah had not 
once left the house, and had hardly left his side, sleeping beside his bed. 

Never before had Naamah saw her mother as vulnerable as she did now. As 
long as she could remember, Zillah had been a distant, powerful figure in her 
life, her father's life, and in the city government itself. She had picked slaves 
and concubines for Cain - she was their master, and often a harsh one. 

But when Naamah left the house each day to busy herself in the activities in 
the city, she saw a new side to her mother. A woman brought to her knees and 
stripped of all pretexts when confronted with the inevitable death of both her 
children on the same day. Naamah had always felt that her stepmother Adah 
was more of a mother-figure than her own mother. But now, for the first time, 
she saw Zillah as just a woman who loved her son. 

Stepping outside her home, her slave Maori close behind her, Naamah 
wondered how long this change in her mother would last. Would her mother 
go back to being the stern woman she had always known? Would any of the 
tenderness she displayed now remain? 

When Naamah and Maori reached a street running alongside the citadel walls, 
they joined people scurrying about energetically. Since the angels had come, 
something had seemed to spark inside the Cainites. They had faced 
annihilation, and then had been miraculously saved and told they could 
become something great.  

Eagerly, the Cainites sprang into action, following the angels' orders with pride 
and purpose. The work gave them a feeling of new meaning - of destiny. And 
this helped them put aside their grief. Almost all had lost sons and fathers in 
the battles with the Herabites. But now they felt as if their deaths had not 
been in vain. 

And just as suddenly, it was fashionable to speak reverently of 'the Creator' in 
Nod. People who had only ever spoken that name accompanied by spittle, now 
they could be found speaking about the powerful diety in the sky. They had 
very little to say about Him, because they still knew very little about Him. 
Those who had heard more were able to speak more intelligently about the 



Almighty God who had created the world in six days and had rested on the 
seventh.  

Naamah, who knew by heart every story Cain's wife had told her about God, 
would have chuckled to hear them try to look knowledgeable about a God they 
had only just a few days ago taken any interest in. But to her, it was not funny. 
It seemed wrong. 

She and Maori had joined teams of people cleaning the streets of bodies in the 
first days after the attack. Usually Enoch had joined them. The work had been 
vile. Dead Cainites were buried respectfully on the downstream side of the 
island. Herabite bodies were simply thrown into the river to float downstream. 

On this particular day, Naamah had determined to visit the tomb of her great 
great grandmother, Cain's wife. Although small, the tomb was one of the most 
spectacular edifices on the island. When his wife had died, Cain had ordered 
that her place of burial would be magnificent. White stone had been mined 
across the river, and floated over the to the island in order to construct the 
white sepulchre that Naamah stood in now. 

Nearby, a bony old man sat in the fresh earth of new graves. She couldn't see 
his face, his head was hooded, and he was staring out across the Euphrates 
river. He was still as a stone.  

Maori stopped, looking at the old man for a moment curiously.  

"Probably mourning a lost son," Naamah said under her breath. 

"Or sons," Maori replied, and they turned their attention from the old man to 
the tomb in front of them. 

The Herabites had even desecrated this place. They had known where Cain had 
lain his beloved to rest. A band of them must have targeted her tomb when 
landing on the island. No one lived on the downstream edge of the island 
where the graves were. There could be no other reason that Herabites had 
come here except to insult Cain as viciously as they could imagine.  

Naamah was horrified as she surveyed the ways the Herabites had desecrated 
the tomb. Words and symbols had been smeared onto the walls that made her 
sick. She spared no time though, and immediately began washing the white 
stones clean again. 



Close to an hour later, the horrific markings were almost completely purged 
from the old woman's tomb. Naamah's back ached. Suddenly, there was a low, 
strong male voice behind them. 

"Here you are." 

Naamah and Maori turned to see Azrael and Sariel there. The voice had been 
tender, the angelic faces were gentle.  

"Your brother is awake, he is asking for you," Azrael addressed Naamah. 

Naamah jumped up to race back to the city, but then stopped and looked at 
the tomb. The work was not yet finished. 

"Go, I will finish here," Maori urged her. Naamah thanked her, and followed 
Azrael back to the city. In her haste and excitement, she didn't realize that 
Sariel did not return with them. 

 

 

The old man watched as Sariel remained by the tomb as Azrael and Naamah 
left. He noticed that the girl was trying to appear casual as she continued with 
her work in the angel's presence. Sariel at last walked toward the girl as she 
worked and dropped to his knees beside her. He grasped a cloth and began 
scrubbing the stone along with her.  

The old man was astonished, but not as surprised as Maori. She scrubbed 
another moment, and then stopped, turning to the angel, overwhelmed by 
feelings she could hardly reconcile.  

"My lord!" She said through clenched teeth. "What are you doing?" 

"Helping you," was the simple reply. 

"Why?" Maori responded in exasperation.  

He put the cloth down calmly and faced her. His eyes bore into hers as he 
replied. 

"Because now I can." 

Maori stared at the angel in disbelief for what felt like an eternity. The angel 
smiled, almost sheepishly. 



"I watched you from my own realm, Maori. I helped as much as I could. But I 
couldn't do much from there to help you here. I'm here now. I can help you 
now. I can protect you." 

Then the tears sprang forth, and Maori collapsed under the weight of Sariel's 
genuine compassion. No one knew her past, and few would ever know more 
than a couple vague details of the horrors she had endured in her short life. 
And to face such gentleness and kindness from an angel? It was too much for 
her to understand. 

 

The old man was glad he had worn a tattered cloak while visiting his wife's 
tomb that day, otherwise he would not have been able to hide the mark on his 
face from them. They had ignored him, but as the angel wrapped the girl in his 
powerful embrace, the old man smiled as a wicked plot was hatched in his 
mind.  

Cain suddenly knew how he would wreak his vengeance on the Watchers for 
what they had done to him. He now knew that Tubal-Cain, his namesake, 
would recover from his wounds. While Tubal lived, Cain knew he could not give 
up his throne. 

 

  



Truce 
Tubal was sitting up when Naamah arrived, Zillah at his side. 

"He's asking questions, Naamah. But I haven't told him anything yet," Zillah 
said. "Maybe you would like to?" Naamah smiled - he was not going to be able 
to believe anything she would tell him of what had transpired since he had 
fallen unconscious from his wounds. 

 

He didn't believe her. All through her tale, he had protested its truth. Finally, 
she pulled back the curtains and let him gaze out at the arena. The altar stood 
there alone, no longer simply a pedestal for Cain's egotistical image of himself. 
Tubal was mortified. 

"It can't be! I thought you said you failed to destroy it? Why did you do 
something so foolish?" 

"I didn't destroy it - not for lack of trying - but remember, I told you that the 
angel Azrael crushed it under his feet when he landed here." 

Rarely had there been a time in their years together when she had seen him 
looking this lost. 

Tubal looked over to his mother to verify Naamah's tale, but she had long since 
drifted off to sleep on a reclining chair nearby. 

"Have you gone mad? Your belief in superstitions has gone to far to..." 

His voice trailed as Lamech burst through the door and descended on him. 

"My son! Welcome back to the light!" Even as his father embraced him, Tubal's 
attention was stolen by the man who followed Lamech through the doorway - 
a god among men.  

Lamech welcomed Azrael into the house with a bow and outstretched arms. 

"Son, much has happened while you slept. Has Naamah told you?" Tubal only 
nodded in response. All his life, Tubal had trained for war. He knew what a 
warrior looked like, how they moved. The man in front of him was not only a 
warrior, but matched how Tubal had imagined Cain in his prime - a warrior king 
that feared not one living creature on the face of the earth.  

"Are you our savior my sister spoke of? Azrael?" Tubal whispered.  



"If one deserves gratitude, it is she beside you," Azrael replied. "Her faith 
brought us on your behalf." 

Tubal couldn't respond, only looking at his sister in a whole new light. 

"Tubal... Cain," Azrael said, using his full name for emphasis. "You have done 
much evil in that name. Will you fight now for a new name?" 

"I will, my lord!" Tubal said, his eyes shining. "My life is yours..." 

"It is not for my name that I ask your pledge of loyalty." 

"Then whose?" 

"For now, for Heaven. But I have come to find one that will lead your people to 
greatness once our task here is complete. Will you fight for the one I name?" 

"My life, my sword is pledged to the one you name." Azrael smiled. 

"You will have a new sword, one worthy of your new pledge! Are you feeling 
strong enough to walk? I have something to show you!" 

 

 

The day after the angels had arrived in Nod, Semyaza had led one hundred 
captives equipped with digging tools up to the rock mountain on the upstream 
side of the island. Craters from the angelic impacts pocketed the the rock and 
hillside. Semyaza had directed them to dig, searching for very specific ores, 
with instructions that the ores should be collected and brought to the forges in 
as great quantities as they could be found. 

The ores had been found in abundance, and the Watchers had carefully shown 
the Cainites how to melt them, mix them, and forge them into a metal unlike 
they had ever seen before. 

Azrael now led Tubal into his own forge, which already had been expanded 
with more fire pits and anvils than before. The din was incredible - scores of 
smiths pounded metal, and flames roared from the smelting pots.  

"Enoch! Bring me the sword forged for Tubal," Azrael said to one of the young 
men combining and melting the iron ores. 

Tubal was too overwhelmed to notice the name that Azrael called, or who he 
even had been addressing. He was excitedly taking in everything around him. 



The angels has turned his forges into a highly organized mass production of 
weaponry - new weaponry.  

Then Tubal faced the man who had fetched his sword. Enoch stood before 
Tubal-Cain, the long gleaming blade held in two hands, close to his body. Tubal 
was confounded. 

"You!" Tubal exclaimed. 

"You know Enoch?" Naamah queried, suddenly alarmed. 

"He knows me," Enoch replied, his eyes cold, and the blade still held close to 
his chest. "It was he who burned my home, slaughtered my neighbors, and 
would have slain my grandfather had I not interceded with my own body." 

"What is this wretched peasant doing in my forge!" Tubal fumed. 

"He saved your sister's life," Lamech said. "And even defended Cain from the 
Herabites in their assault upon the citadel. He is our guest." 

"And a follower of Heaven's messengers," Azrael interjected. "As you also are, 
isn't that right Tubal?" 

Tubal nodded uneasily.  

"He should not be here. He is no Cainite." 

"He can teach you much about reverence to Heaven, Tubal. As you can teach 
him about how to defend Heaven's name upon the earth. Enoch?" 

Enoch, his face unchanged from the first moment he faced his enemy, handed 
over the sword to Tubal. Tubal took it, and quickly forgot his fury as he ran a 
hand across the blade. It was smooth, long and shone silver - unlike any sword 
he had ever been able to craft himself. 

"How do you make it?" He was in awe. 

"We'll teach you, and you can resume management of the forges like before. 
But it is more than a work of art." Azrael picked up an old bronze Cainite blade 
and handed it to Tubal. 

"Test it against the old blade." 

Tubal struck them together, although not with all his strength. The old bronze 
blade was gouged by the iron. Tubal looked at the wounded blade and back to 



the iron blade in delight, and then struck them together again with all his 
might. 

The bronze blade fell to the floor in two pieces, and Tubal raised the iron blade 
high. 

"We will be unstoppable!" Tubal extended the blade hilt to Azrael. "Show me 
how gods make war!" 

Azrael's face darkened as he stepped back from the outstretched weapon.  

"We did not come to war for you or to spill blood. Rather, we will give you 
something true to fight for and die for. Only by defending our message can you 
redeem yourself for your many crimes in the name of Cain." 

Enoch picked up a new blade, and gave it a few practice swings. Tubal 
watched. 

"Sethites do not train for war," Lamech said.  

"Too long we have been the victims of those who have." 

"Do you intend to fight with us?" Lamech pressed. 

"I will fight, for there are still enemies in abundance." 

Enoch swung in a figure eight, and as his sword descended, a loud CLANG rang 
out above the the din of the forges. 

Tubal's sword had stopped Enoch's sword in mid-air. And both remained 
locked as the men faced each other, neither giving way. The others stood 
frozen around them. 

"And who is your enemy now, Sethite?"  

Enoch finally stepped back, lowering his sword. 

"Those that oppose God's anointed messenger are my enemies," Enoch said, 
his voice calm. Tubal considered his words for a long moment before 
answering. 

"Then the next time you fight, you should know how. I will teach you." 

Enoch nodded.  

Naamah breathed a long but silent sigh of relief. A truce had been made. But 
how long could it last? 



--- 

"And Azazel taught men to make swords, and knives, and shields, and 
breastplates, and made known to them the metals of the earth and the art of 
working them..." Enoch 1:8    

 

 

Rebuild 
"In close combat, your favorite weapon - your sling - is useless." Standing in the 
dust of the area, and circled by a thousand Cainites armed with new swords 
and ready for training, Tubal spoke rather to Enoch.  

Tubal motioned for Enoch to lift his weapon and step forward. Enoch 
complied. Tubal attacked and Enoch parried only a few blows before Tubal had 
knocked aside his defenses and Tubal's blade was at Enoch's neck. 

"Again!" Was followed by the same result. And again. 

"You must do better than this, Sethite, if you are to protect your home from 
your enemies." 

"What home? It's gone!" A Cainite jeered from the restless mob surrounding 
them. Tubal watched Enoch for a response. Enoch's face didn't register the jab. 
Instead, he strode calmly to the wall of weaponry that had been gathered for 
the day. He picked up a new Cainite spear, capped with an glistening iron 
point. He ran his hand down the spear, holding it and testing the weight. 

Then his iron sword fell upon the bottom length of the wooden shaft in several 
swift strokes, cutting away about two cubits from the spear's overall length. He 
let the sword fall into the dust, and held up the now shortened spear as he had 
once held his father's ancient staff. 

"Maybe I just need something more familiar," Enoch said, advancing again to 
face Tubal, holding the modified spear in a defensive position. Tubal nodded 
and attacked. This time, only when the spear fell apart from the repeated 
blows of Tubal's sword did Enoch finally have to yield. Tubal lowered his 
sword, and his voice was void of his previous scorn. 

"With some iron plating, your staff will be a formidable weapon in your hands." 



"Our new swords are not your preference?" Semyaza's voice boomed across 
the arena as he entered. Throwing off his outer cloak, his muscled body 
loomed over them.  

"Very well, shall we begin your training?" He said, raising his eyes to the crowd 
of Cainite fighters. "Your numbers may have dwindled significantly, but with 
your new weapons, and the tactics I will show you, you will be more deadly 
and feared than ever before! Are you ready?" 

The men cheered, raising their swords high. Vengeance against Herab's 
slaughter of their comrades would soon be within reach! 

 

From the comfort of her porch, Zillah had been watching her son fight with 
Enoch in the arena. But as Semyaza had entered and unveiled his god-like 
body, her interest in the proceedings grew. Never before had she seen a man 
like this! She leaned forward, gazing without shame for she thought she was 
alone. 

"Now the Watchers become the watched," Cain said behind her. She jumped 
first, and then realizing the speaker without turning, she stiffened. His hand 
landed on her shoulder. She did not shrink away, but he felt no warmth to her 
skin. 

"I suppose it goes without saying that they looked upon us much as you look 
upon them now." He droned on indulgently. 

"What do you want now?" She hissed. "Will you never leave me alone?" 

"Patience, my dear, I'm not finished with my thought yet." He removed his 
hand  and moved to the rail to gaze upon the training fighters and the angel in 
their midst. 

"Don't you take issue with the knowledge that they spied upon us without 
reservation? Every secret tunnel that I bored below this citadel, they know of it 
as if they had designed it themselves." 

He faced her, and he noted that he held her fearful attention now. 

"Our darkest secrets are bare as the market streets to them." 

His word troubled her, and he knew why. 

"What if they...?" And she stopped, unable to continue the question. 



"They haven't. To them it means nothing more than the rest of the impurities 
they came to purge. I have been displaced, and mean nothing to their 
intentions with our people now. My people!" He smashed his fist on the railing 
and Zillah saw him in a new light. The old man whose mind and body had 
waned in recent years suddenly had a new vigor in his step. The hard look had 
returned to his eye, and his words were laced with cunning once again.  

As he stared out at the arena, she saw the bitter hatred in him for the beings 
that had usurped him - the angels who knew her own secrets. Secrets that 
could destroy that which she had never valued more. 

"We have no leverage, no advantage, nothing to offer them by which we could 
have what we desire. They hold all the keys, they have all the secrets, and 
although they guard against much, they do not suspect that to change. And 
that omission is our opportunity, my dear." 

"Opportunity to do what?" Zillah feared what Cain's intentions could be.  

"Don't worry, I'm no fool," He replied. "But is some dignity too much to ask 
them that shamed me and left me to be forgotten by the people that I begot? 
Is it too much to ask that your dream be fulfilled and your son sit on the throne 
and lead our people when they depart our world? My seat is empty since I 
descended in shame from it. Tubal-Cain must be the next one to sit in my 
throne." 

"How can we negotiate such terms with angels?" 

"The right leverage is all that is required. I cannot tell you the details, but if you 
do as I say, then your son will be the next one to sit on my throne."  

"What must i do?" 

"I am left without power over anything. But you still command my household, 
who go about their regular occupations, awaiting a successor to be chosen by 
the angels for my throne." 

Zillah nodded. 

"Put my whole household, every manservant, slave and woman at the angel's 
disposal with immediate effect." 

Zillah looked confused. Cain smiled. 



"These creatures are not from our world. They thirst, they hunger - make sure 
their every need is provided for. Their every need." 

He reached out his hand to her. After a long moment, she grasped it, kissed it, 
and Cain left her.  

 

Renew 
Azrael found Naamah at the river's edge, beating wet clothes on a rock - a task 
he remembered her doing a few times as a child, but with her mother's 
servants combing the citadel, it wasn't something she had done since.  

Although she was sweating and breathing heavily, he thought she looked 
beautiful.  He noted the force she put into every blow - each meant to purify 
and cleanse that which was unclean and rank. Renewal often meant pain and 
struggle.  

"Why does a daughter of Lamech do the work of a slave?" He asked. 

She looked up. She blushed as she saw that it was Azrael, but didn't halt in her 
work, throwing a wet shirt onto a pile, and then plunging another into the 
river. 

"There is much to do. My mother is doing her part, and the servants of our 
household and the citadel have been put solely at Semyaza's disposal." 

"I told him we needed not slaves." 

"You can't do it alone."   

"Where is the girl you rescued from death at a slaver's hand?" 

Naamah stopped at this comment.  

"You knew of that?" 

"I watched it unfold, yes." 

She thought about that a long moment, before resuming washing the cloth in 
her hand. 

"Maori is with Sariel - keeping drawings of the new bridgeworks organised, I 
believe." 

"Are you willing to give her up to our service?" 



"You've undertaken a great task. And you're only human, right?" 

Azrael smiled. 

"So it seems. Although I'd prefer you at my side over a score of your mother's 
best trained slaves. You put faith into everything that your hands can do - even 
the work of a slave." 

She lifted the wet shirt, wringing it hard and then tossing it on the pile. 

"It's my home. I'll do whatever I must to put it back in order. To renew it 
forever!" 

Azrael smiled. 

"We are making sure of that. Come, enough laundry for today. Let me show 
you our vision for your home." 

 

 

Together, side by side, angel and young woman walked through the city that 
buzzed with the frenzy of activity taking place in every corner. 

Naamah knew of the projects the angels had implemented - walls of stone 
mined from the rock outcropping, new bridges to span the Euphrates made of 
heavy timber that raised and lowered by a system of ropes, gears and wheels, 
new weaponry and much, much more. But she knew not how stone could be 
separated from other stones in perfect square blocks. Or how by using grease, 
round logs, and some beasts of burden, a few men could move and raise such 
blocks of stone to form impenetrable walls. She could not imagine how the 
more pulleys you added, seemingly thin ropes could raise bridges weighing 
tons. It had all seemed like magic. 

Azrael showed her how these things were not impossible, but actually 
applications of things she already knew. He walked her through and around 
every project. When Azrael appeared, all workers fell silent and would begin to 
bow in reverence. Each time he would prevent them. 

"Our task, should stop on the account of no one. Continue!" He would say.  

Everywhere Naamah looked, she saw angels overseeing the work. At their 
sides were Zillah's citadel slaves - carrying messages, bringing water and doing 
anything needed to help their charges.  



As they made their way from project to project, Naamah caught sight of Maori 
through the laboring throngs. The girl was standing a few paces back from a 
table where Sariel stood, surrounded by foremen and a few other angels. 
Eagerly attentive, Maori held clay tablets, producing required tablets when 
needed by Sariel in his discussions with the workmen. 

Just before Maori was lost to her view, Naamah saw her step up to the table, 
pointing to some tablet and speaking to Sariel. The men around the table 
seemed surprised by the intrusion, but Sariel listened to her words with 
absolute concentration. Suddenly, his eyes lit up and he was nodding 
vigorously and smiling at her contribution. Naamah watched as she witnessed 
something she had never seen before - Maori was beaming under the angel's 
smile.  

She stole a glance at her guide - Azrael. She wondered if others could observe 
her own pleasure at Azrael's presence and attention? She hoped not. 

At one point on their tour of the drawbridges project, they came upon a 
Cainite solider beating a slave. Azrael had been so wrapped up in explaining 
the mechanics of how this series of drawbridges would extend from Nod to 
large rocks that jutted up from the Euphrates, he did not seem to notice the 
beating until he realized that Naamah was looking at. 

Azrael quickly stopped the beating. 

"Our task does not require blood, just willing hearts and hands," he said to all 
gathered. 

 

 

It was hours before Azrael sank into a chair, exhausted from uninterrupted and 
passionate explanations during their tour. Naamah sat across from him. A 
servant rushed to their side with cold water served in gourds. Azrael drained 
his in a gulp, and the servant rushed away to refill it. He wiped sweat from his 
brow, looking at it glistening on his palm. 

"By your own sweat will you eat..." His words trailed off. He was lost in a 
memory from long ago. A memory he never would have guessed he would 
bear the implications of. 



"...until you return to the dust." Naamah finished for him. He snapped out of 
the memory. 

"You know it." He said. 

"Cain's wife, she taught me that after man's fall from paradise, that all men 
die." 

Azrael nodded. 

"What of angels? What of you? Can you die?" 

Azrael looked into her questioning eyes. Out of all her many questions 
throughout the day, he could see in her eyes that this question was not like the 
others. This question was asked from fear - from the heart. 

"I don't know."  

Naamah searched his face. No lie or concealment was there.  

"You risked much coming here." 

"Was it worth it, do you think?" 

Naamah gazed at the mountain on the north edge of the island. It seemed that 
one thousand slaves crawled on its face, mining stone. As Azrael explained 
their techniques, she noticed something. The stone was being mined at precise 
45 degree angles from the mountain slope. Slowly, stone by stone, the rugged 
mountaintop was being formed.  

"What will you make from the mountain?"  

Azrael just laughed. 

"Oh, that's Semyaza's idea, not mine." 

 

 

From an alley behind them, a man watched Azrael and Naamah intently from 
under a hooded cloak. He wore a necklace made from leather. From it dangled 
the rough image of a serpent.  

 

 



Plot 
Almost all his life, Herab had dreamed of vengeance against his brother Cain. 
He had looked up to both his brothers, but Abel was the one he respected. 
From his childhood he had always feared Cain.  

When he had seen his beloved brother Abel lying dead, his blood draining into 
the soil of the land of Eden, something had died in Herab. Such a horrible deed 
should not go unpunished.  

Adam had begged him to allow God to deal with Cain in His own way. Herab 
would have none of it. If God allowed Cain to live after committing such a 
horrible crime, than Herab lost all respect for such a God. He renounced the 
God of Adam and left the land of Eden forever. 

He had followed Cain and his wife down the river, and attempted to murder 
them. His plans backfired dramatically, and while Cain claimed the river island 
of Nod for his own, Herab found refuge in the mountain ranges to the west. In 
the caverns there, he had made his home. Eventually he found himself a wife, 
and his tribe grew with his own descendants and other family groups that 
feared Cain and sought the protection of the caves and Herab's own ferocity. 

In the centuries that followed, Herab had murdered many men himself - 
maybe they desired to lead the growing Herabite tribe, maybe they had 
insulted his leadership, or once or twice they had condemned Herab's new 
religion. For these infractions, Herab had taken their lives. 

Not long after he had begun expanding his caverns to resemble more civilized 
quarters, Herab's atheism was cut short. A powerful entity had entered his 
dreams. This being called himself Moloch, and he told Herab many things that 
Adam had kept from him, like the true story of the serpent in the Garden of 
Eden, and how the serpent had tried to help mankind. Moloch promised that 
the blood of Cain would be his, if only Herab would swear allegiance to his 
master.  

Herab's passionate adoption of the new god was followed swiftly by a baptism 
of blood. Not all the people who had gathered under his leadership had been 
willing to follow the image of the serpent Herab had erected in their great hall 
and demand that they join him in adoring. 

Their deaths had sealed the new god's thirst for a blood offering. In the many 
years that followed, Moloch returned many times to haunt Herab's dreams, 



giving him instructions and commands to follow until Herab believed his force 
was mighty enough to attack Nod. But much to his surprise, Moloch told him 
to wait. Wait Herab did, but as the centuries passed, he grew impatient and his 
anger grew.  

Finally, when Cain threw out his forces from Nod in an attempt to teach the 
tribes a lesson and also root out Herab's people, Moloch had appeared to 
Herab again and given him the long-awaited orders to fulfill his vengeance 
against Cain.  

Herab had watched as Cain's troop had decimated the Sethite village. Herab 
knew full well that Seth, his younger brother, would likely die in the attack, but 
he felt no remorse. Seth was well known for his loyalty to the old religion of 
Eden, and therefore an enemy. 

Only when the Cainites had finished their attack and had begun looting what 
little the village had to offer had Herab ordered his warriors forward. The 
ambush was flawlessly executed - hundreds of Cainites were cut off from the 
main force and annihilated to the man. 

The next day Herab's forces stormed Nod, their thirst for Cainite blood 
whetted thoroughly. Herab had watched his forces overwhelm the famed and 
feared city. All who had feared Cain would fear Herab even more so! 

He could hardly comprehend what had happened then. Lights from heaven 
had descended upon Nod, enveloping it with light. From the light had stepped 
men as Herab had never seen. Truly, if man was created, then these men 
surely had been the original mold. 

His men had fled in terror. Over the din of their retreat, he thought he could 
hear screams. The voice screaming sounded like Moloch.  

The day of victory he was destined to have had been unfairly stolen from him. 
They had retreated to their caverns. After so many years of promises of 
eventual victory over Nod, they had been hurled back in their moment of 
triumph by supernatural intervention. None of them were prepared to enter a 
heavenly war. 

He had sent spies into Nod, but his men feared to return anywhere near the 
'skymen'. He had to promise them great rewards, and even then, only a few 
volunteered. 



Now he waited, dreading Moloch's return. He hardly slept, afraid that as soon 
as his eyes closed, he would be face to face with the dark entity and his wrath. 

But eventually, even men afraid to sleep must sleep. And when he did, Moloch 
visited him. 

Herab found himself in darkness. He opened his eyes, but saw nothing. He felt 
around himself, and discovered stone walls that burned his skin when he 
touched them. Looking up, he thought he could see some light far above him.  

"I must be in one of the new caverns, but I don't recognize it," he thought to 
himself. He picked his way forward gingerly, trying to avoid touching the hot 
stones.  

When he finally reached the mouth of the cave, he stopped short of exiting, 
because a dark figure crouched there, it's back to him. The man or beast (he 
couldn't tell which) was looking far off in the distance. Nod lay before them. 

"Why do you wait for Cain to fortify his city?" Moloch hissed. "Why do you do 
nothing?" 

Herab fell to his knees behind the figure. 

"My men will not fight gods!" 

For a moment there was silence. Then a cruel sound emanated from the dark 
figure. It took Herab a minute before he realized what the sound was - 
laughter! Moloch was laughing! 

"Gods?" 

"Yes, to us, these men are gods." 

"Show the world the blood of gods, and Nod will fall. If you cannot, then it is 
your blood which will be reaped." 

At that, the floor of the cavern fell away from Herab's feet, and he plummeted 
into the fiery chasms of hell. 

Which woke him finally from his nightmare vision. He lurched up from his 
sleeping mat, sweat falling from his body in sheets. He grasped the serpent 
emblem on his neck tightly, unable to let it go.  

It was a half hour before he recovered enough to rise. 



The spy was waiting for him in the large cavern that they used as a meeting 
area. 

"Did you find any weaknesses we can readily exploit?" Herab demanded. 

"Not many," the spy replied. 

"I only need one!"  

The spy smiled slyly.  

"Azrael, their leader, seems to favor Lamech's daughter." 

"The one that tried to tear down Cain's image?" The spy nodded in reply. 

"Interesting," Herab replied, now also smiling. 

--- 

"But these people blaspheme all that they do not understand, and they are 
destroyed by all that they, like unreasoning animals, understand instinctively. 
Woe to them! For they walked in the way of Cain..."  Jude 1:10-11  

 

  



Clash 
SMACK! 

An arrow missed the center of the practice target by a good margin. Naamah 
lowered the bow, disappointed. Inspired by the progress of the men training 
under the angels, she had taken up archery practice in a corner of the arena, 
and had practiced consistently for several days. But her aim had not improved 
much since her very first attempts.  

"I told you. It's a waste of time," Tubal chuckled, his long new iron sword in 
hand. Tubal had spent the last weeks recovering his strength from his wounds. 
He had not re-entered the arena with his new sword as of yet. Naamah knew 
he yearned to try out his new blade. 

She ignored him and turned her attention to Enoch, and watched him defeat 
yet another training opponent with his staff. He was advancing rapidly through 
the angel's training exercises, and was quickly becoming one of their top 
contenders for mastery over the others.  

Naamah could see how Tubal watched Enoch take down opponent after 
opponent. Whatever truce the two men had made, Naamah feared it was only 
temporary.  

"Have you lost a match yet today?" She asked Enoch as he approached the side 
of the arena to quench his thirst, happy for an excuse to divert Tubal's 
attention from her unimpressive attempts with the bow. Enoch wipes the 
sweat from his brow, smiling. She had noticed his victories. 

"The day is young yet. How is your practice coming along?" He nodded to her 
bow. 

"Not as well as yours," She said with a small laugh to disguise her 
disappointment.  

"Perhaps you need a more suitable weapon, as I did," Enoch said. 

"The bow is comfortable. I just don't know why I can't hit the target," She 
replied. 

"Perhaps the problem is not the weapon, but rather the target itself," He said 
thoughtfully. 

"What do you mean?" 



"The target is fake. However, you may find that when the target is one that 
threatens all you love, you cannot miss." 

She thought about that a moment. 

"Is that why you're doing so well? Each opponent is a Cainite?" She said slyly. 
Enoch smiled, tapping his staff against the ground. 

"My staff does have an affinity for seeing the backs of your countrymen on the 
ground, I'll give you that." 

"If you love seeing us defeated, why do you train to fight with us?" Tubal 
spoke, his voice bitter. "I think I speak for all my countrymen - we don't need a 
Sethite in our ranks." 

"Then you need not worry, I have no intention of fighting with you," Enoch 
replied, casting his eyes across the river to the forested mountain beyond it. "I 
will defend those I couldn't before." 

"Training for a rematch, then?" Tubal interjected. "You really don't have a 
home left to defend." 

"Tubal!" Naamah hissed at him.  

"You won't come against us again," Enoch spoke quietly, his voice strained. 

"But we - the Cainites - have been chosen to take the angel's holy war through 
the earth. All will bow before us. Not much has changed, really." 

"Tubal, stop!" Naamah tried. Tubal simply ignored her. 

"Seth will bow readily enough. But the crippled old man - your father, if I 
remember correctly - we might have to help him bend those stiff knees." 

When Enoch spoke, his voice was low, but his tone was final. 

"They didn't come to save you. They came to preserve the faith that you were 
so close to extinguishing forever! Every child can understand what a Cainite pig 
cannot! 

Tubal attacked, but Enoch was ready. Enoch's training had made him faster, 
and he was anticipating Tubal's initial wild swings. Even if Tubal was still 
recovering his full strength,  Enoch knew that Tubal was still the better fighter. 
He knew his victory would need to be swift - achieved in the first few strokes of 
combat - for if he waited too long, he would probably be left lying in pieces on 



the ground, and no one would return home to find and care for his father and 
grandfather when the time came. 

Enoch drew Tubal's first blows in, letting Tubal's attack approach him so that 
Tubal could not resist the temptation of a last stroke to finish Enoch forever. 
But Enoch was waiting for that moment. As Tubal's sword entered the final 
swing, with so much rage placed behind it to prevent him recovering the blade 
from its descent, Enoch darted out from under its path, bringing up the blunt 
end of his staff from the side and smashing it against Tubal's swordarm with all 
his might. Tubal's sword went flying. 

Then from that position, Enoch's staff shot straight and true forward, landing in 
Tubal's nose and knocking him down flat. Blinded by the blood spurting from 
his face, Tubal immediately tried to rise.  

Enoch's staff collapsed Tubal's writhing body into the dust, pinning him there. 
Unable to move, he could only listen as blood stained the ground around his 
head. 

Enoch turned to the crowd that had gathered. Several warriors had their 
swords ready to attack Enoch, but Enoch made no further aggressive moves 
against them or Tubal. Rather, he spoke. 

"I did not come here to make enemies. I was taken by force by you while my 
home burned, my grandfather bled, and my father watched as I was struck 
down and dragged off to some unknown fate. You brought me here, but the 
angels did not suffer your evil ways to continue. They have offered you a new 
path, something to fight for, something to die for. But I will have no part in 
your path." 

"The message the angels have brought, the knowledge they have taught us, I 
will teach to my people too, and we will not suffer by your hands again. I 
promise you that." 

Enoch lifted his staff from Tubal's chest, and Naamah rushed in, helping Tubal 
sit up. 

 

Azrael and Semyaza had watched the entire confrontation and short-lived 
battle unfold.  

"Didn't I tell you we would find worthy ones?" Azrael said, beaming. 



Semyaza didn't look so certain. 

 

Chosen 
Azrael had moved to intervene when it looked as if a fight were to be 
inevitable, but Semyaza had prevented him. 

"Let us see what happens." 

"He may die." 

"If he does, then you will have your answer." 

Enoch did not die, but rather had swiftly thrown down his attacker. Now that 
the fight was over, and they had heard Enoch's shouts to the assembled crowd, 
Azrael turned to Semyaza, a spark of fire in his eyes. 

"I knew we would find worthy ones!" 

"Such a decision may be dangerous, brother," Semyaza said warily. 

"He can fight - and for heaven's cause instead of for his own power like Cain 
did, or Tubal would," Azrael said. 

"You vowed long ago to protect the faith of the descendants of Cain, none 
else. If you tell them to follow one who is not their own, they may turn their 
backs on everything you have done for them beforehand." 

Azrael only smiled as him. 

"Semyaza, you think too imaginatively about what the future holds. Have faith 
brother!" 

"I think of our future too, Azrael. With concern. So much is at stake, not only 
for them, but for us." Semyaza said earnestly. Azrael's face hardened. 

"All the more reason that we must appoint our human successors with all 
possible speed." 

 

Azrael stepped into the arena and made his way to where Enoch stood, and 
Naamah was wiping the blood from Tubal's face with a towel. Azrael looked 
once at Enoch, and then to Naamah. 



"Come with me." They followed without question as he strode out of the 
arena. 

 

Tubal held the towel to his face, partly to stem the blood flow, and partly 
because he was not yet ready to face his countrymen after suffering such a 
defeat at the hands of a Sethite.  

"Think before you strike next time, and you will be victorious," Semyaza said 
harshly, coming alongside Tubal. 

"Where did he take them?" Tubal asked, nodding in the direction Azrael had 
left. 

"Azrael seeks one worthy to continue our work when we are gone." 

Tubal looked confused. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Someone worthy to sit in the throne that Cain left empty. Do you wish one of 
them there?" 

Realization dawned in Tubal's eyes, and then rage. 

 

 

Enoch and Naamah could hardly keep up with Azrael's swift stride. He led them 
through Nod's streets, bringing them north to the mountain with each turn. 

As they walked, Enoch wondered what the angel could want with them. He 
also noticed for the first time the precisely angled slopes that the mining 
operations were leaving on the mountain itself. Massive stone walls were 
rising higher around Nod every day, and as the walls grew, the mountain was 
taking on a new shape - an intentional shape, although Enoch couldn't quite 
make out the intention yet. 

Upon reaching the mountain's base, Azrael continued upward on the paths 
used by the stone miners which wound around the mountain and reached all 
the way to its peak. 

He did not break his pace until he reached the summit, and the island of Nod, 
the colossal Euphrates, and the forests stretched out to the horizon's edge 



before him. He sat upon a rock ledge sticking out over nothing and waited for 
the two humans to join him. 

They did, a minute later, panting heavily.  

"Sit." He said. 

When they did, he spoke. 

"So often, I sat here in despair, unable to touch your world. Now I am here, 
and much has changed already. But we cannot remain here forever." 

"Why not?" Naamah asked. "Surely you can do more good here!" 

"You sound like Semyaza," Azrael said gently. "But as much as I wish to, to stay 
would be unthinkable. And so the people will need a leader once we are gone - 
a leader whose loyalties transcend earthly ones." 

Azrael looked at Naamah closely. 

"Will you lead them?" 

"Me?" Naamah said, in shock. 

Azrael nodded. 

"You know mankind's place in the cosmos now that we have visited you. The 
world must not forget that it was created for heaven's pleasure. Evil must be 
abolished, and every uncleanness purged. All I must do is say the word and you 
can have the power to change the world as you have always wished to. None 
will be able to resist your word." 

"You will never have to fear for the safety of your family again. You can protect 
the innocent, and the faithful can live without fear again!" 

"But we thought you had come to make this happen," Naamah said. "How can 
I summon such power?" 

"With the might we are building here,"  Azrael replied. "You will be able to 
wash evil from the earth with the blood of sheep, or if necessary, the blood of 
those who refuse to bow to heaven. Nod is just the beginning. I always 
dreamed it would be a bastion of faith, rather than a watchword for 
wickedness." 

"Enoch has been trained to offer sacrifices for sin and penitence to God for the 
failures of man," Azrael continued. "He could guide you." 



"You would will us to carry out a holy war?" Enoch said. "Seth taught me that 
God forces no man to choose good!" 

"And how has Seth succeeded in turning the tide of faithlessness back?" Azrael 
said, standing, his voice raised. "He and.... EDEN have done nothing for all their 
piety!"  

Suddenly Azrael realized he had practically shouted the last sentence. He 
calmed himself and sat back down on the rock. 

"I have watched man too long. The earth must be cleansed." 

"In blood?" Enoch asked. 

"Blood is what will be required to atone for the sins of the whole world - man's 
blood for man's sin. Those who would wipe your family from the earth, is it not 
what they deserve, Enoch?" 

"This is your message?" 

Azrael nodded. 

"It is. And it must be carried out by mankind, because it is for mankind. This 
will be your task." 

Azrael noticed they were still troubled. 

"Long have both of you sought a future with hope. I will show you how you can 
bring it to pass. That will be the next step in your training. No more shall either 
of you mingle with the rest of the masses, you both will be my students. I have 
much to teach you, and so little time!" 

 

  



Stone 
Caleb and his band of Edenites had been assigned to mining stone from the 
mountainside from the day that the angels arrived in Nod. In the weeks that 
followed, they kept their heads down, observing much and resisting the urge 
to make a break for the river and return to Eden. 

Adam's vision had been fulfilled in a way they could never have hoped to 
dream for - messengers from heaven had indeed come to Nod and they had 
heard much of the angel's message. But there was a still another compelling 
reason they could not yet leave the island. This was a secret that had been 
kept from all others. They had not even told Seth. 

Enoch had not seen them since he had escaped from the dungeons with 
Naamah. The few times he thought about them since, he had assumed they 
had managed to escape and return to Eden with the news of the angels' 
arrival. 

After hearing Azrael's proposal that Enoch and Naamah could lead the Cainites 
after the angel's departure, Enoch had remained on the mountain summit a 
while longer after Azrael and Naamah had descended the mountain together 
to return to Nod.  

Now he walked down the zigzagging path as the sun disappeared behind the 
horizon. He jumped back in surprise as a dark figure lept off a rock and landed 
on the path in front of him. Then he recognized the young man in bewildered 
relief. 

"Jehuda! What are you still doing in Nod! I thought you had managed to 
escape?" 

"No, we've remained captives, here on the mountain slaving away to build 
Nod's wall." 

"All of you?" Enoch asked. Then he realized that others had emerged from the 
twilight crawling over the mountain face. His question was answered as he 
looked around. All the Edenites had remained in Nod. Caleb stepped forward. 

"We stayed to learn as much of the angel's message for mankind as possible," 
Caleb said. "But we chose not reveal ourselves. Nod still bears no love for 
Eden. We do not need that kind of attention in order to fulfill our mission 
here." 



"So we chose back breaking labor as a cover," Jehuda said with a groan. Caleb 
ignored him. 

"What did the angel want with you and the girl today?" 

"It was..." Enoch stopped. He wasn't sure how to explain Azrael's proposal. A 
Sethite leading Nod? It was crazy. He decided to not share that point. 

"Go on," Caleb encouraged. "We need as much information as we can to take 
their message back to our own people." 

"The angels do not intend to be here long," Enoch continued. "They wish to set 
up a powerful force here in Nod and appoint leaders in their stead. These 
leaders would ensure that the world honored Heaven again." 

"Ensure?" Caleb asked. 

"They believe that is what we should be doing, not being content to believe 
and instruct those willing to hear, but that it is our duty for the faithful to 
preserve faith in the whole earth - by whatever means needed. Thus, the force 
being assembled and trained here." 

The Edenites looked from one to another in dismay. 

"I suppose the earth had it coming," Jehuda said solemnly. "How many times 
have we lamented the loss of faith and righteousness among Adam's 
descendants?"  

"And what of Eden?" Caleb pressed. 

"They never speak of your people." Enoch said. 

"What do you make of that?" Jehuda asked Caleb. "It doesn't seem like they 
even..." 

"The angels have spoken," Caleb replied. "They are the messengers sent to 
fulfill the vision Adam had. Our mission is not to judge their message, but to 
relay it back to him." 

"How will you manage to get out of Nod?" 

"Getting free isn't the problem," Jehuda said. 

"Then what is?" Enoch asked.  

"Enoch, can I ask you to do something for us?" Caleb's voice was low now. 



"I can try." 

"The angels have enemies. We need to know who." 

"The Herabites?" 

"No, a new enemy." Enoch looked confused. 

"We're not sure who, or what we are looking for, but we know that with the 
coming of a messenger in Nod, a new enemy would arise to oppose that 
message. We cannot return to Nod until we know who this enemy is." 

"Adam foresaw this as well?" Enoch asked, and Caleb nodded. 

"You didn't tell us this," Enoch said. 

"We did not feel it would be wise. The world needed to know of hope to come, 
not necessarily about a new enemy to fear. You are close to the angels each 
day. Watch and be wary, and let us know if you discover anything that might 
give us a clue to the identity of this enemy. The messenger must not be 
allowed to fall to this enemy! Will you do this for us?" 

Enoch nodded and Caleb smiled gratefully. 

"How is it that a Sethite comes to Nod in a prison wagon, and now is training 
with their warriors and a confidant of the messenger of God!" 

"Not by choice," Enoch replied. "Once you told me that sometimes hope 
comes from places where we least expect it. But when the angels leave, I will 
also leave." 

"When you leave Nod, will you take me with you? Nod is nothing to me. My 
place is with my father and grandfather, what is left of my village. I must return 
there." 

Caleb nodded. 

"When we go, you go." 

 

 

As Enoch left them, Caleb turned to his men. 

"One mystery left to uncover, and then we break these chains!" 

 



Taken 
Night had overtaken the city as Naamah and Azrael descended the mountain. 
The marketplace was buzzing with activity, and slaves lit torches that cast 
shivering orange light over the crowd.  

Through the middle of the market, slaves dragged massive stones - stones 
mined from the mountain which were being transported to the walls growing 
in height and length around the city.  

Naamah stopped at the exotic animal kiosk she had visited weeks before - the 
day she had met Maori and stood up against the slave master. The shopkeeper 
recognized her - he would never forget the girl that had released one of his 
animals, even if she had paid for it. The shopkeeper opened his mouth to send 
her on her way, and shut it immediately upon seeing Azrael with her. 

"The finest exotic creatures to be found anywhere east of Eden, my lord," the 
shopkeeper said, adding to his reverent tone with a half-bow toward Azrael. 

Naamah began playing with a furry bundle of legs and a snout. The baby 
mammal, although timid at first, was quickly convinced by her gentle voice to 
stretch out its head to her caresses.  

Azrael watched, and for the first time in his centuries as an angel, he 
experienced a human phenomenon - déjà vu. Only weeks before, he had stood 
in the same place in front of this kiosk, watching Naamah play with an animal, 
but he had watched from another realm, another dimension. Here he stood 
again - but the sounds were really entering his eardrums, the smells were 
sensed by his physical nostrils, and his flesh and blood eyes collected the image 
before him. 

Here it was that Naamah had stood up against the brutal treatment of a slave 
and fought back. And Azrael remembered that in that confrontation, she had 
lost something precious to her - the necklace from Eden Cain's wife had 
treasured for so many years. Azrael hadn't thought about it until now. He 
looked around through the crowd, orienting himself. He tried to remember 
what he had seen during those moments, perhaps he could remember where 
the necklace had fallen. 

His déjà vu lasted until she turned, looked in his direction, and her eyes met his 
- and remained there. Last time he stood here, she could not see him. This 
time, her eyes sparkled as she looked at him. 



She was saying something. He shook the feeling with effort. 

"Come on, he won't bite!" She was saying, holding the animal out toward him. 

Azrael touched it gingerly. The fur was like velvet, and he stroked it, 
mesmerized. Suddenly, the animal unwound from Naamah's embrace and 
wrapped itself around Azrael's forearm. He wasn't sure if he should be 
alarmed, but there it seemed content to stay, because it made low rumbling 
sounds as Azrael continued to pet it. 

Azrael grinned, and Naamah was laughing. 

"He likes you! You should keep him!" 

At that, Azrael's smile faded and he removed the animal gently but firmly from 
his arm. He was not sure why, but he felt angry. 

"We were not granted companions like you," he said flatly. Naamah's face fell. 
She took the animal back from him and returned it to the shopkeeper.  

"Who do you have?" Naamah asked, standing by him. 

"I have my mission, and my brethren," Azrael said, his anger building. "There is 
nothing else for us here! We can't stay." 

He turned to leave, but Naamah seized his hand and stopped him from going. 

"Why not?" Naamah asked, her words pleading. "What will we do without 
you? What will I do?" 

"Don't you understand?" Azrael's voice strained. "This isn't our world!" 

He looked down. Their hands were intertwined. He withdrew his firmly from 
her clinging grasp. 

"We've been here too long already. You have your duty, we have ours." 

Now Naamah was angry.  

"So what are you waiting for? Why not leave already?" She rushed away and 
disappeared into the crowd. Azrael thought he saw tears welling in her eyes as 
she had whirled away from him. 

Azrael held forth the hand Naamah had clung to. It was trembling, and Azrael 
stared at it worriedly. 



Then he remembered. Someone had found her necklace in the street that day. 
They had admired the fine craftsmanship and were about to make off with the 
priceless heirloom from Eden. The necklace had been dropped, it had fallen 
into a crack in the stones, and it had been left. 

He found it quickly, borrowing a knife from an awed shopkeeper and sliding 
the thin blade down between the two stones where he remembered the 
necklace dropping. With one try, he recovered it and returned the knife to the 
shopkeeper. 

There, in the middle of the bustling night marketplace illumined by firelight, he 
held the necklace, looking at the tree and rolling water at its base intricately 
carved in the pendant. His hand still shook where Naamah had grasped him. As 
much as he tried to still it, he could not.   

"What have I done?" 

Azrael fled from the market. Never had he imagined that his coming could 
create such feelings within him. Feelings for a human. For a young woman. 

As the feeling grew, Azrael grew afraid. Of what he was afraid of, he wasn't yet 
sure, but he knew that he had reason to dread the future. And the Watcher 
from heaven fled in the dark.  

And he did not see the hands that reached out from the dark and snatched 
Naamah from her own retreat through Nod's winding alleys. 

 

 

Enoch did see the abduction take place. 

Upon entering the marketplace, he had observed Naamah storming away from 
Azrael. He had threaded his way through the crowd to intercept her. He almost 
lost her from view when several dark figures suddenly darted out of a 
cavernous alley and she disappeared among them as they spirited her away 
from the light. 

Enoch let out a yell, but in the bustling market, no one even looked his way. He 
tried to push his way faster through the crowd, but there were too many 
people. He wasn't going to be able to aid Naamah this way. 



Slaves were still dragging massive stones through the market, soldiers 
accompanying each stone. Enoch leaped atop one of the stones. The soldiers 
leading it howled at him. 

"Listen to me!" Enoch shouted back at them. "Lamech's daughter has been 
taken! Find Azrael and tell him immediately!" 

Then, without a backward glance to see if they had heard or were acting on his 
instruction, he lept to the next stone, and then the next and the next until he 
neared the place where Naamah had vanished.  

He launched himself forward and landed with a roll in the dark alley, and kept 
going, running flat out down into the darkness that had swallowed up Naamah 
- his only friend in Nod. 

 

  



Trap 
Threading his way through the dark unwinding squalor of Nod's less 
frequented streets, Enoch couldn't know exactly the route the kidnappers had 
taken. But he guessed that whatever their route, the river was their final 
destination. He hurtled through the dimness. The night air grew damp and cool 
as he neared the city's edge.  

He was suddenly faced with the torch lights of the wall construction area. 
Slaves worked night and day to build the wall of stone, but here things were 
not normal. Several Cainite soliders lay dead, blood dripping from fresh 
wounds. No slaves were visible. So this had been the kidnapper's exit point. 

The section of wall before him was not quite complete, and without breaking 
his stride he catapulted himself up through the the waiting stones, reached the 
top of the still-incomplete wall.   

Below him, the Euphrates river gently lapped against the newly cut stones. 
Movement caught his eye on the water - a boat was slipping away into the 
darkness that hid the rest of the river from sight. He had been too late. No 
other boats were to be seen. 

He looked around. A few hundred paces along the wall to his right was the 
drawbridge. Although still under construction, Enoch had heard it was 
functional already. If Azrael suspected that Naamah's captors were Herabites, 
he would surely go straight to the bridge. Enoch raced toward it across the top 
of the wall, sometimes leaping from stone to stone in unfinished areas.  

Archers appeared on the bridge above him, and Enoch shouted to get their 
attention, waving his arms frantically. Torches were tossed down and landed 
all around him, illuminating his face to them.  

Enoch was relieved when suddenly Azrael's head appeared above him, and he 
heard the words "Don't shoot!" He recognized Tubal's face next to Azrael, 
along with Sariel the angel and others. 

"Where did they take her?" Azrael shouted down at him.  

"Just downstream! They are still close!" Enoch pointed across the river, and 
immediately Azrael disappeared from his sight. The drawbridges were being 
lowered. 



Enoch leaped down from the wall and started making his way up to the bridge 
above him. 

 

"Why Naamah? Why would the Herabites take her?" Tubal asked Azrael, 
quickly distributing swords to the angels who had been within range of Azrael's 
call for help to rescue Naamah. 

"I don't know," Azrael replied tersely. Azrael led the hastily assembled band of 
angels and soldiers forward across the bridges, not even waiting for them to be 
fully lowered before crossing.  

Tubal came alongside him, offering Azrael his blade. 

"My lord, you are unarmed! Take a sword, I beg you!" 

Azrael looked around. Each angel held a sword.  

"We will not have the blood of any man on our hands." The angels following 
him nodded. He knew they would not use the swords against Herabite 
attackers - the swords were more for show than anything else.  

He knew that the Herabites did not know this - the Herabites had fled Nod out 
of complete fear of the angels. Angels with swords would be even more 
fearsome. But they were fast enough and strong enough to avoid mortal blows 
from human hands.  

Azrael hoped they would not face a situation where they would be in true 
danger. Would they spill man's blood to save their own lives? Azrael put the 
thought out of his mind - the implications for them were too grave to 
contemplate. 

Three massive drawbridges had replaced the old rope bridge that the Cainites 
had strung across the Euphrates and had maintained in the centuries before. A 
few wagons could cross the old bridge, thanks to the strength of the ropes and 
the wide planking, but these new bridges were built for massive troop 
deployment when lowered and immediate defense when raised.  

Instead of one long bridge, the space across the river was broken up into three 
individual bridges. The first was founded on Nod's own soil, but a jutting rock 
formation that raised it high above the river. The second two bridges were 
built on massive stones in the Euphrates itself, both rising above the waves and 



providing a foundation for the guard towers and the raising mechanisms 
located at each.  

The bridges were not quite finished - some areas were still waiting for the final 
planking to be installed, and so Azrael gingerly raced across beams arced over 
gaping holes in the construction.  

The men following him moved forward across those areas with more care, but 
still the whole group crossed the series of three bridges in less than five 
minutes. Azrael stood at the end of the bridge, facing the gaping blackness of 
the forest. The others joined him. 

"Put the torches out!" Azrael said, hurling his own torch end over end into the 
river behind them. His companions did likewise. 

Azrael entered the darkness. The others followed. Even with angels among 
them, all shared a feeling of ominous dread. At first, they moved slowly, 
expecting at any moment to be ambushed by the thousands of warriors they 
imagined laying in wait for them. 

When no such attack came, they began moving more swiftly forward and 
spread out to cover more ground - each man putting ten paces between him 
and the next. And they swept through the forest, Azrael in the center setting 
the pace faster and faster. 

Silently, they plunged forward. Azrael only had one direction to go by - Enoch's 
had pointed out the way the boat had crossed the river. He only hoped the 
direction was still the right way to find Naamah before she was taken too far 
for him to find. 

Taking human form had its disadvantages. As a Watcher, he could easily see 
through to the darkest places and pass with hardly any effort over huge tracts 
of space. Confined to the mortal realm, his powers had all but vanished. 

Suddenly, Azrael knew something was not right. He halted, motioning for the 
angels flanking him to signal out to the others to stop.  

"What is it, Azrael?" 

He wasn't sure at first. But he could sense anger in the woods just beyond his 
ability to see. Then he felt it coming towards them, fast. And then Azrael saw. 

 



 

On the flank of their advance, Sariel waited to see why Azrael had stopped 
their advance. In the momentary stillness, he distinctly heard a woman calling 
for help to his right. He moved that direction quietly, but heard nothing. He 
looked back to where the band of rescuers had been strung out, but now he 
could see nothing. He was just about to turn around and notify the others what 
he had heard, when he heard the voice call out again, this time more urgently. 
Someone was in mortal peril! 

He bounded away from the others, winding through rocky crags that 
punctured the forest floor. He suddenly realized that the voice didn't sound 
like Naamah's at all. It really sounded like Maori's! 

He heard her cry out again, and now he was certain it was Maori! She must 
have been taken too! He rushed forward, swiftly narrowing in on the sound. 

 

 

 

Ferocious beasts barreled toward them through the forest. Instinctively, Azrael 
knew this was not a coincidence. He had never visited the Herabite fortress 
himself, even before descending to earth, but he knew from his spies that the 
Herabites bred creatures such as these, training them for their sinister 
purposes. Now they had prepared a real ambush, with bloodthirsty, fearless 
beasts. 

As the creatures leaped forward to tear the angels and men limb from limb, 
Azrael realized why Naamah had been taken. Herab needed to convince his 
troops that the angels were nothing to fear, if he ever hoped he would 
conquer Nod and take his vengeance. If the morning broke, and his troops 
could see that a few wild animals were able to slay a few angels in the attack, 
they would be emboldened - they would take up their war cries once again and 
attack Nod. Before Nod was ready to withstand such an attack. 

"Kill them!" Azrael shouted to his comrades. The blood of man was precious in 
God's sight. The blood of beasts was not. As soon as these creatures lay dead, 
they could continue the advance. Every second delayed meant Naamah was 
taken farther away. He couldn't let that happen! 



Azrael gritted his teeth as a massive hulking brute of a beast headed straight 
for him. Herab will not take us down so easily, he thought, sidestepping the 
beast's attack. The other angels readied their blades and engaged their 
attackers in battle, their slashes and thrusts deadly. 

Azrael regretted not taking a sword - it would have made it possible to 
dispatch his attacker immediately. It spun around, clawed feet gouging the 
forest floor as it lunged at him again, razor sharp teeth barred. 

 

 

 

Not far away, Tubal was knocked flat in the attack. He struggled to regain his 
feet, but a heavy, clawed paw landed on his rib cage, forcing him back down 
onto the ground. A snarling face appeared over his, and the horrible mouth 
opened wide to snap his neck. 

Tubal didn't notice the howling whine of the incoming stone hurtling through 
the forest. But he saw what it did when it found its mark. The beast's ravenous 
face was knocked sideways by the impact of the rock on it's cheekbone. The 
beast let out a angry howl and as it turned to see where the new attack had 
originated, Enoch's staff landed in its face again, and the spearhead drove 
through its skull and embedded itself into the creature's brain cavity. 

Enoch helped Tubal to his feet, and quickly wrapped his sling back around his 
wrist. 

"You ok?" Tubal still had the wind knocked out of him, and could only nod 
vigorously. Enoch smiled.  

"Looks like I made it just in time!" Enoch said with a quick laugh, pulling the 
staff free from the beast's body. 

"Thank you!" Tubal managed.  

"Time for thanks later. Come on!" Enoch said, running into the woods. Tubal 
picked up his own blade and followed. 

They burst onto a scene that made them stop in their tracks. 

 



Lost 
Enoch and Tubal first thought that the beast was circling Azrael, waiting to leap 
upon him. But as they continued watching, they realized what was really 
happening. 

Azrael was circling the animal, keeping it at bay by some invisible method. The 
other angels and men had gathered around and were watching in disbelief.  

Tubal stepped forward, sword ready to slay the animal. Azrael lifted a hand, 
never taking his eyes off it, signalling Tubal to step back. 

The animal struggled against unseen chains, but could not get free. Unhurried 
and deliberate, Azrael kept circling it, and it kept stepping out of his way, trying 
to shake free from the very real leash that Azrael had somehow bound it with. 

"What's happening?" Tubal whispered.  

"I don't know!" Enoch replied, unable to tear his eyes from the scene. 

"Magic!" Tubal breathed, his voice echoing the awe apparent on the faces 
gathered around. 

The creature was growing desperate and panicked. It snorted and stamped, 
but Azrael did not let go of it, his thoughts penetrating its mind and holding on 
to the controls.  

Suddenly, a woman's scream reached their ears. 

"Naamah!" Tubal shouted. 

Azrael's concentration was interrupted for a millisecond, but it was just the 
chance the infuriated beast had been waiting for. It shook lose of Azrael's 
mental hold over it and launched itself into the air, claws outstretched and 
teeth ready to devour. 

Just before the animal hit him, Azrael leveled another stare at it. 

It  knocked him to the ground, completely covering his body with its hairy hide. 
But the beast did not move again. As the others sprang forward and pulled the 
animal off, it was clear that it was dead, and that Azrael was alive. He stood up, 
pain in his eyes as he clasped a hand over his rib cage where a claw had 
penetrated his flesh. 



Enoch was relieved to see Azrael rise, but quickly his attention was captured by 
the beast itself as others turned it over, looking for the wound that had killed it 
so quickly. No wound could be found, but the animal's eyes were bleeding. 

"You are wounded, Azrael!" 

"How did you command the beast?" 

"Enough!" Azrael shouted at them, and strode off in the direction that they 
had all heard Naamah's scream for help. The others followed at a run. Enoch 
followed, but could not resist looking back at the dead beast. What had he just 
witnessed? Obviously the angels still retained some of their old power. He 
knew that all of Nod would know the story by morning.  

 

 

They found Naamah moments later, her body secured to a tree trunk by ropes. 
Tubal was the first to her side, and immediately set her free with several quick 
hacks to the ropes with his sword. She burst into tears when she saw Azrael 
holding his side, his hand bloody.  

He smiled, and held forth something in his hand for her. Her eyes opened wide 
when she recognized what it was - her long lost necklace from Eden! 

"How did you find... How...?" She struggled to articulate. 

"It's back with its rightful owner," Azrael said. 

"How did you know?" She managed. 

"I was there. I was always there," Azrael replied. "And even if I go away, I'll 
always be with you."  

 

 

Naamah's family was waiting anxiously at center of the bridge. Zillah rushed 
forward when she saw the band returning. She wrapped Naamah up in her 
arms and showered her with tears. Lamech waited for them to come to him, 
but it was obvious to all that he had worried greatly as well. 

Maori stood behind him. The relief in her eyes was obvious, and she looked 
around for Sariel. But she didn't see him. 



Semyaza met Azrael, and immediately examined his wound.  

"Just a scratch! How did this happen? You must have let your guard down!" He 
said with a smile. 

Immediately several began to tell the story of how Azrael had faced down the 
beast and somehow slain it without ever touching it.  

Semyaza looked at Azrael with new eyes. "Impressive. I thought that we had 
lost such abilities." 

"So did I," Azrael said, grimacing through the pain shooting through him. They 
were silent a moment, considering. 

"Where is Sariel?" Maori's voice invaded their thoughts. 

"What do you mean?" Semyaza said. 

"Sariel went with you. He has not returned," She said. Azrael was surprised at 
how much fear was in her voice. 

That fear entered him as he realized she was right. Sariel had not returned 
from the dark forest. 

 

  



Sariel 
The tale of Azrael's defeat of the beast spread like wildfire through Nod. 
People woke their neighbors from a midnight slumber to tell them. Neighbors 
woke, wary and cross, but then soon could be found waking their own 
neighbors to tell them the same story.  

It fascinated them all. Not since the angels had first arrived had such 
excitement been generated. Since the descent, the angels had given 
knowledge and training and instruction, but there had been no more 
manifestations of any power that would be considered supernatural.  

The story was dissected ad infinitum throughout the night by all citizens - 
young and old, rich and poor, slave and free. Azrael had stopped something 
from killing him, and then killed it instantly... with a power no man possessed.  

Why hadn't they exhibited such powers before? Were only the leaders capable 
of such feats? Were the angels simply hiding their superpowers? What else 
could they do? These and many more questions and theories were argued 
throughout the night. It didn't matter that they had no answers to the 
questions - the story fueled intense excitement that answers could come at 
any time. And anyone who had reasons to resent the angels' presence 
suddenly could not be heard complaining anymore. 

The news that one angel had not returned from the forest was hardly 
discussed. If mentioned, it seemed so insignificant in comparison, people 
dismissed it as inconsequential - if one angel was alone with the Herabites, 
surely the angel had nothing to fear. Rather, it was the Herabites who should 
be afraid! 

 

But at dawn, Herabite drums from across the river began pounding out a 
menacing rhythm. The Cainites gathered in droves to the forming walls. They 
knew that the Herabites had surely heard of the great power exhibited last 
night in the forest. Perhaps they would finally abandon their grudge against 
Nod and strike a truce! 

The angels gathered together at one point on the wall, the people fanning out 
along the wall on their right and left. They eagerly waited to see what Azrael 
might do. 



Azrael felt their eyes on him. He knew they knew what he had done in the 
forest the night before. He could only hope that his worst fears would not be 
realized, but if so, he had made preparations.  

He noticed Naamah arrive, her slave walking behind her, eyes red from 
weeping. 

"She cries for Sariel? A slave?"  Azrael asked quietly, leaning in close to 
Semyaza. 

"He was kind to her," Semyaza replied, eyes scanning the far bank of the river. 

"We are becoming too dear to the hearts of men, Semyaza," Azrael said in 
frustration.  

"I thought that surely after centuries of being ignored, you would welcome 
being cherished by them," Semyaza replied.  

"By her," Semyaza added, nodding towards Naamah. 

Azrael shook his head angrily. 

"No!" Azrael snapped. "We will find our brother Sariel, and then we must 
return to our own habitation. We've been here too long. They're depending on 
us to stay, and I believe our brothers are also growing fond of a mortal life. The 
earth will not forget heaven anytime soon!" 

"Do you really think such a swift evacuation is wise? Would the Most High be 
pleased to bequeath our former glory to us again with our task here only 
partially completed?" 

"What would you have us do, then?" Azrael said stiffly. 

"Let time tell. Be patient." Semyaza said as soothingly as possible. 

"It may then be too late," Azrael said quietly. 

"Very well then," Semyaza replied, his voice calm. "We took an oath to do this 
together - whatever the result, whatever the consequences. Let's see it to its 
end - together." 

"I will not risk my brethren any longer on their behalf. We return Sariel to our 
fold, and we find a way back." 



"Are you sure you remember how to do so?" Semyaza said flatly. "You have 
not communed with your Creator for longer than any of us. Too important was 
your task here, even before coming." 

"Enough! Don't antagonize me!" Azrael pleaded. 

"Forgive me, Azrael," Semyaza replied, his tone apologetic. "I am with you, 
only offering my counsel." 

"I know." 

At that moment, Herabites emerged from the forests across the river. One old 
Herabite stood forward from the rest, his demeanor haughtily triumphant. He 
bore a shield with a large serpent painted on it. The Cainites realized who he 
must be - Herab, the Cainites' fiercest and longest enemy! 

They hissed their rage and hate at him. He only smiled and awkwardly bowed 
as if they were cheering his arrival. Then he raised his arms for silence, and 
only after several minutes did the Cainites begrudgingly comply. 

"Imposters from the sky!" Herab began. The Cainites raised an angry shout at 
that, drowning out his words. Semyaza signaled them to be silent, and Herab 
resumed his tirade.  

"I have been told that this is not your world and that you were never given 
permission to come among us. Rather, I have been told by my gods that you 
acted on your own accord." 

"Don't believe the words of demons, Herab. They will only lead to your 
destruction. What do you want?" Semyaza replied. 

"Leave us alone!" Herab shouted. "Leave us to finish our business between 
ourselves! If you honor my god's rightful claim to this city, he will not impede 
your return to your rightful home." 

Semyaza looked to Azrael. Azrael nodded. 

"We do not take orders from men!" Semyaza shouted. 

Semyaza's word echoed across the river and faded. Herab did not reply right 
away, but just smiled at them. Azrael breathed in, waiting for whatever Herab 
had coming for them next. 

"Why not?" Herab replied, in almost a whisper. He signaled to the forest 
behind him with his hand. 



"You bleed like men!" 

Herabites emerged from the jungle, yanking on massive ropes that were 
pulling on... Sariel.  

Azrael felt his body go icy cold as the angels and people around him gasped. 
Sariel was tied up with coil after coil of thick rope covered in bone shards that 
dug into his flesh, preventing him from fighting against his bonds. Rather, 
every move he made was made in extreme pain. 

His wounds were gaping and bleeding. He collapsed into the green grass on the 
riverbank as his captors yanked on the ropes again. 

"Where is the Almighty to defend his own sons?" Herab's voice boomed across 
the river. "They are mortal now..." 

Suddenly Azrael could sees into the supernatural realm around him. Moloch 
stood between Sariel and Herab. He was speaking the same words that Herab 
was. The voice of demon and human blended together as they finished their 
sentence. 

"...and we shall destroy them all!" 

Moloch's eyes bored into Azrael's as the vision faded. Azrael was left 
breathless in fear. 

He watched as Herab pulled a sword from his belt and walked over to Sariel. 
He lifted the sword high above Sariel's bent neck. Sariel didn't move, either he 
was too weak or in too much pain, but he was helpless to resist the blade 
above his head. 

"May my god be pleased with the blood of his enemy!" Herab screamed, and 
he brought the blade down with all his strength. 

All of Nod gasped in horror. 

But the blade stopped in midair. Inches above Sariel's flesh, the sword could go 
no further. Herab's eyes grew large and he pushed as hard as he could. The 
blade did not budge. 

A hush fell as all eyes turned to Azrael. His hand outstretched to his brother 
across the water, Azrael's eyes were shut tightly as he held the blade in place. 
Remembering how he had held back the beast the night before, he channeled 
every fiber of his being to direct that same power to stopping Herab's sword. 



Every particle of celestial power remaining in him was streaming out of him. He 
could feel it leaving him in shuddering waves. 

Azrael knew now that it was leaving him, and would not be replenished. He 
had broken his conduit to the power of heaven. All that was left was about to 
run out. And Nod saw the display of power that they had spent the whole night 
talking about. They were enthralled. 

But then Herab did something Azrael could not stop. He shouted for his men to 
help him. Only one stepped forward, but just one additional man was too 
much for Azrael. The Herabite solider stabbed Sariel in the side, withdrew his 
sword and held it poised to do the same again. 

"Release me! Or my men will kill him!" Herab shouted. 

Azrael let go. The sword fell from Herab's hands. He staggered back from 
Sariel, who was breathing raggedly.  

"I will not kill him today. But if you want him back, then come and claim him, 
false gods!" Herab shouted at them, whirling and disappearing into the forest. 

The Herabites dragged Sariel into the forest with them. 

Azrael felt as if he were going to faint. 

"What do we do?" Semyaza was asking him, hands shaking him. 

"Follow!" Azrael managed. Semyaza let go and began barking orders.  

"Assemble the army! All fighting men! This is what you've trained for!" 

Everything was a haze to Azrael. Any power left in him from heaven had been 
spent. He was truly a mortal now. He would have to be careful - no one could 
know the angels were powerless. They had an army of Cainites at their 
disposal. They would fight the Herabites and get Sariel back! 

 

  



Outpour 
Nod was in an uproar.  

Soldiers rushed to their posts, obeying Semyaza's orders to assemble to pursue 
the Herabites. The citizenry were shocked at what they had just witnessed - an 
angel had exhibited inhuman power, while yet another of his kind was 
brutalized and barely escaped execution. For mere mortals, the two extremes 
could not be reconciled.  

Enoch had seen everything they had seen, and Adam's prophecy rang in his 
head, "A messenger will come... but an enemy will also rise." What could it 
mean?  

Herab definitely had risen now to oppose not only the Cainites, but the angels 
and their message. His personal vendetta against Cain now included them. 
What had he said? "My god..." Herab must be aligned with the enemies of the 
angels in the supernatural realm. It was suddenly clear to Enoch that Herab's 
capture of Sariel could be more than simply an attempt to drive them away - it 
was an intentional step by Azrael's enemies to see the angels fall - to shed 
blood, to fall too far from heaven's favor to be welcome back again. 

The messenger could not fall!  

"Why couldn't you stop him?" Lamech was shouting. 

"We brought the the fight here and Moloch has responded in kind," Semyaza 
replied. 

"You can't leave the city undefended! Herab surely is prepared for your exodus 
just like last time!" Lamech said. 

"I know," Azrael interjected wearily. "But I swore an oath. No oath that 
proceeds from a heavenly being can be allowed to fail." 

"What if you do not return? What if you die?" Naamah's voice broke in. Azrael 
looked her earnestly. 

"Then I expect you can carry on the work I began here, so that we will not have 
perished in vain," Azrael replied gently. "Will you let the earth forget us? Will 
you let them forget what we did here? Will you let them forget Sariel's blood 
shed for you today?" 

Naamah nodded. 



"I will never let them forget." 

"Take our message throughout the world, take our memory!" Azrael begged 
them. "Those who do not bow, the sword will judge." 

"What does this mean?" Lamech interrupted, looking nervous after hearing 
Azrael's words to the two young people. 

"It means that Azrael has chosen the one who would replace us if we fall," 
Semyaza said curtly. 

"Semyaza, please stay here in Nod. I would not leave them completely alone."  

"Very well, I will remain with a small contingent of angels here. But I believe 
there is one yet who can be of service." 

Azrael looked around, and saw that Semyaza was nodding toward Tubal. Tubal 
was fighting internal fury to see Naamah honored above him, but he hid it with 
effort. 

"Tubal, the iron smith and fearless in battle!" Azrael said to him. "I go to regain 
my brother and destroy our enemies. Will you let this city fall, even if I take 
most of the army with me?" 

"The walls will stand even taller when you return, mighty one!" Tubal said, and 
as he did, he brought forth a long sword. It was twice as long as any of the new 
Cainite iron blades, and even Tubal's strong arms shook as he raised the tip to 
the sky. 

"I made this sword for the day angels would go to war." He offered the blade 
to Azrael. But Azrael shook his head. 

"No man's blood shall accuse me! I cannot accept!" 

"Then how will you fight?" 

"Why do I need a sword when I have a thousand swords to command?" Azrael 
pointed at the Cainite army already assembling in front of the drawbridge. 

 

 

A horse was brought for Azrael. The others said their farewells, but Semyaza 
came close to the bridle and held forth his arm to Azrael. They clasped 



forearms and did not speak for a long moment. They both knew how 
dangerous this mission would be, but that it had to be done. 

"Bring him back to us, Azrael," Semyaza said.  

"I will not leave one of our brothers here alone. I will bring him back or perish," 
Azrael replied grimly. Semyaza knew he meant every word. 

"And in your stead, you will relinquish Nod's guardianship to a girl?" Samyaza 
said quietly to Azrael. 

"Not just any girl." Azrael replied. Semyaza smiled through his grimness. 

"Heaven will be glad to see your face again after the centuries you have been 
here - in spirit and now in flesh. But do you really think she is strong enough? 
Would not one like Tubal be a more sure choice?" 

"I believe she is the one," Azrael said. "Tubal does not long to understand our 
heart like she does. He can be the force of strength that she will wield, but she 
will be the one to guide them upward. And knowing I believe in her - it gives 
her strength and resolve. She will continue what we have started here." 

"Very well," Semyaza replied. "I hope you are right." 

With that, Azrael rode away from him, meeting up with scores of mounted 
angels at the front of the Cainite army. They led them across the three 
drawbridges and the armored thousands disappeared into the forest. 

 

  



Slander 
"How can I be who he wants me to be?" Enoch heard Naamah say as they both 
watched the army leave the city. 

"You already are," Enoch replied. "And I think Azrael knows that more than 
most." 

"What do you mean? I'm trembling at the very thought! Tubal is angry, I know 
it. He was meant to lead our people, not some... some girl!" She replied, 
spitting out the final word as if it were a curse. 

"The night I first set eyes on... on Nod," Enoch said slowly. "I saw something 
that I never thought I would see. In spite of who her world told her she was, a 
girl stood up against all the might of her people in order to try save them. Your 
brother didn't see what I saw. If he had, he would know what I know... what 
Azrael knows - that you would rather face death than to see your people fall. 
And according to other stories, you would even fight for the dignity of a slave." 
Enoch nodded in Maori's direction. 

"No matter who told you to be quiet, you could not hold back from doing what 
was right," Enoch said earnestly. "That's who Azrael needs - someone who will 
not be like Cain. Someone who will do what is right, even when it hurts. Maybe 
you can't see yourself sitting upon that throne, but I can."  

Enoch couldn't see her face, her hair had fallen forward over her eyes. But he 
noticed the slight movements of her shoulders, and he knew she was weeping.  

"Are you all right?" He asked. She nodded, but didn't show her face. 

"Will you help me?" Her voice wavered as she asked. "I don't know who else I 
can trust if I'm alone. Please don't leave me too." 

Enoch's heart jumped into his throat. He was quiet, looking out over the 
massive expanse of the Euphrates river that separated him from the shores 
that would lead to his own village. He longed to return.  

"Bring them here!" Naamah said, reading his mind. 

Enoch laughed grimly. 

"I guarantee that I'm the only Sethite you will ever see remain willingly within 
these walls." 

"So you will not stay, even to help me?" 



"Would you leave your family unprotected here?" Enoch said. When she shook 
her head, he sighed. "Neither can I leave mine. I've been gone too long 
already, but the time is drawing near that I return as well. I'm sorry Naamah, I 
have no obligation to Nod." 

She composed herself, straightened her hair, and wiped her red eyes. She 
stared across the river in the direction that Azrael had left. When she spoke 
again, her voice was firm. 

"I won't be alone." And she left Enoch alone on the wall with the setting sun. 
The rest of Nod had returned to their evening rituals, but one Cainite had 
remained nearby. Enoch did not notice the hooded figure approaching him. 

"Do you hate me?"  

Enoch turned, surprised by the intrusion, but then even more surprised as the 
speaker lifted a ragged hood from his old, wrinkled, and marked face.  

Cain - the man who watched as his mother was slain. The man who had hacked 
his father's limbs to lifeless bits. Cain stood there, looking small and fragile, 
very unlike the memory seared into Enoch's mind from when he was a child. 

As much as Enoch tried, he could not reconcile the memory with the dirty old 
man standing before him now. Cain looked him directly in the eyes. There was 
still a fire there. 

"No," Enoch finally replied, turning away and looking back toward the river, 
which was now golden in the setting sun.  

Cain joined him in admiring the view, but Enoch noticed his eyes were fixed on 
the same point Naamah had last looked at - the point where the angels had 
vanished from sight into the forest. 

"Our new gods." Cain stared out over the river. Cain's words angered Enoch.  

"Servants ... Sons of God - not gods. They are called sons because they were 
made by God. He brought them forth, just as Adam was brought forth by God's 
own breath," Enoch said vehemently. "We do not worship them!" 

"Gods among men nonetheless," Cain said, shrugging. "As was I when the 
sound of my name made men tremble. But the earth is the realm where all 
gods fall from grace. What was great is made low, and what was worthy of 
adoration is ruined past redemption."    



Cain's candor was unnerving. Why had he come? 

"What do you want? Why do you tell me these things?" Enoch asked 
nervously. 

"Here, their goodness may not prove eternal." Cain replied. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Didn't you hear Herab's words today?" Cain replied. "They came of their own 
will, to perform their own will among us." 

"Lies!" Enoch practically shouted. "Herab is your mortal enemy! You would 
believe his lies?" 

"Tell me, from the stories Seth told you," Cain replied. "Would this be the first 
time mankind was deceived by an angel?" 

Enoch did not answer. He remembered very well the story of how one of the 
greatest angels in heaven lusted after God's throne. There had been a terrible 
war in heaven... But this was very different! How dare Cain compare Azrael to 
the prince of darkness?  

Enoch didn't trust himself to talk. He was certain that, although disposed and 
cast out as Nod's leader, Cain was not an enemy he wanted to have. Enoch 
turned his back on the old man, and leaped down from the wall. 

"They've gone too far!" Cain shouted after him. "They've taken things not 
theirs for the taking. There will be consequences!"  

Cain watched Enoch disappear into the tangle of mud huts that was Nod. 

"And you  Enoch are going to reveal their true nature to the world." 

 

  



Iron 
Mounted on the finest horses in Nod, Azrael and his band of angels led the 
Cainite army at a run into the depths of the forest - treading slowly would only 
prolong the inevitable ambush that lay in wait for them around any leafy 
corner of the wooded path. 

They had just watched one of their own brothers tortured and disgraced. They 
could not wait to unleash the freshly armed and trained Cainite army upon the 
perpetrators. Although they didn't intend to deploy the force so soon, or plan 
to ride at it's head, they were confident they would be victorious. 

The possibility of defeat did not enter their minds, and Azrael knew the 
location of the ambush as soon as he laid eyes on it.  

For several hours, the terrain had become more and more mountainous. They 
had passed through several valleys and canyons that the soldiers had nervously 
entered, thinking them perfectly good places for Herab to stage his ambush. 
But Azrael had not even slowed through them - he knew Herab would not 
choose these locations.  

First, they were still too close to Nod. Herab would want to draw them as far 
away from Nod as possible - easy retreat would be impossible, and Herab 
would have more ability to inflict maximum damage on the fleeing Cainites as 
he had before. Or, if the Herabites were forced to retreat, the closer they were 
to their home, they could quickly fade into the mountains and fly along the 
familiar footpaths back to their own caverns to mount a strong defense. 

Also, Azrael didn't expect that Herab would choose the deepest canyon for his 
attack. He would choose a place that didn't look so threatening. Coming out of 
a dark canyon, the soldiers would relax their guard, rushing forward with less 
caution, and be looking ahead to the more threatening-looking rocky cliffs still 
ahead.  

When he saw the green valley with only a few jagged rocks overhanging the 
path, and the faces of the soldiers behind him lightened in relief, Azrael halted 
for the first time in their breakneck march. 

Although it was true that this valley held Herab's intended ambush, Herab had 
also been advised by Moloch that Azrael would probably detect it, and that 
much of their attack should focus on the area just before the valley itself.  



It was a harder area to attack - the forest clumped thickly and steeply here, 
and twisted back and forth to follow the contour of two intersecting hills. 
Herab had been sure that spreading his force out to include this part of the 
path was unnecessary. But Moloch had insisted. 

And as Herab watched from the foliage high above the approaching Cainite 
force, he saw Azrael stop at the exact place Moloch had said he would. 

"Right again," Herab breathed. 

The moment Azrael's horse stopped, a volley of arrows and heavy stones was 
launched from the forested hillsides onto the Cainite ranks below. 

Azrael raised his hand to signal that the army should prepare to defend 
themselves, but the signal was only seen by a few, thanks to the winding path 
reducing visibility along the line of soldiers. The arrows and stones - silently 
launched - landed among the ranks, and their arrival was greeted with screams 
of pain and fear.  

From the silent forest, death descended upon the Cainite army. And the 
Herabite war cry rose - and the battle drums pounded their bloodlust beat. 

Confusion reigned among the ranks. These Cainites, although newly trained 
and armed by angels, still remembered the last Herabite ambush and barely 
surviving with their lives.Each man shielded himself, trying desperately to see 
which direction the projectiles were coming from. In their terror, they forgot 
all their new training. 

"Curse them! They are weak!" An angel said, disgust lining his tone. He sat still 
and calm on his horse near Azrael. Arrows were directed at the angels, but 
they seemed to know when to duck, when to lean out of the way - as if by 
instinct. While men cowered, the angels held their heads high, their backs 
straight, disdaining the attack upon them. 

"We came to remind them how to live and how to fight, not how to die," 
Azrael shouted, forcing his snorting steed into a gallop. "Follow me! Get them 
up! Get them together!" 

He raced along the forest path, the other angels following. All along the line, 
they admonished the Cainites.  

"Stand now! Stand together!" 

"Remember you are taught by the angels of heaven to war!" 



"Cower not like dogs, stand like men and take your vengeance!" 

"Flee from fear. Forever forward!" Azrael cried, circling around the rear of the 
line, and galloping forward again. The Cainites formed their ranks  and locked 
shields above their heads, as they had been taught in their battle training. Iron 
shield locked with iron shield one by one - the sound drove out the feeling of 
terror - they wear fighting together today. 

The iron serpent followed in Azrael's wake. When they reached the valley, they 
split into two parallel waves, barreling over the valley rim and driving out the 
Herabites laying in wait for them.  

Azrael stopped his horse suddenly, waving the Cainites forward. 

"No blood can be on our hands, brothers!" He shouted.  

The angels halted their horses just before reaching the Herabite lines, letting 
the Cainites pour around them and engage the enemy.   

"What of Sariel's blood?" An angel asked, eyeing the Herabites fiercely. 

"We swore to do this together," Azrael replied. "That we would all return when 
our task was complete. We're almost there. If the blood of any man can accuse 
us, then we are all lost. It's what our enemy wants. It's why he brought us here. 
Don't you see?" With that, Azrael rode away from them, urging the Cainites 
forward. 

The angels looked from one to another uneasily. 

"He won't forget his oath," One of them finally said, and then they rode off to 
support the Cainite offensive. 

Herabite arrows were no match for the new iron armor, shields and helmets 
the Cainites wore. Herabite bronze swords were like fighting with children's 
toys. Herab's carefully planned ambush was discomfited, and the Herabites 
hastily made their retreat to their home in the mountain caves. 

 

 

Herab was in shock. The angels had driven him from his victory in Nod. Now 
they had armed and inspired the Cainites to fight together without Cain's name 
to drive them. And they were coming for blood. 



Herab put his rage behind him. He wasn't finished with the Cainites or angels 
yet. 

As he entered the caves his people called home, he signaled to his men. 

"Prepare him." 

 

Premonition 
It was time. Enoch felt uneasy. He could feel that things he didn't understand 
were spiraling out of control, and he decided it was time that he extracted 
himself from whatever was coming before it was too late. 

He had gone to Nod as Seth had wished him to, although not in the way Seth 
had imagined. He had witnessed Heaven's messengers descend upon the earth 
- never would the reverberations of their coming dissipate in the memory or 
mankind, of that he was certain. He has heard their message - the world must 
remember their place in creation, and embrace their submission to heaven's 
rule. Resistance and arrogance among mankind needed to be stamped out if 
peace and harmony would have a chance to be achieved.  

The angels didn't have much time. Enoch knew that from their own admission. 
Herab had accused them of being renegade in their coming to earth, but Enoch 
knew that was a lie. Why would angels give up so much, risk so much, just to 
instruct a disobedient and obstinate race of inferior beings? Herab's 
accusations didn't add up. 

But Enoch knew their time was short. Whatever mission they had been 
assigned, it was not supposed to last indefinitely. Azrael had selected Naamah 
as Cain's successor. Enoch sighed. He wished he could stay and help her. But if 
he did, who would help his own people? His grandfather and father? He longed 
to return to them, find them wherever they had taken refuge after the Cainite 
attack, and finally take them to Eden.  

Even if Nod would be ruled by Naamah, there was still Tubal who would be 
leading their armies. And Enoch didn't want to be anywhere near Nod while 
Tubal had such power.  

He longed to learn more from the angels. He felt as if he had only just begun to 
absorb their knowledge and wisdom. But now it seemed impossible. Their time 



was short, and now one of their own had been ruthlessly taken in a ploy to 
destroy them. 

It all unnerved him. It didn't feel right, and he couldn't put his finger on any 
one thing that was wrong. It just all added up to the sensation of an impending 
horror that he was too blind or too stupid to see.  

And so he wanted out. He had had enough of the city. The bloodline of Cain 
had only caused him and his family pain. He had lived among them for the last 
several weeks, willing to put the past behind him for the sake of the angels. 
And even for Naamah's sake.  

She was unlike anyone he had ever met. Even in his own village, he had been 
the odd one - always dreaming of life beyond the next mountain, and always 
eager to understand humanity's place among the stars, and desperate to know 
the Creator of the stars and His purpose for their existence. Naamah was a 
kindred spirit. They shared the thirst to know what lay beyond. 

He had endured the filth of Nod for her too. Leaving Nod would mean leaving 
her - probably the closest thing to a true friend he had ever had. Secretly, he 
had entertained thoughts of inviting her to come with him, of leaving Nod 
behind when the angels departed, and going with him to uncover whatever 
was left in the land of Eden far up the Euphrates river. He thought of getting 
her out of the oppressiveness of the island city she had never left, and they 
could discover the world together. 

And then, she had been appointed by Azrael to lead her people in his place. 
And any hopes Enoch had harbored had been instantly and silently 
extinguished. But he knew it was how it must be - only Naamah would fight for 
her people and her faith. She was the messenger her people needed. 

Enoch had started gathering his things in his quarters, as he had made up his 
mind to escape the city that very night. But that last thought stilled his busy 
hands.  

"To Nod I will send my messenger..." He wondered if the interpretation of 
these words could include Naamah also taking up Azrael's responsibilities. Was 
Azrael the one to bring the message and Naamah the one who would preserve 
the message. 

Enoch trembled at the thought - Naamah could very possibly be part of the 
fulfillment of Adam's prophetic vision! 



A quiet knock on the door of his quarters drove the thought from his mind as if 
someone had literally pounded on his door. He wondered who might be 
knocking so late. 

He wasn't expecting it to be Cain. The old man entered his small, dimly-lit 
room and removed his hood. Enoch's one candle cast just enough light across 
the old man's wrinkled face for Enoch to see the infamous mark there. 

"What do you want?" Enoch asked stiffly. 

"What can any disposed monarch long for? His home back." Cain said, a sly 
smile on his lips. "I know that the angels have other plans in mind for my old 
throne - I'm rather surprised they haven't sat in that seat themselves, but 
perhaps a case could be made that they have figuratively done so more 
effectively than I ever did so in reality." 

"What of... your granddaughter?" Enoch managed, dreading Cain's reply. 

"You don't need to fear me, boy. At least, not anymore. And you need not fear 
for her. I tried to kill her once. It was a mistake only divine intervention saved 
me from committing." 

"But she is to lead Nod when the angels are gone. That's what they said." 

"And she will, when she is ready," Cain said earnestly. "The angels have taught 
me many things as well as the rest of you. Unquestioned for centuries of rule, I 
languished and withered. Their coming and usurpation of my rule has made 
me realize how much I love my people. I cannot let them go. I will not die 
crownless."  

Enoch was quiet. He was afraid. Cain should not be telling him about a plot to 
take back control of Nod. Why would he trust a Sethite with such a tale, if that 
Sethite were not an accomplice, or disposable... or both? Neither option was 
comforting. 

Cain laughed, realizing how Enoch was feeling. 

"I had always planned for another to take my place. If both brother and sister 
lead my people when I am gone, I can die a happy man. But not all is what it 
seems, and I fear that their future may be in grave danger. You'll understand 
the wisdom of what I say." 

Cain held out a long, dark cloak to Enoch. Enoch recognized the style of 
garment. 



"This is a Watcher's cloak," he said in surprise. 

"You'll need it where we're going," Cain replied, nodding. He wasn't smiling 
anymore. 

"You want me to follow you?" Enoch said. Cain nodded once more. 

"No. I can't. I'm leaving!" Enoch said, exasperated, pointing to the bag on his 
mat. 

"I see," Cain replied. "I understand. This isn't your people, it's not your fight." 

"That's right." 

"But you do want to understand why the angels came, do you not? To 
comprehend their real message for mankind? This is what I will show you - the 
truth they have kept from you. From everyone! And then you can be on your 
way, I won't stop you. I promise." 

"How can I trust you?" 

"If you leave Nod, I don't need to fear that you will betray my plans, do I?" Cain 
said, again offering him the cloak. 

Enoch took it. 

 

  



Pyre 
The aurora quivered in shuddering waves across the night sky as the sun left. 
High above the Cainite forces still arriving in place, Herab's mountain was a 
dark outline against the pulsing celestial greens. 

The aurora was visible almost every night in this part of the antediluvian world. 
Azrael knew there was a perfectly good reason why such beauty was visible in 
the mortal realm, but each time he saw it, it reminded him of the sights his 
angelic vision had gazed upon - the full spectrum of light had been open to 
their eyes. Space - rather than being a dark expanse - was a rapturous ocean of 
light. 

Now, he stood below Herab's mountain. The cool, wet air of the night was 
soothing on his aching muscles. He was thirsty, and hungry. Without the the 
attentive services of Zillah's slaves, the angels easily forgot about their mortal 
needs until hunger pains overtook them, or their voices were hoarse from 
dehydration. Expelling excrement had been an awkward learning experience. 

Azrael knew his brother was up there. And now he was almost willing just to 
give Herab what he wanted if it meant Sariel would rejoin them. He could not 
risk losing another of his brethren. To them he owed everything, and for their 
sakes he must honor his oath - "To do this, we leave our own immortality 
behind. We will have to earn it back, as men. But united, we will be victorious 
over our enemies, and return to heaven as heroes! Let nothing come between 
us, above all else! Our loyalty is not to the people of earth, but to each other."  

It was time to leave this earth. They had successfully given the Cainites the 
tools and training needed to not only defend themselves, but to take holy war 
throughout the wicked nations of the earth if called upon to do so.  

Never would mankind forget that there was a day when heaven visited the 
earth. Such an event could never be erased from song or story as generation 
followed generation. Their coming, although their task incomplete, would be 
the impetus for others to finish their work. 

In spite of his resolution and longing to return to the safety of the spiritual 
realm, the thought of leaving Naamah almost made him sick. She was strong, 
but still, she was only a girl. Azrael vowed that once departed from the mortal 
realm, he would never leave her - defending her and guiding her every 
moment of every day. He knew he should go report to Heaven's throne - he 
was centuries overdue. But although he would not admit it to himself, he 



feared that God would give him the rebuke he was due, and give him another 
assignment. He couldn't risk being reassigned.  

And he was sure she would take his mandate seriously. Perhaps she would 
appoint one as Enoch as an adviser. Perhaps they would eventually... marry. 

Azrael was overcome with a paralyzing feeling at the thought. Never before 
had his mortal body reacted so strongly to something going on in his mind. 
What could it be? He was filled with revulsion, desperate anxiety, and a touch 
of rage... Could he be experiencing jealousy? 

"Look Azrael! A flame on the mountain!" One of his comrades shouted. Azrael 
shook off the confusing thoughts and snapped to the present, looking upward. 
Sure enough, a fire was visible high on the top of a steep rocky cliff. 

Azrael looked around in the darkness. The aurora cast enough light to indicate 
that their entire force had gathered here now. They needed to rest after a long 
day's march and already one battle. Azrael had a feeling he was going to pick a 
fight. Herab had a secure and familiar position. His enemies were tired. It was 
to Herab's advantage to goad the Cainites into attacking. Azrael didn't have to 
wonder long how he planned to do so. 

Herab appeared high above them, standing beside the fire, which now that 
they had a human body to compare the scale to, they could see was a roaring 
pyre - the flames easily rose twice as high as Herab's head. It cast flickering red 
light across the mountain face. 

Herab looked down on them. Although his features were too small to make out 
at this distance for the Cainites, the angels had much keener eyesight. Azrael 
could see Herab's every expression clearly. And what he saw filled him with 
dread. 

Herab was glad to see them. Herab was delighted to welcome them. Herab had 
planned and waited for this moment for a long time. His lifelong obsession had 
been Cain's downfall. In his moment of triumph, the Watchers had interfered. 
For daring to meddle, Herab intended they would pay dearly. 

"Bring out our brother!" An angel called out, his strong voice thundering and 
echoing in the dark valley. "And we will depart this world." 

Herab just chuckled. The Cainites murmured uneasily.  



"I will bring him forth, but before doing so, I have something to tell you." Herab 
said. 

"Speak, and be quick about it!" Azrael shouted.  

"Ah, Azrael, the protector of Nod. How greatly have you failed, and how little 
do you know it," Herab replied. "My gods have told me much about you. And 
they have given me words that I swore to repeat to you now." 

Herab straightened, forcing his old bones to stand as tall and regal as possible. 

"By saving Nod from one who would pillage their city and abuse the people 
contained therein, you have brought another one who will violate them and 
use Nod to fulfill all their sinful lusts." 

"Of whom do you speak? Who will destroy Nod because of my actions?" Azrael 
shouted angrily. 

"Of whom I speak, I know not. My gods were adamant that I should not know. 
They did not wish to endanger the new fall of Nod they foresaw. For my part, I 
am content to know that although it was not my hand that brought about pain 
to my enemies, but that you, their savior would unwittingly do so."  

Azrael whirled to his brothers.  

"What could he mean? Is there another army advancing upon Nod in our 
absence? Has Adam raised up Eden against Cain?" 

The angels did not answer him.  Azrael was confused - they would not look him 
in the eye. . 

"Do you know what Herab is talking about?" 

"So you still do not know of their betrayal," Herab shouted down, laughing. 
"You truly have lost every power that would have unveiled it to you. By taking 
on mortal form to save Nod, you have ensured it's fall." 

Azrael turned his face upward. He realized that he was just an audience 
member, Herab was a puppet on a stage, and that Moloch was saying all the 
words and pulling all the strings. Azrael decided he would not play anymore. If 
the show went on, he would burn down the theater on the heads of its 
participants. 



"Silence, slave of the serpent. I will never doubt or forsake my brethren, no 
matter what lies you spew forth. And you have one of them. Bring him out, and 
you will never see us again." 

Herab looked down upon them in a long moment of silence.  

"Then come claim him," Herab said, making a signal with his hand. 

There was a loud crack and the sound of ropes snapping under tremendous 
strain. 

And Sariel appeared within the illumination of the fire's light - strapped to a 
massive wooden beam that was falling forward toward the fire itself. This 
whole time, the beam had been held out of sight with long ropes and straps. 
Now, the beam was released, and fell forward, Sariel's helpless body 
descending towards the raging flames. 

The angels cried out in unison. As one, they reached forth their hands toward 
their brother. 

The angels held the beam in mid-air, suspending Sariel perilously over the fire.  

 

 

 

  



Uncovered 
Quickly and silently, Cain led Enoch through the winding staircases and long 
halls of the citadel. Enoch's feeling of dread grew with every step, but there 
was no turning back now. 

Entering the throne room, Cain stepped behind the throne and pressed on the 
stones in the floor in two places. To Enoch's surprise, the stone gave way 
without a sound. What looked to be a massive floor-stone, was actually a 
relatively thin trap door that revealed a narrow stairway.  

Cain stepped back, and motioned Enoch to descend into the darkness. 

"What is this place?" Enoch asked. 

"In the years past, I had many secret passages placed throughout the citadel. 
Their location and existence were known only to me. I put to death those who 
built them." 

"And now you reveal your secrets to a Sethite?" 

"The angels knew of every passage the day they arrived. I have no secrets 
anymore." 

"What will I find down there?" 

"Truth." 

"Should I be afraid?" 

"Truth is always dangerous. You should know that more than most. But 
without truth, real freedom is not possible. If you want answers to the 
questions that plague you - don't deny it, I know you wrestle with what you 
cannot reconcile in your mind - then this is the path you must take." 

Enoch gritted his teeth, and walked down the steps. There was barely room to 
move.  

"How will I know the way?" Enoch asked, just before Cain closed the trap door 
above him. 

"Follow the others," Cain said, closing Enoch into the passage.  

"What others?" But Cain was gone, and Enoch was alone in the dark. He could 
see the steps at his feet. Slits in the walls somehow let in light from the 
outside, just enough to be sure of one's footing. 



He quietly made his way down the stair until it ended in a slightly larger 
passageway. He stopped here, unsure if he should go right or left. With no 
clues as to the direction he should take, he was considering going back up the 
stairs and leaving the whole mystery behind him.  

But instead of retracing his steps, he remained, waiting.  

His patience was suddenly rewarded. A figure dressed as he was, in angelic 
robes, passed by him in the passageway. The figure moved so silently, Enoch 
could have sworn he was gliding. Then another passed a moment later. Then 
another, and another and another. 

Enoch stepped into the passageway, following. Were the others angels, or men 
dressed as angels? Enoch couldn't tell, but he was certain that they were 
angels. They moved as angels, and had the strong physical builds of the angels. 

The passageway wound from right to left several times before spilling out into 
an underground chamber several times larger than Enoch's hut in the forest. 
The angels around him stood quietly - not one turned to the other or made any 
sound. 

At the other side of the chamber were two large wooden doors. They were 
shut, but golden light leaked around their edges. Whatever lay on the other 
side of the doors was brightly lit in comparison to the dimness of the room 
they now stood in. 

Enoch thought he heard the plucking of a stringed instrument, and maybe a 
flute. But the sounds were so faint, he couldn't tell if they were real or if his 
mind was playing tricks on him. 

He wondered how long they were going to stand there. Not moving, not 
speaking.  

More hooded figures joined them, until at least twenty filled the small space. 
Enoch made space for others, and unobtrusively settled back into a dark 
corner. Whatever happened next, he wasn't sure he wanted to be in the center 
of the action. From here, he could observe and determine his next course of 
action. 

He couldn't imagine what could bring them all here. It could only be some 
common agreement, vow, or purpose. There was no discussion among them. 
They stood at attention, so it was clear that this was not some activity they 
took casually. Perhaps it was something serious - maybe an angelic ritual they 



were obliged to make? But why would Cain be so interested in his seeing 
something like that?  

Unless they were here to do something that they would rather keep secret. 
That would also explain the secrecy, the hoods, the underground chamber. 
Cain himself had said that he alone knew of these passages until the angels 
had arrived. Secret paths would be no secrets to angels that had seen 
everything from their own realm.  

One more figure joined the group, striding swiftly into the chamber and 
passing through the angels to stand before the two doors. He turned to the 
other angels, lowering his hood. Enoch saw his face - it was definitely Semyaza. 

Semyaza surveyed the assembly. 

"We meet again brethren. As we partake of those things for so many years 
denied us, let us not forget all our other brothers who do not have such 
privileges tonight. And most of all, let us remember our beloved Sariel. May he 
return to us and to his beloved soon." 

Semyaza continued speaking, but Enoch was trying to wrap his head around 
what he had just said - to his beloved? Who could Semyaza be speaking of? 
Was he referring to the angels return to heaven? Did angels have loved ones 
on the other side? It didn't seem likely with what he already knew about them. 

"...when he returns, I will tell him of our vision here. He will not forsake his 
oath to us." Semyaza was saying. Enoch could only guess he was talking about 
Azrael, he had missed several sentences.  

Semyaza turned to the doors in front of them. He placed a hand on the latch. 
Before opening the doors, he turned and spoke one last sentence to them all. 

"This moment is for you, not for anyone else. Take that which you have 
earned!" 

Semyaza threw the doors open and the angels rushed forward. Enoch was half-
blinded by the light, although not overly bright, his eyes had become so 
adjusted to the darkness of the chamber that the new light seemed as bright 
as the sun. 

Now he could clearly hear the music of a flute and several stringed 
instruments. He trailed the angels, a hand over his eyes as he strained to see. 



The music was soothing and welcoming and warm. An almost pungent sweet 
scent hit his nostrils, and he almost sneezed.  

He recovered his breath, and by now his eyes could withstand the firelight 
from an illumined and much larger and luxuriously furnished chamber that lay 
beyond the doors.  

Women approached the angels, taking their cloaks from them, tossing them 
aside. And then Enoch saw something he couldn't understand at all. 

Semyaza kissed one of the women. She looked familiar, but he couldn't place 
her right away. She was adorned like a princess - her cheeks were colored, her 
hair immaculately styled. She was clothed in the finest cloth usually only 
reserved for members of Zillah's household.  

It was then that he recognized her - she was a lowly citadel slave of no 
importance. He himself had seen her countless times as she served food and 
drink, or scrubbed floors. Lately, she had been Semyaza's constant companion 
throughout his tasks in the city.  

Before Enoch's eyes, the other angels and women embraced as well. It was 
obvious with how quickly the kissing turned into more that this was not the 
first meeting of such a kind for either party.  

Enoch stepped back into the shadows and fled as fast as he safely could. He 
had seen enough. 

The bastions of absolute moral impeccability were secretly hiding from all of 
Nod their own hypocrisy - that they also lusted for that which was forbidden 
and had taken it for their own. 

Enoch ran, hoping that he had understood Semyaza correctly - Azrael was not 
aware of what they were involved with. Semyaza was going to tell him, and 
they hoped he would join them. 

Enoch swore to himself that he would do everything in his power to prevent 
that from happening. 

Then Enoch realized he was being pursued... 

 

---- 



Hence also certain of the angels, refusing to submit themselves to the 
commandment of God, resisted His will... sought their felicity in intercourse 
with the daughters of men, and thus brought on themselves the merited award 
of the punishment of eternal fire. 

Archelaus (3rd Century) 

The Acts of the Disputation with the Heresiarch Manes, Chapter XXXII   

 

Blood 
Herab froze. Moloch had told him to show the world that the angels were no 
greater than mortals and not to be feared, even if they truly were from 
another world beyond the sky. 

But he couldn't believe what he was seeing. From the base of the mountain, a 
band of angels were somehow projecting enough unseen force to keep Sariel 
from falling into the fire. If not gods, who could they be? 

He realized that it didn't matter to him who they were, who had sent them, or 
what powers they may have. They were the ones who had prevented him from 
finally partaking in his vengeance on Cain - the vengeance that Moloch 
promised him if he could only see this to the end. 

Hate forced his body forward.  

"The sacrifice must be consumed! It is the god's demand!" His warriors 
followed. 

 

 

"Azrael! We can't hold it any longer!" An angel shouted at Azrael.  

Azrael saw the anguish on Sariel's face. The heat from the flames below him 
were enough to begin searing his flesh - the flesh he had taken upon himself in 
order to follow Azrael in his quest to reclaim Nod for the faithful. How had it 
come to this? 

Azrael knew. He had deceived himself that by taking matters into his own 
hands, he could control the outcome - that by entering this world, mankind 
would submit to his word. Little had he thought how his enemies would 



respond. By entering this world, they were bound by its rules, and it was a 
fallen world, the world of Moloch's master.  

Was blood the only way forward? If the blood of man fell to the ground by 
their hands, Azrael knew that their hope to return home would be slim. But he 
had sworn an oath to his brothers - no matter the consequences, they would 
do this together.  

Azrael couldn't resist any longer. It was all or nothing. Together in victory or 
defeat. 

"For Sariel!" He screamed.  

"For Sariel!" The others took up the call, and surged up the mountainside. 

"Forward to battle! We take the mountain now!" An angel shouted to the 
Cainite army. 

The angels bounded  up the slope as if released from a cannon. They had been 
held back long enough. Azrael remained at the mountain's base, holding the 
beam from falling with the last remaining sliver of strength within him. 

The Herabites had prepared for their assault. Massive rocks and tree trunks 
were suddenly launched from the cliff faces and rained down around them. 
The angels avoid them agilely, leaping out of the way from ledge to ledge like 
possessed panthers, ever ascending in spite of the deluge of missiles.  

But the advancing Cainite army was not so nimble, and the rolling rocks and 
spinning trunks burst through their ranks with devastating effect. Swaths were 
wiped out completely. Their new armor and weapons were no match for such 
missiles.  

But the angels didn't even look back at the mortals left in their wake, perishing 
by the hundreds. Their eyes were on Sariel alone. 

And Herab saw them coming for him.  

With his sword, he slashed at the ropes that bound Sariel to the beam, but he 
wasn't able to get in a solid blow - the heat was too great. In terrible pain, 
Herab stumbled backward. But one rope was cut halfway through, and under 
the withering heat, snapped. The angel's body jerked closer to the flames.  

The Watchers saw.  They raced upward in a frenzy. They had almost reached 
the cliff where Sariel was. 



Herab threw himself back towards Sariel. The flames licked his face, but he did 
not retreat from them this time. He frantically hacked at the ropes binding 
Sariel.  

Herab's clothes caught fire, but he did not stop. Just as the first angel crested 
the cliff and dodged the volley of arrows directed at him by the waiting 
warriors, Herab severed the last rope. 

Azrael screamed as Sariel fell into the inferno, his bindings preventing him 
from any resistance. 

The beam fell to one side and Azrael collapsed to his knees. In a fog, he 
watched as a Watcher seized a sword, ran it through Herab and flung the man 
from the cliff. His body bounced down the rocky slope like a rag doll and 
stopped at Azrael's feet, his eyes blank, and his blood gushing into the soil.  

An angel had just taken a human life.  

Azrael rose. Maybe Sariel still could be saved. 

The Watchers tried to draw Sariel out of the flames, but the heat was too 
great.  

Suddenly, Sariel's flaming form rose from the pyre.  

"Help me!" He cried. 

The Watchers were frozen with horror. Sariel was beyond saving. He was 
dying. He wasn't asking to be saved, but for an end to his pain - pain he never 
would have felt if he hadn't followed... 

"FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE! PLE..." 

A sword flew through the air, piercing his chest. Sariel fell backward into the 
fire, silenced.  

The angels whirled to see who had thrown it. Azrael stood there, trembling. He 
sank to the ground and wailed without shame.  

As for his brethren, they reacted differently. As one, they stormed the caves, 
seizing any weapons they could find to use against the Herabites.  

Screaming began in the darkness of the caves. Azrael stared into the blackness. 
His brothers were wreaking vengeance on the Herabites for their loss. And he 
didn't want them to stop. 



The remaining Cainites were withdrawing from the mountain in terror. The 
battle was over, but the carnage was just beginning. 

Azrael fled, weeping for his brother. Weeping for all his brothers. He had no 
sorrow for himself.  

 

Dawn 
Enoch fled through Nod's dark streets until he was sure his pursuers had lost 
his trail. Staying obscured in dark alleys, he made his way toward the mountain 
where he knew he could find Caleb and tell him what he discovered. As he 
walked, he tried to wrap his brain around what he had just seen. 

Physical intimacy among the Sethites had always been regarded as a holy and 
sacred thing. Following the example of Adam and Eve in Eden, people believed 
the act was the joining of two different people into one body - the physical 
consummation of the marriage vows of two people uniting together for the 
remainder of their lives.  

"...and the two are united into one." 

For this purpose it had been made. And for this purpose, it was not sinful, 
rather it was a gift from God. The tribes - even the Cainites - generally 
respected this as a morally accepted rule publicly, however much they abused 
it in private. It was common knowledge (although none dared to speak of it 
aloud) that Cain's slave girls were his own vast harem for indulging in as he 
pleased.  

Lamech had publicly challenged tradition by marrying a second wife, Zillah. As 
the fear of Adam's God faded, so did people's objections for what was 
acceptable. They who could do as they pleased, did so. 

It was a pleasure bequeathed to mankind, but that was apparently desired by 
others to whom it was not given.  

That angels were partaking in this pleasure for themselves was shocking for a 
couple reasons. They were hiding it from everyone, including their leader 
Azrael. This immediately showed they knew they were in violation of what was 
right. They wren't taking the women as wives - it was simply for the sake of 
indulgence in the pleasure itself. They were not following the form established 
by God in Eden in the beginning. But instead of restraining their desires and 



honoring the moral code they were sworn to, they chose to fulfill their lusts in 
secret.  

Secondly, Enoch highly doubted that such pleasures were intended for angels, 
even if they had followed the correct form. Azrael had repeatedly insisted that 
they needed to return to their rightful habitation as swiftly as they could. He 
was determined to leave as few marks upon mankind as possible - he wouldn't 
even lift a sword to defend himself. He wouldn't risk shedding human blood. 
Surely, they could assume the form of mortal men, giving up their celestial 
power, and as Sariel had shown, even bleed. But to partake in pleasures given 
to mankind to share in the bonds of the marriage vow... They had to be in 
absolute violation of their mandate. 

But how had they managed to keep it secret? Yet Cain knew of it? Unless he... 
at first, Enoch could not accept the thought that had occurred to him, but the 
more he thought about it, he realized it must be true.  

Cain had anticipated their fall if the right circumstances were made. Put chaste 
angels in close, constant contact with beautiful female slaves trained in the art 
of pleasure-giving... He wanted them to fall. Their fall would mean he might be 
able to wrest control back from them once the people learned of their 
hypocrisy. Cain had prepared the way. Had the angels intended to do this very 
act, or had their original intentions been as noble as they claimed? Enoch could 
not know. 

Angels - messengers of God - had deceived them all. They had sinned, and they 
hoped Azrael would join them. And they probably knew who had discovered 
their secret. Enoch had little hope they hadn't recognized him.  

He had to leave as soon as possible. He feared how far Semyaza would go to 
protect his secret from the people. Finally, his time to leave Nod had come for 
sure. 

They had to warn Azrael. The messenger must not fall!  

 

The mountain was in front of him. The first rays of morning had just touched 
its summit. Dawn was here. All he needed to do was ascend and inform Caleb 
what he discovered, and he knew he would never need to return to Nod again. 
He would find his father, his grandfather and whoever was left of the Sethite 



tribe and travel up the Euphrates in search of the Land of Eden. Nod would 
soon be a distant memory, its bitterness fading year by year. 

"I've learned here how to protect my people," Enoch whispered to himself. 
"It's time to take them to Eden before a heavenly war breaks out in Nod, which 
will surely happen when Azrael discovers their sin." 

But he stopped. He realized that if he left now, he was leaving Naamah to deal 
with the fallout when it came. Azrael had asked her to lead her people. Enoch 
was sure she would do her best - but what might happen if Azrael returned to 
Nod to deal with his comrades, and the whole city turned against him? What if 
war broke out? Angel fighting angel? What would become of Nod?  

Enoch realized this is exactly why Cain had let him in on the secret. Cain knew 
Enoch's first reaction would be to tell Azrael of their sins. Azrael would return - 
a confrontation would ensue. Cain hoped that the results would be opportune 
for his return to the throne. 

But what would become of her? Naamah? 

Azrael and Naamah against them all? Azrael and Naamah... 

Then it struck him. Azrael cared for Naamah deeply. What if she would be his 
undoing? Seeing his brothers taking women for their own pleasure, Azrael 
might falter in his resolve, and extend his own hand to the woman that already 
held his heart? Even if Azrael returned to deal with his brothers, he may fall for 
her at last. 

Enoch was sure this was Semyaza's own hope - offer Naamah to Azrael, and he 
will be compelled to join us! And although Enoch believed Azrael would refuse 
the offer, so far everything was going according to Semyaza's plan - nothing 
had happened to derail it. 

Nod was blissfully ignorant. Naamah didn't know. And the angels would ensure 
they didn't know until the time was right for their own advantage. 

None of them knew, expect Enoch. And Enoch knew what he had to do. He 
knew it meant risking his life, and maybe destroying any chance he had to 
return to his father and grandfather.  

But someone had to disrupt it all.  Someone had to make a stand. 

He turned his back on the mountain. He said a prayer for his father as he raced 
down the streets bathed in morning light.  



--- 

 

"Therefore a man shall leave his father and his mother and hold fast to his wife, 
and they shall become one flesh." Genesis 2:24   

 

 

 

Lamb 
The horn of Nod was sounding, and people were streaming towards the arena. 

About to start their work on the mountain, Caleb, Jehuda and their 
companions paused in their morning meal to look towards the sound. Caleb 
nodded to Jehuda, who left the group to spy out what was happening in the 
city. He made his way around the guards easily. 

 

 

Semyaza exited the citadel, his contingent of angels and slaves scurrying 
behind him, trying to keep up with his pace. His men had spent the entire night 
looking for Enoch. Guards were posted along the shoreline with orders to 
detain him on sight. This matter was a delicate one, and he needed to have 
complete control of the situation before Azrael's return. 

Then Semyaza saw Tubal in the crowd of people clambering onto the stones 
that circled the altar. So Tubal hadn't ordered the horn to be blown. Had 
Naamah? 

When he arrived, his worst fears were realized as he saw Enoch standing in the 
sand of the far below. A lamb lay on the altar - it's feet bound by cords. 

Enoch was already speaking, not waiting for the masses to fully assemble. He 
was angry. He trembled with rage that such powerful beings had come and had 
dictated righteousness to them in the name of the Creator - while lying to 
them. His rage stood in stark contrast to the innocence of the little white lamb 
laying beside him on the ancient pile of stones. It cried out, it's voice 
pathetically helpless.   



"Guards! Arrest him now!" Semyaza shouted. But there were no guards to be 
seen. Where were they? 

"Hear me, people of Nod!" Enoch was shouting. "I am not one of you, but we 
all owe worship and obedience to our Maker, as does all creation - including 
the angels among us - his own sons, made by his hands in the beginning." 

"What's happening?" Naamah had just arrived. She saw Enoch in the arena, 
and looked worried and confused. 

"...the Watchers condemn you for your sins," Enoch's voice rose loud enough 
to be heard. "But they themselves fornicate with Cain's harem in secret! Under 
the cover of darkness, they take the daughters of men for their own pleasure, 
defying what is right and good for that which they lust after!"  

There was an audible gasp from the whole assembly at that statement. For a 
moment, Nod stood still. The words had been uttered. There was no taking 
them back.  

Semyaza sighed - things would get out of control quickly unless he contained 
the situation. That angels could be overcome by men and be made to bleed 
had been dangerous enough for mankind to learn. But that angels were subject 
to mortal desires and propensity for deception? They would have a revolt to 
stamp out before the week was through. Enoch had to be silenced - but in a 
way that would only reinforce man's awe and fear in the angels. Semyaza knew 
what he needed to do. Convincing Azrael to join them now would be much 
more difficult. 

Naamah was at a loss to process Enoch's words. Here stood Enoch - a man she 
trusted - accusing the angels of a grievous deception. If true, they were 
deliberately using Nod's crisis to fulfill their own base desires. Nothing 
forbidden to them was safe, and it was prudent that they hide it to keep up 
their facade. How could this be true? If it had been anyone else making the 
claim, she would have dismissed it as lunacy. But this was Enoch.  

"This is blasphemy!" Tubal shouted, breaking the shocked silence. 

"It is the truth," Enoch replied coolly. "I have seen it with my own eyes in the 
tunnels under the citadel." Then the crowd overcame their initial surprise. 
Voices rose - some in anger, some in confusion.  

"Where are your guards?" Semyaza hissed at Tubal. Tubal didn't reply, instead 
launching himself into the crowd toward Enoch, intent on silencing him.   



"They who have come to protect us from evil have yielded to it themselves," 
Enoch was saying. "And they wish to drag down God's messenger with them! 
But Azrael shall not fall with you!" 

Naamah drew a breath. So Azrael was not part of Enoch's accusation! Hope re-
entered her heart. 

"He will return and you will face his wrath for your betrayal! He will never join 
you!" Enoch shouted. 

Enoch's eyes found Semyaza's. The two stared at each other. 

"I will not let you succeed!" Enoch vowed in a whisper. Even though none 
could hear him, he knew Semyaza could. Enoch turned to the altar, pulling a 
knife out and raising it above the little white lamb. 

"Almighty God!" He shouted the words now, to be heard over the rising voices 
in the crowd. "We beg your mercy for a great injustice! May this sacrifice 
pacify your wrath for the sins of the WATCHERS!" 

As the knife descended, Tubal tackled Enoch and they crashed into the sand. 
The knife flew out of Enoch's hand, and the lamb lived. It's desperate bleating 
was lost in the tumult of voices. 

Enoch sprang up ready to defend himself. But Tubal's guards had finally 
arrived. He tossed the first solider aside. But without a weapon, he was quickly 
pressed back down into the sand, a Cainite knee in his back and a iron sword at 
his neck, daring him to resist further. He didn't.  

Tubal nodded and the guards dragged Enoch away to the dungeons. Semyaza 
arrived at Tubal's side, and through a bloodied mouth, Enoch spit out just as he 
was taken away - "Azrael comes to judge you." 

"Shall I send for Lord Azrael?" Tubal said.  

"No," Semyaza replied. "Didn't you hear the blasphemer? Azrael returns, and 
with him will come judgement." 

"Why would he believe Enoch's lies?" Tubal asked, almost laughing at the 
ridiculousness of the accusations. 

Semyaza just turned away, his countenance dark. Tubal followed, his usually 
confident face overcome with confusion. 

 



 

Cain had watched it all unfold. Letting Enoch in on his secret had advanced his 
plan further than he could have anticipated. Azrael would return to a city 
divided, confused, and in need of a leader they could trust. As angel 
confronted angel, Cain's city would welcome him back and forget these gods 
that had failed them. 

Cain couldn't help but admire Enoch's audacity. The young man could have 
escaped the city and left its troubles behind him forever. He had chosen to 
stay. His decision could only have one end. Cain had survived long by making 
different choices - choosing his best interest at every turn. What would solidify 
his hold on his people? What would make the Cainites preeminent over the 
other tribes? How could he control the members of his own household to do 
his will - like Zillah? Self always came first.  

Cain had met two people recently that acted opposite to his own way of 
thinking. They reminded him of his brother Abel. Abel had died, and so would 
they.  

Nod would be ready for his return to the throne. Ones like Enoch and Naamah 
would have to be sacrificed along the way. They had chosen the way of 
weakness. Cain had chosen the way of survival. Now it was time to take back 
for his own what he intended to pass down to his heir.   

He touched the mark on his face. Withered and wrinkled with time, it 
remained to single out Abel's murderer. It warned everyone who saw it that 
whoever killed Cain would be visited by heaven's seven-fold punishment. Or so 
the tale went. It was so long ago, Cain wondered if his memories could be 
trusted...  God had protected him, but for what purpose? 

 

 

"Brave fool!" Jehuda muttered to himself, extracting himself from the crowd 
and slinking away back to the mountain where Caleb awaited his report.  

So could this be what Adam's vision had foretold? The enemy was a host of 
rebellious angels intent on breaking free of heaven's mandate and living as 
they pleased on the earth until heaven brought their playtime to an end? And 
at what point would it be over? 



"Go down unto Nod, for there will come my messenger, through whom the 
world will know my voice again. And a new enemy..." 

Jehuda remembered what Enoch had said when he first heard those words. 

"Can anything good come out of Nod?"  

Jehuda wondered. The enemy intended to bring down the messenger. He 
would have to inform Caleb. They finally had learned what they had come to 
find out. Finally they could go home!  

Jehuda raced through the streets to deliver his message. They were going 
home! The Land of Eden awaited their return! 

 

Harem 
Naamah pushed her way into the slaves quarters. She had never been here 
before. It was her mother's domain. It was not a place for young girls, her 
mother had always said.  

As she had become older, she had become aware that many considered the 
women that dwelt here more than slaves. They were beautiful creatures. 
Taken from dirty mud huts as children, a life of servitude awaited them, but 
most would never have left, even if given the choice. Zillah made sure these 
girls had good diets, plenty of exercise, and everything to be happy, as long as 
they did as they were instructed.  

'The old man's whorehouse' was what people called it in whispers, chuckling to 
themselves. But no one questioned his right to the spoils of war with their 
neighbors. 

Naamah had always brushed aside the comments and allusions to what her 
mother really taught these women to do. Cain was never a concern of hers - 
but Nod was. 

And now Nod, the city that Azrael vowed to entrust to her, was in an uproar 
due to Enoch's accusations about none other than these women. Women her 
mother was in charge of. 

She had come for answers. When she entered, her eyes were greeted by lush 
colors and women preparing themselves for the day's service at the angel's 
sides. 



Zillah saw her daughter enter. She simply pushed a brush into colored powder 
and daubed it on the face of a girl seated in front of her. 

"Naamah! What do you think? Semyaza formulated the powders. Simple, but 
such stunning results!" 

"Why must these slaves be so beautiful, Mother?" 

"Don't they serve gods now?" 

"Do their services require them to be so adorned?" Naamah said, lifting up a 
sheer white robe from a pile on a couch.  

"When would they wear finer garments than even you, Mother?" 

Zillah stopped painting the slave's face. She rested her arms on her lap, and 
bowed her head.  

"Get out, all of you." The girls left them alone. 

"I need to know the truth, mother." 

"Don't be stupid. You know it's true, what Enoch spouted about in front of the 
whole city this morning. You're too naive, that's why you hoped he was 
wrong." 

Naamah sank onto a cushion, speechless. The revelation that her mother had 
known all along was almost more overpowering than the angel's secret itself. 

"To be loved by a god is a terrible and beautiful thing, my daughter," Zillah said 
softly. She looked at Naamah. Naamah was given another shock. She had never 
seen her mother cry before, and now tears were running down her cheeks 
uninhibited.  

"Don't think too badly of me," Zillah said. "There's so much I wish I could tell 
you. Someday you will know why I had to do this. It was not my choice. I had to 
protect that which I love - you, your brother, and your father." 

Zillah saw that Naamah was wearing the necklace again, the one from Eden 
she had lost weeks earlier in the scuffle to help Maori. 

"He found it for you, didn't he? Azrael?" 

Naamah nodded. 



"He had known where it was hidden. Even from beyond our world, he cared 
for you. Azrael will dwell here, even if he doesn't yet know it. You can be happy 
with him, Naamah." 

This was too much for the girl. 

"No! It must not be so, mother!" Naamah said, her words laced with anguish. 

"He will stay for you," Zillah called out after her. "He needs you Naamah. Don't 
turn your back on him now!" 

 

 

Naamah hid in her room, crying. The thought of being loved by Azrael was too 
much for her to bear. Yes, she loved him. She was not so foolish to deny it, but 
to admit it aloud was something she knew she could never do. 

He had saved her people from destruction, and risked much to do so. If she 
gave him any reason to remain and face unknown consequences... she could 
not do such a terribly selfish thing. 

"Is there something wrong, my lady?" Maori asked gently. 

Naamah sat up, drying her eyes and trying to regain her composure.  

"I am alright."  

Maori sat down on the bed beside her.  

"I'm afraid for Azrael," Naamah finally confessed. 

"I know your fear too well," Maori said, her own voice suddenly unsteady. 

Naamah remembered that Maori had been at Sariel's side until he had been 
taken. Sariel seemed to be very kind to her and... 

"You love him too?" Naamah said, finally understanding. 

"Yes, but not in the way the other girls have loved them." Maori replied 
quickly. 

"What do you mean?" Naamah asked. 

"We never went that far. I know he cared for me above the rest, but even 
when I knew the other angels were taking women for their own, he never did." 



"Why not?" Naamah asked. 

"I don't know. I would have given him everything he asked for. But it was as if 
he loved me too much to... to... defile me." 

Naamah was taken aback. An angel had had the opportunity, and had refused?  

"I didn't understand then. I tried to entice him even, but he would not. Now 
that he is gone, I finally realize it wasn't because he didn't care for me. He 
cared for me more than the others did for the other girls." 

"Maori, you know the forests, right?" Naamah had an idea. 

"Yes, I was raised in the mountains, not far from Herab's mountain." Maori 
replied, confused. 

"Can you take Azrael a message for me?" Naamah asked. "Tell him of what is 
happening here. He needs to know of the angel's sin!" 

"Sin?" Maori said defensively.  

"Yes, and he will not look kindly upon them for their deceit. He must return 
before anything happens to Enoch." 

"But he is searching for Sariel! He will find him and bring him back to me, I 
know it! I would not interfere with Sariel's return to me." 

"Maori, I didn't mean that..." 

"Stop, Naamah." Maori said firmly. Naamah was shocked. The girl she had 
saved from the slaver's wrath had never spoken back to her. Not until today.  

"Because of Azrael's love for you, Sariel was taken," Maori continued, her tone 
harsh. "You realize that, don't you?" 

"What do you mean?"  

"Herab took you so that an angel would be put in a vulnerable position, to be 
taken and tortured, or worse! It was your fault!" 

"I had no idea," Naamah said quietly. 

"I know you saved my life," Maori said. " But if anything happens to him, I'll 
never forgive you." 

--- 



And they taught men... the beautifying of the eyelids, and all kinds of costly 
stones, and all coloring tinctures. 1 Enoch 8:1 

 

 

 

Brothers 
Semyaza returned to his quarters in the citadel - patience running thin with 
mankind. Enoch had refused to recant his accusations against the angels. 
Semyaza had offered everything he could think of, threatened him with torture 
and death, promised to track down his father and kill him... nothing would 
make Enoch take back what he had said. 

Semyaza knew why. His threats meant nothing once Azrael returned. There 
was no hiding his deception from Azrael now. Even if Enoch recanted his story, 
the city would not be convinced. And Azrael would quickly uncover the truth. 
Enoch would be the least of Semyaza's problems at that point. 

There was nothing left to do but wait.  

He fell into a cushioned chair, exhausted. He hadn't slept for almost two days. 
His pursuit of Enoch had kept him awake all the previous night. He cursed his 
foolishness - they should have disposed of Cain. The old man knew the layout 
of the secret tunnels. Semyaza should have known he would be poking around 
and causing trouble, no doubt in some desperate plan to regain his throne. 

Cain wanted Tubal on the throne. Semyaza knew why. He laughed to himself. If 
only Cain knew the truth! It didn't matter, Semyaza intended for Tubal to take 
the throne anyway. Cain didn't have to try to force it.  

Naamah did not compliment Semyaza's intentions for Nod's future, and until 
now, it had not hurt anyone to remain silent about his objections to Azrael's 
appointment. Tubal would sit on the throne, that was for certain. But the old 
man had to be dealt with somehow. Semyaza trembled a little at the thought. 
Cain was cursed. Whoever killed him would face a much more terrible fate in 
return. It was the only reason Cain still wheezed at all.  

A slave entered the room, placing a wineglass onto the table by his seat. She 
leaned in, placing a kiss on his forehead. He waved her away without a word. 
He was not in the mood tonight. 



She left him, and the door closed behind her with a soft thump. 

He raised the cup to his lips and drank deeply. As he drank, he felt the air in the 
room go cold.  

His skin tightened, and his hair stood on end. Something was in the room with 
him. 

Slowly, he set the cup back on the table.  

"I've been expecting you." Semyaza said with a sly smile. 

A growling sound replied from the shadows of the room.  

"I assume you have been informed more fully on the situation and your... role 
in our task here?" Semyaza said, his voice tinged with mockery. "Do you now 
know everything?" 

Moloch appeared, a shadow of his usual ferocious self.  

"There was no need to keep me in the dark!" He snarled sullenly.  

"You shouldn't take it personally," Semyaza replied. "Be thankful you were 
chosen at all." 

"Thankful?" Moloch spat. "All hell mocks me and pretends they knew all along. 
I've been made a laughingstock!" 

"And soon you will have your opportunity to prove otherwise," Semyaza said. 

"How so?"  

"You know of our problem today?" Semyaza asked. 

"The Sethite? What of him?" 

"I need your help to destroy him." Semyaza said. 

"Why? Just burn him, crush him with rocks, or drop him in the river," Moloch 
replied, uninterested. 

"You see, this is why you aren't told things until everyone else already knows," 
Semyaza chided. 

"What do you mean?" Moloch barked. 

"If I kill him," Semyaza explained. "The people of this city will have no reason to 
believe me. His words and the doubt he infected the people with will carry on 



their destructive work. I need to prove to them beyond all doubt that the earth 
itself rejects him. All creation resists those who resist us! If we can bring that 
message to earth, then the problem will turn out to our advantage." 

"What do you have in mind?" Moloch asked, seeing his opportunity to repair 
his hellish reputation. They discussed the plan in detail, and then Moloch left 
Semyaza alone at last.  

Semyaza shuddered as he vanished. Demons were so vile - even a fallen angel 
thought so.  

He forced a smile. Everything still was on track - even without Azrael in the 
fold, nothing had changed. The long game was still in place.   

He drove back those thoughts. He had to focus on the here and now.  If Azrael 
would join him now, Semyaza would reveal more about their purpose on earth 
when the time was right. He would breathe easier with Azrael at his side. 
Together, they could not fail.  

The door opened again.  

"I thought I sent you out..." Semyaza stopped as he saw who had entered. It 
was not his slave girl.  

"Azrael!" Semyaza stood. For a moment, they just stared at each other. 
Semyaza realized that his brother was not the same. His time outside of Nod 
had changed him, altered him. Semyaza wondered if he should embrace or 
fear this new Azrael. 

"Sariel's mortal form was lost," Azrael said, his voice heavy. "He was plunged 
into fire by Herab and I... and he died there. And I don't know where his spirit 
has gone to." 

Semyaza stepped towards him, but Azrael raised a hand. 

"Stay away from me," Azrael said fiercely. "I have not told you all." 

"There's more?" Semyaza said. Azrael nodded. 

"Our brothers were so overcome by rage, they killed them all. Every Herabite 
man, woman and... child! Their blood shall take a terrible accusation to the 
throne of God, demanding justice. And the names of their murderers will be 
Watchers - our brethren." 



"They brought it upon themselves, Azrael," Semyaza said. "You know that. 
Their sins were great." 

"Greater than the sins ascribed to my brethren in Nod?" Azrael asked, his voice 
strained. 

Semyaza did not reply. 

"Tell me, brother," Azrael spit out the word. "Why was it that you urged me to 
descend to this world? Was it for heaven's glory or your own lust?"  

Now that his secret was revealed, Semyaza breathed deeply. He had rehearsed 
the conversation to follow many, many times. 

"I had my reasons to come, true enough, Azrael," Semyaza replied calmly. "But 
I am not the only guilty one here." 

"How dare you..." 

"Dare I? Oh, indeed I do, Azrael!" Semyaza exploded. Azrael stepped back, 
shocked at the vehemence in Semyaza's words. 

"Who among us swore a foolish oath to guard the faithful of Nod, centuries 
ago? Who among us has not returned to heaven since that day, knowing they 
had acted in pride?" 

Azrael didn't reply. Long had he suppressed wrestling with the very questions 
Semyaza was leveling at him. To do so was to see his own failures and flaws. 
He had preferred to think of himself as the lone hero, defending his charge 
against all odds and opposition.  

Semyaza continued to attack, and laid bare Azrael's true motivations for 
coming to Nod. But at the bottom of everything, Semyaza triumphantly 
demonstrated that pride was its root. And Azrael knew very well the 
implications of this sin. 

In pride, the archangel Lucifer had desired to be like unto the Most High God. 
In pride, Eve had plucked the fruit to attain wisdom denied her by a jealous 
God. In pride, Cain had slain his brother Abel. All of them had put the desires of 
self above the desires of God, simultaneously convincing themselves it was 
right and justified. 

In pride, Azrael had hastily vowed to protect the faithful among Cain's 
descendants. A noble-sounding vow, certainly. But one that was not made for 



God's glory, but rather it was made in anger - Azrael's pride had been hurt, and 
he had responded in kind. Keeping this vow would prove his superiority over 
his enemy - Moloch. 

Knowing this deep down, but never recognizing it, Azrael had gone centuries in 
a lost cause, never able to admit his foolishness and return to heaven to beg 
forgiveness from the Throne. So he never returned at all. Instead, he had 
continued down a road whose origin was pride. 

"You fell long before coming to Nod," Semyaza drove home his accusation. "So 
don't speak to me of sin." 

"I had hoped to return to heaven having redeemed myself," Azrael said quietly. 
"But now we have spilled their blood, fornicated with their daughters... And 
Sariel's death is now in vain. It has all been in vain!" 

Azrael dropped to the floor, his head in his hands. 

Semyaza knelt beside him.  

"Not all is lost." 

"What do you mean? What is left for us?" 

"We have each other. We swore an oath to continue in this together - to 
whatever end. That is an oath we are not going to break. We will not abandon 
you, Azrael, if you do not forsake us." 

Azrael wept. Semyaza held him, tears staining his own eyes. 

"If we are not united now, everything we sacrificed will be for nothing. 
Everything Sariel died for." 

They remained on the floor for a long time. Azrael cried like a child. Semyaza 
rocked him like a mother. It was comforting. Finally they understood why 
humans cried while others consoled. It was healing in nature. 

Finally, Semyaza broke the silence. 

"Will you stand with us?" 

"Against who?" Azrael asked. 

"Against the blasphemer, of course." 

  



Trial 
While Nod slept, Enoch's trial began in Cain's throne room. 

It wasn't the reunion Azrael had hoped for. The room was quiet and tense. 
Azrael stood at the top of the stairs leading to Cain's throne, stopping just 
short of the throne itself. He waited for Enoch. 

Enoch had proclaimed the Watcher's secret to the whole city. Semyaza wanted 
his life. Azrael could not decide if he should admonish Enoch or praise him. He 
needed to see him, to really know what he should do. They had made so many 
mistakes, he didn't want to make another one now. 

Naamah arrived with her father Lamech. For the first moment their eyes met, 
she looked as if she were able to run to him. But then something prevented 
her. Azrael wasn't sure exactly what quenched the spark in her eyes. She 
wanted to come to him, but she had stilled herself. She was forcing away her 
desire. He noted this, and his heart fell even further. 

Tubal arrived with the captive. His hands and feet were chained. 

"Unchain him!" Azrael cried. Tubal complied. Enoch rubbed his wrists and 
looked up at Azrael.  

"Thank God you have come," Enoch said, stepping forward and bowing at 
Azrael's feet. Semyaza stepped forward. 

"My lord, you know the charges against this man," he said. "Blasphemy against 
God's own messengers, and stirring up the people against the angels." 

"Enoch, what do you say to Semyaza's accusations?" Azrael asked, his voice 
flat. 

"I say that if truth is blasphemy, then I am guilty," Enoch said simply. "Your 
brothers have sinned greatly against God and mankind, my lord." 

"Indeed," Azrael sighed. Semyaza's face grew tight. 

"And what would you have me do then?" Azrael asked. Semyaza tried to speak, 
but Azrael silenced him with a hand. 

"Make right the wrong," Enoch said, almost excitedly. "Purge your ranks of 
anything that has tainted yourselves. We will sacrifice to God for you, and 
implore heaven on your behalf."  

"And if some will not comply?" Azrael said. 



"Then do what you must, but not in Nod," Enoch replied. "This city has had 
more than enough false gods." 

"Brother against brother?" Azrael asked quietly.  

"Your brothers deceived us all, even you, while they masqueraded as pinnacles 
of uprightness" Enoch continued. "It must be dealt with, or your word here will 
never be trusted." 

Azrael bowed his head. He closed his eyes and breathed slowly. How had it 
come to this? Enoch's words were true... and he hated them. 

"Who is this man who judges angels and instructs us on justice?" Azrael said, 
his tone final. 

Azrael stood and stared down at Enoch, whose face was full of bewilderment. 

"Would they have erred if not for the sins of mankind? Have we not witnessed 
centuries of every sort of abomination, uncleanness, and atrocity that man has 
committed - all without any consequence - and you want me to denounce my 
own brothers for one weakness when so much is at stake?" 

He was shouting. Every fiber of his being that had been closed up since Sariel's 
death was streaming forth. Those assembled saw the new Azrael that had 
returned - and it was a fearsome sight. 

Azrael calmed himself. 

"You have no idea what we have lost coming here. What it meant. The hope 
we have lost." 

"I think I do," Enoch said softly. "The messenger has fallen. I have failed." 

"Azrael, don't do this!" Naamah pleaded finally. 

"I cannot risk everything for one who thinks he may judge angels. He will be 
held accountable," Azrael said. 

"What do you mean?" She cried. Semyaza stepped forward triumphantly. 

"Tomorrow, in the arena, he will recant or face heaven's punishment." 

"No! You can't do this!" 

"I must!" Azrael shouted. She stepped back from him, terrified.  

Suddenly, a new sound entered the throne room. The voice sounded familiar. 



"So now who will save the angels from their sins?" 

They turned to see Cain watching them all. He walked forward, and he seemed 
to have a younger man's posture and stride. His voice had been deep and 
precise - unlike the voice from the ancient schemer they were used to hearing. 

"What do you want here?" Semyaza challenged. 

"I would like to see my people returned to their rightful ruler." 

"You tempted my brothers with your harem just to have your throne back?" 
Azrael said. "You hoped that angels would fall so you could continue your 
vicious and merciless reign?" 

"Yes, that had been my intent," Cain said crisply. "But like you have discovered 
about yourselves, even gods must let go someday and watch new generations 
rise to do better than we ever could." 

"What are you talking about?" Lamech asked. 

"For all my life, I have tried to quench faith that did not look to me. I thought I 
finally had stamped it out, but these two showed me otherwise." He pointed to 
Naamah and Enoch. "They showed me that faith is stronger than I ever 
thought. And with faith, is hope." 

"Maybe even hope for one as evil as I," Cain continued. "I'm sure I'm past 
forgiveness, but you Azrael are not. Don't repeat my follies." 

"I'm nothing like you," Azrael snarled. "I will never betray my brothers." 

"How did Sariel die?" 

Azrael looked up, shocked.  

"What did you say?" 

"He died by your hands, didn't he?" Cain said. 

"How could you..." 

"I still know these walls better than you do, even if you watched me construct 
them," Cain said. "I heard you speaking with Semyaza only moments before. 
Your body told more than your words did." 

"He was burning alive." 

"And you ended his misery. So you and I have both killed our brothers."  



Azrael sank to the ground - the wound was too fresh. 

"We have much to atone for, you and I Azrael. I had hoped to give my throne 
to... to my son." Cain said, placing a hand on Tubal's arm.    

There was something in the way that Cain said son that caught Lamech's 
attention.  

"Yes, Tubal," Cain continued, seeing the confusion on Tubal's face. "You are 
indeed my son. I'm sorry I never told you before, but I had made promises I 
needed to keep." 

Tubal's mouth was hanging open. Lamech was realizing that he had been made 
a fool by the tyrant he had been trying so hard to serve. Lamech remembered 
when he had taken Zillah for his second wife. His other sons had already 
grown, and he desired an attractive, new wife in addition to Adah.  

Cain had encouraged him to do what was then still uncommon - take two 
wives. "It shows you're a man of power!" Cain had told him.  

Soon after their marriage, Zillah had been made keeper of Cain's infamous 
harem. Lamech encouraged it - it continued to help him rise in influence in 
Cain's court. And Lamech began to suspect she was keeping secrets from him. 
But as he rose to more and more power, he thought little of it.  

And then Tubal-Cain had been born. Zillah had insisted that Cain be added to 
the name - in honor of their great leader, of course. 

Over the years, Cain had treated the young boy to special privileges, and soon 
it was no secret that Cain intended his namesake to be heir to the throne one 
day. Lamech could not have been more proud - his position was secured for 
life now.  

Little had he guessed what disgraces his wife had endured to ensure it had all 
come about accordingly. Little could he appreciate the power Cain in turn had 
wielded over her for years on end. She was his to command - if she didn't 
comply, her infidelity would become known and her family would be ruined. 

Lamech realized it all in a flash. It was suddenly crystal clear - everything he 
had missed or ignored. He had taken such pride in his rise to a top adviser in 
Cain's court, and now to realize none of it had anything to do with his merits... 

"But my son proved unworthy - he was just like his father, a murderer and 
warmonger." Cain turned away from Tubal, and stepped toward Naamah. 



"Azrael, you have found one that fears heaven more than man or angels. She 
can finish what you started, while we seek forgiveness for our sins. Your 
mission here has not been in vain, if you choose wisely." 

That was when Lamech stabbed Cain in the back, inflicting a mortal wound. 
Lamech had never believed the curse was real. He didn't care - later, he would 
boast that he had avenged his wife's honor, but really his rage came from one 
source - Cain had shown him how insignificant he truly was. And that was 
unforgivable for Lamech. 

Cain fell like a stone. Tubal sprang forward and caught him just before his limp 
body hit the stone floor. Blood poured forth onto Tubal, but he clung to Cain 
nonetheless.  

"My boy!" Cain breathed. "My son!" And then Cain died. Tubal looked down at 
the man who claimed to be his father, a man who he loved. 

Azrael and Semyaza were pale. Lamech saw the fear in their faces and laughed 
bitterly. 

"The man was a liar from birth until death!" Lamech said. 

"Cain indeed spoke many lies," Semyaza said quietly. "But not everything he 
said was a lie." 

Lamech spit at the body, and then shouted at Tubal to take Enoch away. To 
Naamah he shouted for her to find some slaves to clean up the mess.  

Then he stumbled away into the night, leaving the two angels alone. 

"Brothers?" Semyaza said, holding out his hand to Azrael. 

Azrael turned his back on him and walked away. 

Semyaza smiled. 

 

--- 

According to Jewish lore, Lamech did indeed kill Cain. One tale is told in the 
Book of Jasher, Chapter 2.  

 

 



Despair 
Enoch had been returned to the dark dungeon where only weeks previously he 
had first met Naamah and Caleb. It seemed like ages ago! Since then, angels 
had descended from the sky, driven back the attacking Herabites, and began 
refacing the city and the inhabitants therein.  

So much had changed with their coming. Enoch had chosen to remain in Nod, 
to learn all he could from these heavenly messengers.Enoch and Tubal had 
once fought desperately against each other. But with the angels coming, the 
two were forced to work together, even if the truce did not last long. He had 
met Naamah, and learned that good things could come out of Nod. He had 
risked his life to give the messenger a chance to take on an emerging enemy. 
His gamble had failed miserably.  

And here he was again, a captive underneath the city he had long despised. 
And Azrael had sent him here. He still could not believe it.  

From out of the shadows, Enoch heard his name being called softly.  

"Here! Who's there?" He replied. 

Caleb cautiously emerged from the darkness that surrounded Enoch's barred 
cage.  

"Can you get me out of here?" Enoch pleaded. 

Caleb shook the bars. They didn't budge, and neither did the lock. He shook his 
head. 

"I'm sorry Enoch." 

"What will you tell your people? The messenger has fallen. The enemy has 
won." 

"Adam will know what we must do. I must return to him now. We must get 
ready, I fear for Eden with fallen angels upon the earth. They made slaves of 
the Cainites for their own ends, and if others do not bow, they will enslave 
more." 

"And I must die?" Enoch said. 

Caleb bowed his head. It was a long moment before he replied. 

"Enoch, they expect a guilty man to die tomorrow." 



"Show them something else, Enoch! Show them something they've never seen 
before."    

A guard appeared suddenly, waving a torch and charging towards Caleb. 

"You! Stop!" 

Caleb ran, but shouted over his shoulder as he disappeared into the darkness. 

"Show them how the righteous face death!" 

Enoch settled onto the cold stone floor, his head in his hands. 

"How do the righteous die?" 

 

Caleb burst out of a doorway leading into the prison. He fled down the street, 
a crowd of guards now close behind. Tubal suddenly joined them. 

"Sir! A slave sneaked into the prison! He was talking with the blasphemer." 

Tubal outpaced the others, determined to catch the fleeing man. But Caleb 
was too fast for even him.  

As they reached the river, Caleb ran out onto the sand. He stopped, turned and 
stood motionless in the moonlight as Tubal approached. He showed no signs of 
trying to flee anymore. 

Tubal slowed. 

"Nowhere to run?" 

"So it would seem." 

Tubal stopped, just a few paces from Caleb. 

"My men are right behind me, so don't try anything," Tubal said. "You're fast 
for an old man. Who are you?" 

"A slave," Caleb replied. "Like you." 

Tubal just laughed. Caleb did not. 

"While I breath," Caleb said. "I will not see the world enslaved to false gods. 
Your people subjugated many peoples, to labor at your every command. I will 
see that tradition broken." 



Tubal realized his men should have arrived by now. He turned around, and saw 
them laying on the ground near the wall construction area - being bound by 
more men dressed in slave's garments. They had been skillfully and silently 
ambushed at the wall! 

Tubal's hand went to his sword, but he never pulled it out. A punch from 
Caleb's powerful fist knocked him senseless into the sand. 

 

Caleb, Jehuda and their companions quickly shoved hidden boats into the 
waters of the Euphrates river. 

Caleb pushed an oar into the sand, sending the boat into deep water. Jehuda 
stared back at Nod's rising walls. Tubal's body lay still just above the waterline. 

"That's the last of Nod I wish to see," Jehuda said. 

 

As the river tide slowly rose, the water eventually reached Tubal's body. The 
cold lapping waves roused him from his comatose state. He stood, and saw the 
marks in the sand where boats had been dragged around his body. His bound 
comrades were nowhere to be seen. 

He staggered back into the city, limbering up as he stretched out his legs.  

"Follow them and destroy them," were the orders Semyaza gave him 
immediately after hearing his report. 

"Who were they? They did not speak like any tribe I know from these parts." 

"Just do it. They cannot be allowed to escape!" 

"Consider it done," Tubal swore, rubbing his jaw where Caleb had punched 
him. 

 

Tubal led one hundred mounted soldiers galloping over the bridges and into 
the forest beyond. The three drawbridges were raised up again after they 
passed. 

Semyaza watched from the first guard tower, where massive cables and 
pulleys were housed to lift the massive timber frame bridges.  



As the hoof beats fades, all became quiet.  

Semyaza stared out into the night. 

"What do you look for?" A solider asked him. 

Suddenly, one of the guards at the first guardhouse let out a cry. 

"Something is coming!" 

"Where?" 

"In the water!" 

Semyaza's eyes fell to the black waters far below them. Something massive 
was moving toward Nod's shoreline. 

"Sound the alarm!" A solider shouted. Semyaza seized his arm, stopping him in 
his tracks. 

"LET IT PASS," Semyaza said.  

The dark form emerged from the river and stood on Nod's shore.  

"He is here." 

 

  



Arena 
Morning came, and soon the city was soon roused as the news spread from 
house to house - Cain had passed away in the night - peacefully breathing his 
last as he slept in his bed, the story went. He had been their leader for so many 
years, even as he grew more and more ancient, few really believed there 
would come a day when he would cease to live. 

That day had come, and the city mourned him loudly.  

But however clamorous their plaintive cries for their dead tyrant, people were 
quickly seen flocking back to the arena in droves.  

The morning news not only told of Cain's passing, but also that Azrael had 
returned to the city and had announced that the blasphemer would face an 
unusual judgement.  

"No one who witnesses it will ever have cause to doubt the authority of the 
Watchers again," his words were passed from house to house. So naturally, all 
of Nod emptied to see what Azrael had in store for the young man that they all 
knew had once been a confidant of his. And as they jostled through the 
crowded alleyways and winding streets towards the arena, everyone assured 
his neighbor that they had never trusted the look of that Sethite anyway.  

As the appointed time came, the streets fell silent for the first time in Nod's 
history. Everyone had assembled to see the Watchers make an example of the 
Sethite.  

Even the slaves on the mountain had a reprieve from cutting stone - half of 
their guards had crept away to watch the show. The remaining guards, their 
captains gone, paid no attention to the slaves and their work. So they all 
relaxed, and enjoyed the sunshine. The shape being cut out of the mountain 
was almost complete. Several outcroppings had been shaved down, and 
crevices filled. It seemed to the slaves and their guards that Semyaza was as 
intent upon forming the mountain into his monument as he was about using 
the cut stone to build up Nod's walls.   

As the slaves rested upon the mountain, they could never have guessed that 
the monument they were completing was the first of its kind. And that 
thousands upon thousands of replicas of it would be built in the millenniums to 
come - all pointing back to the original one formed in the city of Nod before 
the great flood. 



They basked in the brisk morning air, oblivious to the significance of their 
handiwork. 

 

Enoch was solemn. He had not slept during the night. Caleb's words rang in his 
ears - "Show them how the righteous die." Hadn't Cainites seen enough 
innocents and good men die at their hands?  

What could Enoch show them but rage? They had killed his mother, crippled 
his father for life, pillaged his village again and again. They had seduced angels, 
and instead of comprehending the gravity of Semyaza's deceit, they had 
instead embraced the angels in their sin without question.  

And now they were gathered - all of them - to entertain themselves with his 
death.  

He was given a sword, lance, and a shield. 

"What are these for? Will I battle my executioner?" He asked. The guards 
didn't answer. They simply marched him to the edge of the arena.  

Semyaza was there, waiting for him. 

"I take no joy in your death, young man. You are brave. Unfortunately for you, 
your judgement is needed for the work I have to do here." 

"Your work? I would like to know more about what you have planned." 

Semyaza smiled.  

"Maybe another time. Make it interesting! Everyone's come for the show!" 

 

The guards led Enoch out into the sand of the arena. The crowd jeered the 
blasphemer. Cain's death had reawakened their tribal pride. Sethites were 
outsiders, not to be trusted. The Watchers were making their people greater 
than ever before. Only one consequence could satisfy today's gathering - 
Enoch must die. 

The guards stopped by the old altar, and removed his last chains. Then they 
left him alone. 



Enoch surveyed the crowd. No friendly faces looked back at him. He locked 
eyes with Azrael. Azrael looked weary, but his stare was final. He would go 
through with it, even if he would rather not. It was too late to turn back now.  

Enoch lifted his sword and chopped off the bottom section of his spear off, 
leaving a staff with a deadly iron point. He lifted it and whirled it once. It was 
just right - just as long as his father's old shepherd staff. From beneath his 
tunic, he pulled out his sling. In his final battle, he would choose his own 
weapons. 

"Today Nod will see how a Sethite dies. But first they will see one fight!" 

He tossed the sword and shield aside. Kneeling down in the sand, he spent a 
minute finding several heavy stones, and tossed them to certain points around 
the arena - He was preparing for battle.  

The Cainites were practically beside themselves with laughter. They had never 
seen anyone prepare for a fight in this manner. 

Slowly, Enoch wrapped his sling around his arm, while surveying the sand once 
more - noting each place he had put stones. And then he flexed his hand 
around his deadly staff - ready for anything. 

 

Naamah arrived late. Azrael had had to send a servant to implore her to come. 
She approached the royal viewing stone, her eyes downcast. Azrael left his 
prepared seat and lept down from the stone to greet her. 

"Naamah, I know you don't understand what we must do today. This is not 
about you. It's not about me. It's not even about Enoch. It's for your people." 

Naamah lifted her tear-streaked face. 

"Why does a good man have to die for my people?" 

"Why must a innocent lamb die so that God will forget your sin?" Azrael 
replied gently. 

"I don't know!" 

"Enoch is a good man, Naamah. I know that. But he took it upon himself to 
judge angels. Like Lucifer, he lifted himself higher than he ought. What would 
you have me do with one who took it upon himself to judge angels, even trying 
to make a sacrifice for our sins?" 



"I don't know." She said, finally. 

"It was pride, Naamah. And for that, he must bear the consequence. Just as I 
must bear the consequences of the sins of my brothers." 

"What do you mean?" She asked, worried.   

"Forget it, today we have enough sorrow," Azrael said, pulling her to him in an 
embrace. "Do you still have faith in me?" 

She looked up into his eyes. She saw pain there, but longing and affection.  

"I can't lose faith in the messenger."  

Seated beside Azrael, Naamah saw Enoch in the arena. He was standing very 
still, eyes sharp, muscles tense. She felt sick, but was determined to see the 
day through to its end. 

On Azrael's left, Semyaza stood up and motioned the crowd to quiet down. 

"This man Enoch, a Sethite, is accused of blasphemy against Nod and the holy 
Watchers who have protected Nod from its inception!" 

Semyaza looked from one end of the crowd to the other. 

"Who witnessed his blasphemy? Let them speak?" 

The crowd exploded with jeers and curses. Enoch had to smile grimly at that - 
half of them hadn't even been present for his proclamation. But now they all 
claimed to be eyewitnesses. So typical. 

Finally, the crowd quieted long enough for Semyaza to speak again. 

"Shall we show him mercy and let him recant?" 

The crowd clearly communicated that they weren't interested in any 
penitence.  

Semyaza waited another time for the crowd to quiet before looking down at 
Enoch. 

"They don't want to grant you a second chance. But we," Semyaza motioned to 
Azrael and the other angels assembled, "will always accept the pleas of a 
prostrate and contrite heart." 

Enoch was tired of waiting around for the show to begin. 



"I have nothing to hide, nothing to recant," Enoch shouted. "It is for your sins I 
will die, but you still will face judgement for them. Do what you came to do."    

Semyaza was furious. He was hoping for something more whiny.  

"Very well," Semyaza declared, lifting a hand to the sky. "The earth itself has 
sent forth your doom. Your blood will not be on our hands. Now return to the 
ground, for out of it you were taken. For you are dust, and to dust you shall 
return." 

The ground suddenly trembled. The crowd murmured. Enoch looked down at 
his feet. The sand was vibrating under a growing pressure that seemed to be 
emanating from a corner of the arena. The sand there was bulging upwards! It 
was lifting gently, and then stopped. 

For a moment, there was no sound, no vibration, no movement. Then the 
whole arena jolted. The crowd wailed in terror. Enoch almost lost his footing. 
He had to fight to stay upright.  

The monstrosity that caused the disturbance came twisting up out of the 
ground and landed with a crash in the sand. The dust billowed up from its 
entrance, obscuring its full form for a moment.  

The first real thing Enoch saw was it's long snapping jaws.  

"A real dragon," Enoch's brain screamed. 

The Watchers had taken his blasphemy much more seriously than he could 
have imagined. 

Enoch gritted his teeth.  

--- 

 

Can you draw out Leviathan with a fishhook ?... 

Lay your hands on him; 

remember the battle—you will not do it again!  

On earth there is not his like, 

a creature without fear. 

He sees everything that is high; 



he is king over all the sons of pride.   

Job 41 excerpts 

In that day the LORD will punish Leviathan the fleeing serpent, With His fierce 
and great and mighty sword, even Leviathan the twisted serpent; And He will 
kill the dragon who lives in the sea. Isaiah 27:1 

 

 

Leviathan 
While the crowd was cringing back from the sight of the beast that had 
materialized before them, Azrael instead leaned forward, his eyes filling with 
recognition, his face a mix of horror and awe. 

"Isn't that..?" 

He turned to Semyaza, the question left unfinished. He didn't have to finish it. 

Semyaza nodded. Azrael slumped back in his chair, staring blankly forward. 

"What is it?" Naamah cried out. 

"It is Leviathan - serpent of destruction. But this is only a young one, not even 
half it's eventual adult size." 

"God created such monsters?" Naamah breathed, unable to tear her eyes from 
the sight of the sinuous reptile as the dust settled, and its full form was 
revealed. 

Semyaza laughed loudly. 

"This monster and others even more terrible come from paradise!" 

Naamah's horror was felt by every heart present. They knew of dragons, but 
such fierce specimens were strictly legend. The people of Nod normally 
dismissed stories of such creatures as they scoffed at tales about the mystical 
Land of Eden that housed the headwaters of the Euphrates. 

Enoch's blasphemy had caused the earth to spit forth a mythical force of 
destruction - not one heart doubted the Watchers any longer, or harbored 
thoughts of dissention. Such thoughts had been purged completely from their 
minds. 



 

 

But Enoch alone was close enough to see the burning in its eyes as it wound its 
way in his direction. It's long, scaly body was snake-like and lined with 
protruding spikes down its back. It barely held its belly off the ground with four 
stubby but powerful legs. Its whip-like tail swung from side to side behind it. As 
focused as Enoch was on the gaping jaws moving slowly but deliberately in his 
direction, he knew that the tail was just as lethal. 

It's head was the largest single object on the whole body. A bony crest ran 
down from its forehead to its nostrils. All the legends of the Leviathan had told 
that it breathed fire - but the only fire that Enoch could see emanating from 
this beast was from its eyes.  

There was something more than animal in the way it stared at him - a sentient 
burning.  

"You're no ordinary dragon, are you?" Enoch muttered.  

The reptile snapped its jaws once in reply. Enoch could have sworn it was 
smiling at him. 

"Who are you?" 

The only answer he received was a final snort as the the dragon sprang 
forward towards him, jaws opening wide, its body wriggling through the sand 
as its legs shot it forward.  

Enoch's sling was ready, with a heavy stone already inside. A slinger always has 
several available methods of sending a stone to its target. For precision and 
distance, the slinger need only let the weigh of the stone do its damage 
combined with his own skill in hitting the target. But in this situation, Enoch 
leaped upward, the sling circling him in such a way to collect an incredible 
amount of centrifugal force. He landed, taking one more step forward before 
launching the stone, his whole body projecting the stone forward to its utmost 
velocity. Before the dragon took more than three steps, Enoch had flung the 
rock at the charging beast like a missile. 

It landed exactly where he intended, crushing into the dragon's right eye. The 
dragon stopped short, retreated and wagged its head in pain, roaring violently. 
Blood spurt forth from beneath the dragon's eyelid. 



The crowd had expected the first charge to be the last. They let out a collective 
gasp. 

Before the dragon could recover from the agony pounding its skull, Enoch 
sprang forward and rolled up behind the monster, keeping the thrashing tail in 
view. He knew that even though the tail could easily wound or even kill him, 
the dragon would probably prefer to finish him head on. If he could keep it 
turning, he could last a little longer. 

The tail whipped close to him and he shot forward with his staff. The iron point 
just bounced off the thickly scales. He would have to find more vulnerable 
areas if his staff would be any use to him. He stooped and grabbed a stone he 
had previously tossed to this side of the arena. 

The dragon turned to face him with its good eye. Its large body was unwieldy 
and too long to maneuver easily in the relatively small space. Enoch had placed 
the old stone altar in between them. It would have to go around it to get to 
him. 

The dragon bellowed and charged again, it's bony crest smashing through the 
altar, leaving only half of it still standing.  

"So much for that," Enoch muttered as he swung the second stone around his 
head.    

This time the stone didn't quite have the impact that the first one had. The 
dragon flinched at the impact, but didn't stop its charge forward. 

Enoch waited until the last moment and rolled again, almost underneath the 
beast. He lunged forward with his staff, and it sank in between the ribcage and 
the dragon's hind leg. 

The monster's roar matched that of the crowd's. 

 

"Maybe his battle training was too thorough?" Lamech laughed, taking another 
drink of the rich wine in the goblets in front of them.   

The Watchers didn't even acknowledge his joke. They were watching the battle 
unfold too intensely.  

 

 



Forest 
A dragon battling a Sethite in the middle of Nod was the last thing Tubal-Cain 
was thinking about as he motioned his men deeper into the forest shadows. 
They all were equipped with swords, but in addition he had them all take bows 
and plenty of arrows - weapons of choice when on the hunt for desperate 
men. 

In the dark hours of early morning, they had discovered where Caleb's band 
had reached the opposite shore - the sandbar was strewn with the boats they 
had commandeered in their escape.  

Immediately they began tracking the fugitives, but Tubal did not give in to his 
urge to rush forward - carelessly. Although he was sure they could outrun him 
in the beginning, he was also certain that they were not native to this region. 
They could not know the terrain as well as he and his men did. They would not 
have friends close by. They were alone - no allies to rely on. They would run 
desperately at first, and as they slowed due to a lack of supplies and food, 
Tubal would close in. He was prepared for a weeks-long pursuit if needed. They 
had plenty of provisions, and an easy ride back to Nod to replenish what they 
needed. 

The Cainite army was also still returning from their war with the Herabites. 
Azrael had returned only last night. The army would still be a couple day's 
march at least before they recrossed the Euphrates and entered Nod again. 

Morning came and their tracking became much easier than finding the trail left 
by the escaped captives by torchlight. The tracks were leading upward through 
some rocky crags.  

From time to time, they could catch clear views of Nod - the mountainous 
outcropping that rose high above the rest of the island clearly outlined in the 
morning sun. 

From this distance, Tubal really noticed the uniform shape becoming obvious. 
The mountain no longer resembled a natural growth of the landscape. Rather, 
it looked man-made now - it had been chiseled and carved to supply rock for 
Nod's walls, but in such a way to leave a clear... 

"My lord!" A solider was whispering. Tubal turned his back to his city. 

"We've been following a fake trail. Our runners have already discovered that it 
simply turns back on itself at the top of the mountain." 



"Did we miss their real route?" Tubal pressed. Then he remembered the 
stream they had passed through only a few minutes earlier. The captives must 
have used it to cover their tracks. Tubal's men had scoped it up and down-
stream for at least one hundred paces, but their quarry must had been extra 
careful and taken a long time to set out on a new heading. 

Back at the stream, Tubal sent a few men to see if the trail reappeared at any 
point downstream. But his senses told him that they had gone upstream. Many 
of the streams in this area originated from hot springs that bubbled up into 
watery caverns, similar to the caves Herab had claimed for him and his 
descendants. Perhaps these fugitives had sought refuge likewise. 

As they grew nearer and nearer the stream's source, he had his men wait in 
the forest. He went ahead, only taking one man with him, but circled way 
around to the left as carefully as possible. When he was sure he was above the 
spring, they both crept slowly down until they found themselves almost 
overlooking the mouth of the cavern that housed the stream's origins.  

He was immensely gratified when he spied out two figures almost buried in 
foliage, perched above the rim of the cave. They were almost motionless, 
watching for any pursuers coming up the stream. Depending on the layout of 
the cave, if they sounded the alarm, the fugitives could either retreat deep into 
the cave - many of the local caves had multiple outlets - or they could retreat 
up the hillside and the chase would resume. 

Tubal didn't want to resume the chase. Their flight ended here. It ended now. 

He had plenty of experience tracking down escaped slaves and running down 
fleeing villagers in these hills. He knew where the lookouts would be placed, 
and he had found them.  

He sent the soldier back with precise instructions - wait 10 minutes, then 
advance with all speed, and from as many directions as possible. 

He waited quietly, using the time to make certain that these were the only 
lookouts posted. 

Then he laid two arrows on the forest floor, drew one, and let it fly. 

Hardly had the first one skewered its victim than he already had the second 
arrow drawn back and fired at the next target. Heads dropping, neither man 
made a sound, and he noted that no alarm was raised.  



He crept to the rim of the cave and peered downward. Far back inside the 
cave, he could see men taking shelter there - their slaves' garments tattered 
and torn. It appeared that one or more was wounded. Tubal wondered if they 
had encountered a wild animal - perhaps one of Herab's vicious beasts that 
had gotten loose. 

Now if the cave led back into the mountain a long ways, the next part was 
risky. Total surprise had to be achieved. Tubal had no desire to hunt for longer 
than needed.  

 

 

In the darkness, surrounded by his comrades that had endured so much, Caleb 
prayed - trying not to despair.  

He repeated the words of Adam's prophesy over and over, trying to uncover 
some hidden meaning that he had not noticed before. But the words were 
simple. No subtle meanings from them could be pried, as hard as he tried. 

"Go down unto Nod, for there will come my messenger, through whom the 
world will know my voice again. And a new enemy." 

Caleb's bowed his head.  

But the messenger has fallen! 

 

Tubal felt his men approaching before he saw or heard them. He dropped 
down into the steaming waters flowing out of the mouth of the cave. He rose, 
the hot water dripping from his cloak as his ready arrow pointed at the men 
caught in the cave's throat.  

"No slave escapes from Nod, and lives!" He said smoothly. He shot the arrow, 
and as it found its target, a hundred Cainite arrows flew past him into the 
depths of the cave. Tubal's men formed up behind him, lowering their 
quivering bows. They pulled their shining iron blades and rushed forward. 

The tallest victim was trying to stand, five arrows sticking out of his body. Tubal 
raised his blade and plunged it downward. 

And it was over. His ambush was a complete success. 



 

Altar 
His chest felt as it would split open every time he sucked air in for breath. The 
fight had only been a few minutes long, but Enoch had never had to react so 
fast, sprint so desperately, jump so high, or duck so low - so many times and in 
such rapid succession - in his entire life. 

Naamah clutched the edge of her seat. She had never seen a battle like this 
before. It surpassed anything she could have dreamed of. It seemed impossible 
that a man could have survived in the arena with a dragon as long as he had. 
The crowd had stopped jeering. One by one, people had started cheering for 
Enoch as he narrowly escaped death time after time.   

The dragon had not expected pricks from Enoch's staff and bloody bruises from 
the stones flung from his sling. It grew more and more furious and frustrated 
as Enoch dodged attack after attack. As it grew more angry, it grew more 
clumsy. It reacted without thinking, and its attacks were settling into a 
predictable rhythm.   

The watching angels had expected a swift and clean kill. Their point made. 
Their problem solved. Now they grew conscious of a new problem - once 
Enoch fell under the dragon's teeth and was ripped to shreds, the story of his 
battle would not soon fade from Nod's memory. The convict's execution would 
soon cross over into martyrdom. Semyaza fumed. Azrael cursed himself - 
another mistake to further complicate their situation. 

But as lucky or skilled as Enoch was, he was still facing a much stronger and 
deadly creature. Unless something drastic happened soon to prevent it, only 
one fate awaited him in the arena.  

Claws raked his side. He had been dodging the beast's tail and had fallen 
almost directly into the talons as the dragon whipped out a forelimb at him. He 
spun as they gouged three strips of flesh right off his ribs. His sling was torn 
from his grasp and snapped. 

The crowd shouted. He could hear their disappointment. They had witnessed a 
battle they would never forget, and it was drawing to a close much too soon 
for them.   



Only his staff was left to him. But the blinding pain in his side he knew would 
be his downfall. His body would instinctively try to move in a way to reduce the 
pain - slowing him down. He was now an easy target. 

The dragon, knowing the first death stroke had been dealt, roared at the 
crowd, as if defying them to take Enoch's side in the fight.  

Enoch knew it probably was his last chance. He drove back the pain and leaped 
forward, running in the dragon's blind spot as it howled its rage at the 
spectators. Blood poured down his tunic and dripped into the sand as his feet 
pounded the earth.  

He sprinted directly for what was still standing of the altar, summoning all his 
strength and speed for an attack of his own. Vaulting upward onto the stones, 
his jumped - staff aimed for the back of the dragon's skull.  

All his momentum behind the spear, his last hope was that the spearhead 
would land in the crevice between two hard scales and penetrate the dragon's 
brain cavity.  He shot through the air, staff poised to make the blow. 

The dragon ducked at the last second. Enoch didn't have time to wonder how 
it had known to do so. But it had. 

His chance was gone, but he wasn't dead yet. He hit the sand rolling in front of 
the beast's shoulder. He lunged backwards, blinded by the swirling dust, 
stabbing instinctively. 

The spear entered dragon flesh and went deep. Enoch pushed. 

The dragon howled its agony and shuddered and writhed against the violating 
weapon. The spear snapped in half, and the tail whipped around, flinging 
Enoch across the arena like a toy. His body smashed into the side of the altar 
and he collapsed into the dust. Head swirling, he was unsure how conscious he 
really was. He couldn't feel most of his body. 

And like that, the battle was over. 

 

"Enough Azrael!" Naamah begged him, tears streaming down her face. "For 
me! If you care for me. Make it stop!" 

Azrael only stared - he couldn't get Sariel's flaming corpse out of his mind. 
These humans would suffer for what they had done.  



Naamah's words fell on deaf ears. 

 

Suddenly Enoch opened his eyes. He had passed out? The sky was made of 
bloody sand? No, the world was just upside down. Enoch had never heard such 
a clamor before. Either his head was exploding or the universe was collapsing 
upon itself. He gasped for air under the pressure. 

The dragon had jerked him up in the air. His massive jaws were wrapped 
around Enoch's legs.  

Enoch could hear his bones snapping. But he didn't feel it. The feeling to his 
lower body had already been severed. 

The dragon dropped him, and he fell onto what was left of Cain's old altar, his 
body more broken than his father's. His blood streamed into the stones from a 
dozen wounds. 

At last, a sacrifice lay on Cain's altar - not a defiant statue, not a descending 
angel - a man who had only tried to do what was right for the sake of people 
who considered him an enemy. 

As he accepted his fate, Caleb's word came back to him -  "Show them how the 
righteous face death!"  Enoch managed a smile. Suddenly everything was clear.    

"If a sacrifice is what I can be," He thought. "Then accept my life, and have 
mercy on them. They have been deceived again by false gods. Drive back their 
darkness with your light!" 

His surroundings grew fuzzy. Images danced in the dust of the arena. He saw 
his father's twisted body, he could see Seth's altar, the angel's descending, the 
mountain being formed into a monument to their coming...  

Faintly, oh so very faintly, through the pounding din of brain cells dying by the 
billions, Enoch heard echos of a horn. And somehow he knew the melody - it 
was Adam's call, the sound of Eden. 

As the veil of death fell, the horn became a thousand trumpets blasting their 
call through the heavens.  

 

 



Peak 
Tubal threw back the hood of the man he just stabbed. 

At first, he could not process what he saw. He stumbled back. This man bore 
the Cainite mark.   

It was not the man he had pursued through the streets the night before. It was 
one of his own soliders.  

Tubal whirled and one by one checked each and every one of the other dead 
and dying men in the cave. Each was a gagged Cainite soldier, feet and hands 
securely bound underneath their tattered garments. All of them had Cain's 
mark outlined on their foreheads in some kind of brown dye. 

Then Tubal remembered that these men had been with him in the pursuit the 
night before. They had been ambushed at the wall by the escaped slaves. After 
he had regained consciousness, he had not seen them again. Their quarry had 
taken them along with them across the river and marched them all the way up 
here... as bait! 

Tubal had taken the bait. So where were the slaves? 

Several soldiers were still alive. Tubal yanked out their gags, and demanded 
them to tell him what had happened. 

"Where are they?" 

"Home," One finally gasped. 

"They went home?" 

The man shook his head through his pain. 

"What then?" 

"They went home," and by the way he almost wept the word, Tubal realized 
his meaning. 

Dread choking him, Tubal rushed out of the cave and looked towards Nod. 
Through the trees, he could make out only one landmark - the triangular peak 
of Nod's mountain.  

 

 



Hidden in a alcove just below the now precisely angular peak of Nod's 
mountain, Caleb tossed aside his tattered slave's garment. It was time. His men 
had left him only moments earlier - each one knew what he must do. 

Caleb was no longer dressed as a slave. He wore a suit of light leather armor, 
studded with polished metal plates.  It had obviously been crafted with skill 
and pride by a master. Every seam of leather lay just right, tailored to Caleb's 
muscular form. 

Weeks earlier, he and his companions had hidden much of their travel baggage 
just outside Enoch's small village - including their weapons and armor. Their 
mission required stealth - the Cainites bore no love of anything from Eden. 
They had masqueraded as best they could as common men from the region. 
The Cainites had their hands full, and even when Caleb and his men allowed 
themselves to be captured and taken to Nod in a prison wagon, no one 
suspected they were anything but hapless villagers who had been in the wrong 
place at the wrong time. 

It was time that Nod know their true identity. As they had deposited his Cainite 
captives in the remote cave in the forest early that morning, he had sent two 
of his men upriver to recover their proper garb. It felt good to be appropriately 
arrayed again.  

Holding a ram's horn in one hand, and his other draped over the sword 
sheathed at his side, Caleb strode out of the shadow and onto a newly-cut 
stone, jutting out near the summit. 

He looked splendid. Never before had any Cainite seen warlike garments such 
as his. 

He gazed over the city. It was quiet, except for the shouts being raised in the 
arena nearby. After so many weeks of inaction and playing the part of placid 
slaves, Caleb relished what he was able to do. That he could do nothing to save 
Enoch was his only regret. Enoch's death was making something else possible. 
He wished Enoch could know. 

He lifted the horn to his lips and Eden's sound echoed across the city of Nod.  

Even Enoch, lying at death's door on the altar in the arena, heard.  

The slaves and taskmasters all over the mountain below him craned their necks 
up at him in bewilderment. They stared at the man on the rock as he lowered 
the horn.  



"I send tidings to the people of Nod. If angels wish to make slaves of the earth, 
they'll have to contend with EDEN." 

He unsheathed his long sword. It had not been forged in Nod - Eden had 
discovered the art of iron-working long ago. He raised the blade above his 
head. 

"Lift up your hands downtrodden and oppressed. Heaven's messenger is fallen. 
No longer do you owe Cain your sweat and blood. Today is your chance for 
freedom! Eden awaits us!"  

The guards remaining on the mountain drew their swords, daring the scattered 
slaves to make a move, while other guards rushed toward Caleb. 

Caleb leapt into their midst and attacked first. Moments later, they were 
overcome. The slaves around stared at him in shock - they had never seen 
anyone fight as he did. 

"Follow me," He said, descending the mountain without a glance backward to 
see if they were behind him. Wide-eyed, nearby slaves left their work, picking 
up chisels and digging instruments as they began down the mountain - 
anything that could be used as a weapon. 

The guards, seeing them approaching and more and more slaves joining 
Caleb's descent, gathered hastily at the bottom of the mountain's slope. There 
they were attacked from behind by a score of fierce warriors dressed as Caleb 
was. 

As his men attacked from behind, Caleb began running, jumping from stone to 
stone, until he plummeted into the thick of the battle. 

The slaves were right behind him. This was their chance! 

 

 

Jehuda did not get to join his brothers in their revolution. Much earlier in the 
morning, as they had emerged from the Euphrates river after swimming its 
width back on Nod's soil, Caleb had spoken to him and given him specific 
instructions. 

"Enoch shouldn't have to die alone. Witness his sacrifice! He deserves that 
much honor!" 



Jehuda had been quite disappointed he would not be joining the fight. But as 
he had watched in the crowd of Cainites as Enoch battled the dragon, his 
feeling had changed. 

 

 

 

Ascent 
The surface beneath Enoch's fingertips was as smooth as glass. Gone were the 
jagged stones of Cain's altar. The din pounding in his ears had been replaced by 
a gentle blending of sounds he did not recognize.   

He opened his eyes. He lay on a crystal surface, reflective yet also translucent. 
Underneath its surface, fire pulsed and stars twinkled in an undulating 
darkness. He was transfixed. His fingers seemed separated from the whole 
universe only by a thin flat plane.  

He looked up, but found himself surrounded by a dense fog. It was not gray, it 
was golden, almost white, the color of a dark cloud suddenly illumined by the 
red flames of a setting sun. 

Where was he? He sat up, and only after he performed the movement, he 
remembered his wounds. He saw that his body was torn in many places. His 
blood was spilling out onto the crystal floor. But he felt no pain. He felt nothing 
but warmth. 

He remembered when the dragon had crushed his body. He shouldn't be able 
to move, which told him he must be hallucinating. The only other explanation 
could be that he was... dead. 

Was this Sheol? The holding place of both the righteous and wicked dead 
spirits that Seth believed lay below the earth's crust?  

Where could he be? 

The murmuring sounds filling the air suddenly went silent. They had been so 
gentle that Enoch had almost forgotten they were there until they were gone. 
All was perfect stillness now. 

For what seemed an eternity, Enoch remained still, waiting for something to 
give him a clue where he was, or what he should do. 



He didn't hear anything, but at long last, he sensed movement in the cloud. 
Something was traveling across the plain. It must have passed him by, because 
the golden mists wavered noticeably for a moment, and then stilled again.  

Something or someone was out there. Enoch stood gingerly. Ignoring the 
blood draining from him all over the floor at an alarming rate, he took a few 
steps forward in the direction he guessed the movement had gone. 

Then the noise hit him. The impact emptied his lungs of breath. He stumbled 
back, cowering in his bloody pool. But the sound thundered on all around him.  

It took a few moments before he realized that the sound was a voice. The 
thunderings were words! He strained to understand them through his abject 
terror. 

"...Your.... will stand....  ages, and...  name holy.... glorious and.... all..." 

At first he only caught some of the words. It sounded as if the thunder was...... 
praying!  

Whatever was speaking was a powerful, sentient being. And it was speaking 
the same words that Enoch had uttered in his humble hut or on the grassy 
hillside looking after his sheep. Words of supplication to a higher power. 

The same God worshiped and wondered at by a lowly shepherd was being 
adored by something no mortal mind could fathom. The power of that 
realization was almost to great to bear. He - a minute combination of dust 
particles - had dared to doubt that which the greatest creatures in the universe 
subjected themselves to with absolute awe and devotion. 

As his tears mingled with his blood, his mind was opened. He could 
understand, and the words no longer hurt him as their power reverberated 
around him and through him. 

"All things are naked and open in Your sight, and You see all things. Nothing 
can hide from Your face."  

These thunderings were different. They seemed to come from a second 
individual. Who could it be? 

"You know what Azazel has done," the second voice continued. 

 Enoch froze. 



"And Semjaza, to whom You gave authority to bear rule over the watchers. 
They have gone to the daughters of men upon the earth, and have slept with 
the women, and have defiled themselves, and spilled the blood of mankind in 
their rage."  

"And now, behold, the souls of those who have died are crying and making 
their suit to the gates of heaven. Their lamentations have ascended to our 
ears." 

There was silence for a long moment. When the first voice returned, Enoch 
could feel the feeling in it. The speaker was desperate and worried. 

"Tell us what we are to do in response to the evil our brothers have committed 
upon the earth."   

The thunders faded and as they did, the mist vanished. One moment it had 
been there, obscuring Enoch's sight entirely from his surroundings. Now it was 
gone. 

The sight that greeted his eyes was too much to take in. But what he could 
recognize were the two human-like silhouettes standing in front of him, 
outlined by a glorious flame. Their forms, dwarfing Enoch easily, were facing 
away from him. Their heads were bowed towards the light. 

Enoch squinted, willing his eyes to look beyond them. What he saw, he saw in 
glimpses and snapshots only. He could only bear to look briefly each time.  

The sight of great beasts with strange heads and long bodies laying prostrate 
before the great light would be forever printed upon his memory. Rotating 
smoke encircled a high place from which pulsating bolts of glory ascended 
throughout the expanse. 

"Enoch," his name was whispered. A new Voice had spoken which sounded 
surprisingly human after the preceding thunders. Someone was looking for 
him? 

"I am here!" he breathed in reply.  

A wind shot out from the high place, driving back the remaining mists 
concealing Enoch's pathetic form. The silhouetted beings turned toward him. 
Enoch could not bear to return their gaze. 

"Enoch!" The Voice continued, and each following word grew in power.   



"Heaven and hell see you!" 

It was then that Enoch could first detect the presences of myriads encircling 
him in the endless space. He felt their energies. But he noted that not all were 
creatures of light. There were pockets of unsettling energy present here. He 
knew they held no love for him - rather, he could feel them despising him. 

"Come."  

Enoch obeyed, and his bloody trail flowed past the two great beings. He stood, 
nothing standing between him and the great light. The power of the glory 
before him filled every pore. 

"Am I dead?" Enoch asked. 

"No, there is life within you still," The Light replied, gentle and tender. "That 
life I intend to use. Death will not be yours to experience as others will." 

"Where am I?" 

"You are where all is, was, and will ever be. You are where I am." 

Then the Light grew brighter, and the Voice boomed throughout the place. 

"Behold a new thing I will show you today," And Enoch could tell that the 
onlookers were being specifically addressed.  

"Watch." The Voice said.  

"Learn." It said. 

"Know." It breathed, and out of the blazing light, a Dove soared.   

"To death's door, you have remained faithful, a willing vessel," The Voice was 
directed at Enoch again.  

"I have chosen the man Enoch to take my word to the earth, and to be my 
messenger to the Watchers who have forsaken their habitation in their pride 
and lust." 

The Dove circled high above him. 

"Now go down unto Nod, for there you will be my messenger, through whom 
the world will know my voice again. And give my answer to the new enemy 
that is upon the earth - sons of my making, the watchers." 



"Take my Spirit. Open your mouth. Be my vessel. Become the first of my 
prophets!" 

The Dove dove. Enoch knelt in anticipation. The force of the descending dove 
grew in mass and velocity as it plummeted from the glorious expanse. 

 

Dust clouds ripple out from Enoch's kneeling figure. He was in the arena once 
again. Gone was the celestial realm. He had been returned to Nod. 

His body was in the exact position upon the altar that Azrael had been when he 
had descended onto the altar and crushed Cain's image weeks before. 

His hand went to his leg. Teeth marks were still there, but only as scars - his 
body had been restored. Enoch smiled, he had been restored for a purpose. 

Roaring, the dragon closed in to make the kill it thought had already been 
made. 

From his kneeling position, Enoch raised one hand to the charging beast. 

"No, MOLOCH!" He spoke. 

The dragon was flung back. The crowd gasped. 

The dragon launched itself at him again. He stood. He raised his other hand. 

The dragon was hurled into the opposite wall. It scrambled to its feet, and 
clawed the walls, trying to escape. The demon inhabiting the dragon's body 
knew what was about to happen. He wanted out. 

 

Azrael's wine dropped, splashing red liquid across his feet and the stone 
viewing area.. 

"What's happening?" Lamech shouted above the rising din. 

Naamah stood, trembling. 

 

 

Jehuda was beaming. 

"The true messenger is revealed!" 



 

 

Enemy 
All was chaos in Nod. 

With the streets emptied and the attention of the populace occupied at the 
arena, Caleb's band of warriors and slaves met little resistance as they plowed 
through the winding alleys, skirting around the arena and citadel, and making 
for the first drawbridge. 

There ensued a fight as the soldiers guarding the bridge were set upon from 
behind. No one, even the angels had thought to make the bridges defensible 
from the rear. Even so, the attack on the first drawbridge took precious 
minutes. 

During the attack, Caleb dispatched slaves to block the streets that led to the 
drawbridge. He did not know how long it would take for Cainite 
reinforcements to appear. He was confident they could escape successfully 
with the mob if they were able to keep moving forward. Blocked in from both 
sides, they might still forge their way across the bridge and to the safety of the 
forest, but at great cost. 

The slaves went about their task with gusto, flipping wagons and piling 
construction materials at the street outlets between buildings - anything that 
would slow the imminent tide of Cainite soldiers flanking them. 

As the first tower fell, and the bridge was lowered to the second guard-tower 
standing upon a massive boulder in the middle of the river, Caleb posted a 
rear-guard of slaves with one of his own men. 

"Drive back any pursuers!" He challenged them.  

His own men, he sent on another mission. They scrambled over the sides of 
the bridge, clinging to the huge wooden girders. There they placed bundles of 
sticks mixed in pitch. And they lit them with torches. 

The bridge had to burn if they were to truly get away from the long arm of 
Nod's military might. Small wisps of smoke began to rise from a score of points 
along the bridge. It would take some time, but it should be enough. Caleb 
hoped. 



Alone, he crossed the bridge, ignoring the arrows zipping his direction from the 
second guard-tower. He intended to vanquish it. 

Moments later, his men returning to the top of the bridge, they saw the 
second drawbridge lowering. They let out a shout. Caleb had succeeded, 
fighting back the entire garrison of the guard house.  

The Edenites charged across the first bridge, hundreds of slaves following 
behind them.  

 

 

Enoch arrived on the scene, having to clamber over a hastily constructed 
barricade to do so. He was not greeted by the rear-guard that Caleb had left. 
Instead, they were cowering back in fear of another warrior.  

Azrael stood between Enoch and the bridge. He ignored the slaves pouring 
across. He had eyes only for Enoch. He was holding a long and wicked-looking 
sword, and Enoch knew that the time had come that he would use it.  

"You have heard the word of the Lord, Azrael," Enoch said, walking forward 
without a sign of fear or hesitation. He knew that the Spirit of God that had 
allowed him such power previously would not always reside within him. The 
Spirit was not a power Enoch could control, turning off and on at will. 
Somehow he knew it was a gift that may never be given him again. The 
anointing of the Spirit's power was God's prerogative - not Enoch's.  

Regardless, he advanced. He had been chosen for a reason. He had work to do, 
and his work was far from complete. Azrael would not be allowed to touch 
him. 

"I will not stand to see angels judged by men! After all we have done for you?" 
Azrael said bitterly. 

"What you did, you did for yourselves. And when you discovered this truth, 
you did not repent, rather you deliberately went further into rebellion. That is 
why you have no blessing." Enoch replied. 

"What business do you have between a father and his own sons? None!" 
Azrael shouted. He ran forward at Enoch, who held no weapon.  



Azrael would have killed him, but a terrific roar split the sky and the dragon 
came bursting out of an alleyway. Barreling forward, it had a new target in its 
sights - Azrael. 

Enoch could not believe his eyes as the dragon crashed into the angel, who 
barely had time to dodge the full impact of the scaly torso.  

Enoch knew he had driven out a demonic presence from the dragon's mind. 
But he could not have guessed what implications it truly held for this beast. A 
power that had held sway over its every waking moment had been removed. 
At last this creature had been freed from its grip.  

And as much as a beast could, it knew that it had Enoch to thank for a chance 
for its freedom. And when it had seen him in danger - when the guards had 
charged him in the arena, and now that Azrael was attacking him - it 
responded. 

The earth shook as the dragon roared and pursued Azrael with snapping jaws. 
With more room to maneuver, Azrael was not able to defend himself with the 
same tactics Enoch had utilized in the arena. He would have to fight with brute 
force. 

And he turned from flight, and faced the dragon, and fought it face to face. 

Enoch could not move, so incredible was the sight of the dragon battling the 
angel. The Leviathan was truly among the most fierce creations in the animal 
kingdom, and Azrael was above and beyond a wondrous human specimen. His 
movements were faster than any mortal warrior - his strokes thrice as lethal. 
The two locked in deadly combat.  

Enoch knew that this is what Tubal had longed to see when he first had forged 
the sword for Azrael, and had asked to see 'how the gods made war'. It was 
frightful, but Enoch could not tear his eyes away even to flee for his own life. 

 

 

The last drawbridge had been conquered. The final bridge lowered, and Caleb 
smiled. The bridge led to the forest. Eden lay beyond! 

But then his heart sank. Cainite soldiers were emerging from the forest. Had 
the entire Cainite army returned from fighting Herab already? 



Then Caleb saw Tubal leading them. "Let none escape!" He heard Tubal shout 
to his men, who were forming a wall 20 soldiers deep to slow or stop the 
exodus. 

"Forward! For freedom!" Caleb shouted, and just as he was about to lead the 
charge to overrun Tubal's warriors.  

"Caleb, wait!" Jehuda shouted, finally catching up to Caleb. He had shoved his 
way through hundreds of slaves to emerge at the front of the line. 

"Caleb! The messenger is here! We despaired too early. The messenger indeed 
has come!"  

Caleb did not respond. He was confounded. Jehuda smiled. He had never seen 
his fearless and faithful leader speechless. 

"It's Enoch." 

"Impossible!" Caleb choked out in reply.  

Jehuda just smiled larger. Caleb knew by the look in his eyes that he had 
witnessed something glorious.  

"I saw things I never thought possible," Jehuda said. "And he spoke with the 
words of God - rebuking the watchers for their disobedience." 

So the messenger had been Enoch from the start? Caleb couldn't be sure. 
Questions could wait though.  

"Where is he?" 

Jehuda pointed towards Nod and Caleb lunged back through the horde exiting 
Nod. 

"Lead the charge," he shouted back over his shoulder. "We must break 
through. We must break free!" 

 

 

His sword buried in the dragon's skull, Azrael faced the dragon as it died. The 
angel had gotten the best of the dragon.  

"I will not be anyone's pawn," he whispered.  



The dragon died and Azrael withdrew his sword, and resumed his advance 
toward Enoch. Enoch stood his ground, feeling sick to have seen the great 
dragon die. The same dragon he himself had fought only an hour earlier. 

"If you did what was right, God would have accepted you," Enoch said. 

Azrael knocked Enoch flat onto the stone pavement with a powerful kick to the 
chest.  

"I am not Cain," he said through heaving breaths. The fight with the dragon 
had not been easy. 

"Exiled from your rightful home... and father, you.... chose your own interests 
over the right path," Enoch said, the air knocked out of him from the force of 
the kick. 

 

 

Naamah arrived breathless from around a corner. The sight before her made 
her jaw drop - the slaves pouring over Nod's already burning bridges, the 
dragon laying slain on the street, and Azrael raising his long sword above 
Enoch's head. 

"Azrael! No! PLEASE!" 

Azrael looked at her, hesitating only a moment.  

"I must." 

Then he placed a foot on Enoch's chest and raised his sword. 

 

 

  



Bridge 
Azrael would slay Enoch, Naamah knew it. 

What she did next, she also knew she had to. She had to stop Azrael. 

At her feet lay a bow and one arrow. She didn't stop to consider its oddness or 
convenience. It was there, and she picked it up, fitting the arrow into the twine 
and pulling it back to her ear. 

Her brain screamed at her that it was hopeless. Her limited practice with a bow 
had not yielded any results of significance. 

But Azrael, the one who had descended to save her, was about to commit the 
gravest crime imaginable. She knew nothing would be able to save him then.  

Yes, he had fallen from grace. But she couldn't bear for him to be branded 
forever a murderer. She knew what it had turned Cain into. Cain's fate would 
not be Azrael's - if she could help it. 

Now she aimed at his muscular body, as best as she could, to save him in the 
only way she knew how. 

But the strength with which she pulled back the arrow did not only originate 
from her fear for the angel's fate. She needed Enoch to live. She dared not yet 
admit to herself why she could not let him die. The world needed him. She 
needed him too. 

The Cainite soldiers piling over the barricades paused in astonishment as they 
saw the girl, bow aimed at the angel. Hundreds of eyes saw. 

If it killed him? Surely her aim was not that good? Tears blinded her, and her 
aim faltered. She couldn't focus! 

Azrael filled his lungs with air, to give his downward strike all the more force. 

Half blind, Naamah let the arrow fly.  

 

 

The arrow tore through Azrael's cheek, slicing it cleanly in half. His sword 
smashed onto the stone pavement, and the iron shattered only a hand's width 
from Enoch's head. The angel grabbed his face, blood spurting from between 
his clenched fingers, and he crumpled to the ground. 



Naamah dropped the bow, trembling. The Cainite soldiers couldn't believe 
what they had seen. 

Enoch stood and approached her. He took her hand. She couldn't tear her eyes 
away from the wounded angel. 

"Come, Naamah," Enoch said. He remembered that he had spoken similar 
words to her before - when the Herabites were attacking Nod - he had urged 
her to escape with him across the river. She would have followed him then, if 
the angel that lay bleeding in the street before them now had not then 
appeared in flaming glory in the sky. 

She followed him without a word. Azrael watched them through bloody 
fingers.   

Enoch would love her, and she would love him - of that Azrael was now aware. 
That knowledge alone was not what was creating so much agony within him at 
this moment.  It was the fact that she was leaving him. She had rejected him. 
She had chosen another to follow - another to look at in awe. 

Azrael's heart burned in a jealous rage as the two disappeared into the smoke 
rising from the bridge. 

 

 

Caleb greeted them in the billowing black smoke.  

"Come on!" He shouted. He grabbed Naamah's hand and hauled her through 
the heat. Enoch followed close behind until they emerged onto the second 
bridge, where no fires had been lit. Enoch saw that near the end of the bridges, 
close to the forest, a battle was raging. The slaves were trapped from both 
ends. 

"The Cainites will be upon us from the city side any moment!" Enoch said. 

Caleb just stared at him. Enoch waited for him to say something.  

"What is it?" Enoch finally said. 

Caleb smiled. Enoch had never seen him smile before - his brow had always 
been furrowed with some responsibility or mission. Enoch understood. Caleb 
had fulfilled his task.  



"I left you for dead," Caleb said, suddenly grave. It was Enoch's turn to grin. 

"It seems you had a city to liberate," Enoch said, nodding toward the hundreds 
of slaves now on the bridges. 

"Yes, but..."  

"Caleb," Enoch said firmly but gently. "There is only one way you can earn the 
forgiveness of the prophet of God." 

"Anything!" Caleb breathed.  

"Let the world hear Eden's sound again," Enoch said, nodding at the horn 
hanging from Caleb's belt. 

"You know it?" Caleb asked, grinning as he grasped the horn. 

"Only on a reed flute," Enoch said. 

"This melody was not meant to be played on a reed," Caleb said, his voice filled 
with emotion. "Only a horn does it justice!" 

Caleb lifted the horn to his lips and Enoch closed his eyes as the song filled the 
air around him and echoed deep within his soul - the rallying call of Eden. 

It was then that the Cainites emerged from the smoke. Caleb dropped the 
horn, shouting a war cry and threw himself upon them, driving them back onto 
the now flaming timbers. They would retreat, or burn. 

Enoch joined him, seizing a fallen sword, and keeping the onslaught at bay. In 
the midst of the fighting, he didn't see Naamah leave them. She had spied her 
brother at the other side of the bridge. She knew it was Tubal's force that held 
back the entire exodus.  

She first tried to shove her way through the dense crowd of slaves. It was 
hopeless. She looked around for another way to get to the front of the pack. 
She saw the railings lining both sides of the bridge.  

She clambered on top of one of the rails. It ran the whole length of the bridge 
to the final one. It wasn't very wide, but she saw no other way. One foot in 
front of the other, she made her way along the bridge rail, the Euphrates river 
flowing far below her. 

It was then that Enoch turned, during a split second break in the fighting, and 
saw her. 



Caleb saw her too. 

"Go! Enoch! She will need you now!" Caleb said. 

"But what about..." 

"I am a soldier of Eden. I can hold back the whole of Nod's army without your 
amateur and rather wild sword skills," Caleb said.  

Enoch left him, springing up onto the railing and following Naamah forward. 

 

 

Caleb was holding the rear until a spear pierced the smoke and hit Caleb in the 
rib cage, glancing off his armor and not penetrating his flesh. But it had been 
thrown with incredible force. Caleb cried out in agony - several ribs had been 
shattered. 

Only one arm could have thrown a spear with such momentum. 

Azrael emerged from the smoke, covered with his own congealing blood. 
Unheeded, the flaps of skin that had once been his cheek dangled grotesquely 
from his face. 

Caleb stood in his path, his breathing ragged from the pain in his lungs. 

"No closer will I let you step towards Eden, fallen one," Caleb growled. 

Azrael lifted his shattered sword, which had a long shard still intact - enough to 
do battle with. 

 

 

Naamah had gone forward to see if her presence would cause Tubal to relent 
and let them pass. But Caleb's twenty armed comrades broke through Tubal's 
one hundred defenders before she reached them. The crowd of slaves 
suddenly was moving again, pouring over the final bridge and then racing away 
into the forests, leaving Nod behind them forever. 

The fighting continued among the combatants even as slaves rushed past and 
out from Nod's clutches. Naamah found herself alone in the middle of a 
panicked exodus and ongoing battle. 



"Naamah!" 

Tubal grabbed her arm. 

"Are you hurt?" He asked. 

She shook her head and tried to pull her arm free.   

He began dragging her through the fighting, making his way towards the 
bridge. 

"No!" Naamah shouted, struggling. Tubal turned, his face bewildered. 

"What?" 

"I'm not going back! I can't go back!" She cried. 

"It's your home. We are your people," Tubal said. "You must." 

Enoch stepped in front of him, sword ready. 

"Let her go." Enoch said firmly. 

Tubal looked from one to the other. He gritted his teeth. 

"Get out of my way!" 

Enoch lifted his sword and Tubal let go of his sister's arm, attacking Enoch and 
raining down blows with all his strength.  

 

 

 

Caleb and Azrael were now alone on the end of the first bridge, which was 
rapidly losing flaming timbers to the deep waters below, as the whole 
structure became inundated with flames. 

The bridge shook and trembled as beam after beam was lost. The support 
cables stretched more and more taut as the entirely of the structure hung on 
them.  

The bridge was almost lost. But Caleb would not budge. He would not let 
Azrael drive him any further back. The flames were licking Azrael's heals. 



Between Azrael's wounded face and Caleb's shattered ribs, neither warrior 
could fight at their full potential. But desperately and fiercely they fought 
nonetheless. It was vicious. 

Panting, they broke apart finally. Azrael rolled his head in agony, while Caleb 
leaned over, spitting up blood and wheezing.  

"I thought you were the one," he finally said, eyes darting around them - 
looking for something. "But you were rather the instrument used to forge His 
chosen vessel." 

"You know little of what your insolence shall unleash," Azrael threatened 
bitterly, raising his shattered sword once again to resume the battle. 

"I won't be here to find out what you have intended, but Eden will not let you 
make slaves of the earth," Caleb said, straightening. 

Caleb looked over his shoulder at the opposite shore where he knew Enoch 
was. 

"The messenger must not fall!" 

Caleb's sword flashed out, and severed a strained bridge cable. 

The bridge collapsed, dragging Azrael and Caleb down into the depths of the 
river, in a avalanche of flame. 

 

  



Beginnings 
As the bridge broke and fell, Tubal and Enoch lowered their swords, watching 
from the forested embankment in horror. The other combatants did the same - 
they couldn't tear their eyes away as the flaming wooden structure collapsed 
into the river, taking Azrael and Caleb down with it.  

Several of Caleb's companions immediately ran down to the river's edge, diving 
in and striking out towards the wreckage - hoping to recover their leader. 

Naamah scanned the water for any signs of the two warriors. Then she saw a 
body - so small she almost missed it at this distance.  

"There!" She cried. It was Azrael. He wasn't moving, just floating in the waves, 
surrounded by the smoldering wreckage. 

Tubal turned back to face both her. His face was bitter. 

"You have betrayed our people," He said. "From today, I have no sister!" And 
then he ran to the water's edge, dropping his sword and removing any armor.  

"Into the river!" He shouted at his remaining warriors. "We must retrieve lord 
Azrael!" And they followed him into the water. 

 

 

Naamah sighed heavily. She was free of Nod now. But she had not even had 
the chance to say goodbye to her mother, to her slave, or her city. She stared 
across the water at the island, while in the water between them her brother 
was swimming as hard as he could toward the unconscious angel.      

"I've abandoned them!" She said. "Left my people to the enemy." 

Enoch stood beside her, tossing his Cainite blade aside.  

"This is just the beginning," He said gently. "Don't lose hope for them." 

 

 

When Caleb's body was brought back to shore by his men, he was buried a 
short way into the forest. It was a solemn moment, but also victorious - here 
they stood, free of Nod's grip, free to go where they wished in the world, 
thanks to Caleb's sacrifice. 



 

 

In Nod's citadel, Lamech was hurrying down the halls. His guards had informed 
him that Azrael was being brought back from the river - alive, but unconscious.  

The day had resulted much differently than he had imagined it would - as he 
supposed it had for everyone present. The angels were poised to make their 
strongest statement yet to quell doubt. But Enoch had not died as he was 
supposed to. It all was too much to digest in the hours that had passed. 

Lamech was unsettled by it all. It all felt off, but he couldn't exactly say why. 
The only thing he knew for certain was that he would be foolish to entrust his 
people's future solely in the hands of the angels. They said they had his 
people's best interests at heart, but he would be a fool to blindly believe them 
- they had kept their dalliances with the slave women secret from all. Plus, the 
revelation that his master, Cain, had been using his own wife similarly had 
driven any trust far from him. 

He would have to make sure Nod would grow and flourish - with or without 
their presence. 

He rounded a corner, and stopped abruptly. His wives were standing, waiting 
for him. 

"Lamech, we need to speak..." Adah said. 

"I have no time for this." 

"Naamah is gone," Zillah said. He stopped. He had not heard this news. 

"She left with Enoch and the others over the bridge," She continued. 

"So my only child is lost then?" Lamech asked bitterly. He still had not 
confronted her with the claim that Cain had made - for which Lamech had 
killed him. 

Tears ran down Zillah's cheeks. She tried to reply, but couldn't. 

"Tubal is your son," Adah said for her. "Cain believed he was the father, and 
she never told him otherwise. It provided many... advantages for the family." 

"Advantages?" Lamech exploded. "You knew of this?" 

"Yes," Adah said. 



"My own wife - the preeminent prostitute of his harem!" Lamech shouted.  

Lamech brushed past the two women. 

"Whatever curse you bear, may it fall upon us as well," Adah said as he passed. 

He stopped, his back towards the two women. A small chuckle escaped him. 

"I've killed a man. It's true. But if Cain be avenged seven times, then surely I 
will be avenged seventy-seven times! 

Lamech continued on his way, pleased with his own cleverness. If Cain could 
make such a claim, why shouldn't he? 

"Mock not God," Adah called after him. "Whatever mercy he extends you now 
is with reason. But even unto the day his wrath falls upon you, we will remain 
faithful at your side." 

 

 

That evening, the Cainite army and the rest of the Watchers returned to the 
city, having returned only a day later than Azrael. They were alarmed to find 
only two of the mighty drawbridges standing, and they had to be ferried back 
across the river by boats. The crossing took all night.  

Sariel's body came back on the first boat, accompanied by the first score of 
watchers. His charred remains had been carefully wrapped in clothes.  

Azrael watched. Semyaza had stitched his face. He wore a large bandage, and 
covered it from the general populace with the hooded cloak draped over his 
head and shoulders. He felt numb, weak and dizzy. Semyaza had to steady him. 
He wasn't sure what affected him more, the sight of Sariel's body or his own 
loss of blood and the agony of his wound.  

Semyaza had prepared a special concoction of steamed herbs that would have 
made the pain all but disappear. Azrael had refused - how could he accept less 
pain when he above all was responsible for Sariel's fate? 

"Where is Sariel now?" Semyaza murmured. 

"Never again," Azrael said - every syllable sending agonizing pain through his 
cheek. "Never again will we let this happen to one of our own." 



"I don't think we have any say in the matter any more," Semyaza said bitterly. 
"Heaven has deserted us. Either we treat with God through that man, Enoch, 
or we die here one by one as Sariel has - not knowing the fate of our true 
selves until death releases us from these bodies. We will die, and none will be 
left to remember us."  

But then one thing brought strength back to his fleshy shell. His ears perceived 
a wailing cry coming from behind him. He turned and saw Maori running 
towards what was left of Sariel. Tears and cries unhindered, she plunged 
toward his body. The angels bringing his remains out of the boat shouted at 
her to stay back.  

She did not heed them. She fell on her knees by the body, her hands and 
forehead resting gently on the white clothes that had enveloped him. She 
sobbed genuinely. 

The watchers from the boat moved towards her to remove her from their 
brother's corpse.  

"No! Let her grieve!" Azrael shouted at them. The watchers stepped back from 
her, leaving her with Sariel as more boats arrived on shore. 

Her tears awoke something in Azrael. As he gazed upon her, he realized that 
their situation was not completely without recourse. The idea, once conceived, 
filled him with such awful dread, he knew that they must do it. 

He turned around, and stared at Nod's mountain. Devoid of slaves now, the 
mountain indeed made an impression now. It's almost smooth, precisely 
angled sides left a clear shape. 

"No brother," Azrael said, passion returning to his voice. "We will not be 
forgotten! Your monument will stand in the minds and myths of men until the 
day that judgement burns all the universe into nothingness." 

"Our die is cast," Semyaza replied, despairing. "What will save us now from 
heaven's wrath? 

Azrael nodded towards Maori still weeping at Sariel's side. 

"We become one with mankind," Azrael said slowly. "Then if we are judged, 
then He must also judge them!" 

"Become one?" Semyaza asked. 



"You know of what I speak," Azrael chided. "Your own sins may very well be 
our leverage to gain a reprieve." 

Semyaza waited for the conclusion to Azrael's idea. 

"We join with them, through our sons." 

Azrael flinched as he said it - the horror of how far he had fallen was suddenly 
clear to him. It was liberating to accept it, but terrifying as well. 

 Semyaza's eyes opened wide. He was considering... He was realizing... 

"That's it! There's no reason why it shouldn't be possible," Semyaza said, 
excitedly. "Our forms are human entirely - even the most basic elements of our 
construction is indistinguishable from theirs!" 

"Here our names will resonate through eternity - through our sons!" Azrael 
breathed. 

"But the consequences!" Semyaza murmured. 

Azrael turned back to face the mountain, Semyaza looking with him. 

"Yes, the consequences!" He said, his voice final and defiant. "Our seed will fill 
the earth, and when they gaze upon our mountain in the ages to come, all will 
remember the descent of the gods!" 

Azrael spokes, as he stared at the molded form of a mountain where heaven 
and earth meet- the world's first pyramid. 

--- 

"The main reason ancient Mesopotamians built ziggurats has its roots in 
religious beliefs. They built them to make the temples closer to the heavens and 
therefore closer to the Gods. This is tied to the belief that Gods appeared on 
earth at the highest point in the land. So, since Mesopotamia was relatively 
flat, ancient Mesopotamians has to make their own mountains where the Gods 
could come down to the mortal world."  

THE IMPORTANCE OF THE TEMPLE IN MESOPOTAMIA - 
http://anthropology.msu.edu/anp363-ss14/2014/02/27/blog-2-the-
importance-of-the-temple-in-mesopotamia/     

 

 



Throne 
Upon re-entering their city, the Cainite soldiers found it still confounded by the 
events of the day - there had been a dragon, a man had defeated it with his 
spoken words alone, the slaves had escaped, the bridge had been set on fire, 
Azrael had killed a dragon but had been severely wounded by Lamech's own 
daughter. Cain had perished - peacefully while sleeping the story was retold, 
but with hints of doubt that the tale was all true. His burial was planned for the 
following day. 

As the soldiers returned to their homes, their families discovered equally 
strange tales from their young men - the Herabites had been annihilated, but 
not by the Cainites. The lost angel had perished in fire, and the angels had 
avenged his blood with the blood of every Herabite man, woman and child. 
The bitter enemies of the Cainites were no more, but this knowledge was not 
comforting. The soldiers feared the angels like never before. The rage and 
power they had seen would not be easily forgotten. 

As night fell, Nod knew that the next morning would signal a new era for their 
people. What the future held, they knew not. Some were hopeful, others 
afraid, but all trembled for what was to come. 

 

The next morning, Cain's body was placed in the center of his throne room. His 
stiff form was laid down on his massive wooden throne, which had been taken 
down from it's elevated stone platform, and placed in the middle of the 
massive hall.He was arrayed in his finest royal robes. His pale face was stern - 
the mark on his ancient visage had never stood out so clearly. 

"Cain's last wish is granted - his throne is given back to him," Tubal said, unable 
to tear his eyes from the dead man. This man had envisioned that Tubal would 
one day sit on that throne. He knew it would never happen while the angels 
remained in Nod. Perhaps today, the angels would give them a hint when their 
departure would take place. With Naamah gone, who else could Azrael choose 
to take Cain's place? 

The whole city gathered on the steps and stairs of the citadel - a place where 
Cain had never let ordinary citizens step. Azrael had called them all, and he 
stood outside the great hall to address them. He stood motionless. His 
bandages were gone, but his hood remained to cover up the nasty wound on 
his face from view. 



The angels gathered around him, and all of Nod present, Azrael began. 

"A new day dawns for both angels and mankind. We came here to remind the 
earth of their loyalty to heaven above. For this, we have sacrificed much. But 
instead of rewarding our initiative, heaven has abandoned here to die as men." 

"We are not leaving you. We will remain." 

The people were shocked. But the first shock was nothing compared to the 
next one. 

"From among your daughters, we will take ourselves wives. And the seed of 
our bloodlines will be the gods of tomorrow." 

Azrael let his words sink in.  

Then he Azrael held out his hand to Maori.  

"Will you take me?" He said to her, gently. 

Her eyes widened, and for a moment she was frozen, unable to reply, unable 
to move. The Cainites waited for her response in a tense silence. 

Then a smile appeared on her red face, and she walked into his embrace. 

A roar of approval answered. 

Holding Maori's hand, Azrael entered the throne room. Azrael nodded, and 
several watchers stepped forward, holding torches. They set fire to Cain's 
throne, and all stood back as the flames engulfed the timber chair. Cain burned 
with it. 

Azrael then ascended the steps to the stone platform where Cain's throne had 
stood. Standing there, he removed his hood, and he turned to face the people, 
and their roar rose even higher. 

All wondered as they stared at him. The wound left by Naamah's arrow looked 
strikingly like Cain's mark.  

--- 

And it came to pass when the children of men had multiplied that in those days 
were born unto them beautiful and comely daughters. And the angels, the 
children of the heaven, saw and lusted after them, and said to one another: 
'Come, let us choose us wives from among the children of men and beget us 
children.' 



And Semjaza, who was their leader, said unto them: 'I fear ye will not indeed 
agree to do this deed, and I alone shall have to pay the penalty of a great sin.' 

And they all answered him and said: 'Let us all swear an oath... not to abandon 
this plan but to do this thing.' Then sware they all together and bound 
themselves by mutual imprecations upon it. 

And they were in all two hundred; who descended in the days of Jared on the 
summit of Mount Hermon, and they called it Mount Hermon, because they had 
sworn and bound themselves by mutual imprecations upon it. Enoch 6 

 

The Nephilim were on the earth in those days... when the sons of God came in 
to the daughters of man and they bore children to them. These were the mighty 
men who were of old, the men of renown. Genesis 6:4 

For many Angels of God accompanied with women, and begat sons that proved 
unjust, and despisers of all that was good; on account of the confidence they 
had in their own strength. For the tradition is, that these men did what 
resembled the acts of those whom the Grecians call Giants. Josephus - 
Antiquities of the Jews, Chapter 3:1  

And all the others together with them took unto themselves wives, and each 
chose for himself one... And they became pregnant, and they bare great 
giants... Who consumed all the acquisitions of men. And when men could no 
longer sustain them, the giants turned against them and devoured mankind. 
And they began to sin against birds, and beasts, and reptiles, and fish, and to 
devour one another's flesh, and drink the blood. 

Then the earth laid accusation against the lawless ones... And as men perished, 
they cried, and their cry went up to heaven... Enoch 7 & 8 

 

 

  



Eden 
Enoch had found Seth and his father Jared living with the remaining members 
of the Sethite tribe. The reunion had been sweet and tender. Then Enoch had 
insisted they come with him to follow Jehuda and the Edenites back to their 
homeland. Almost all the Sethites were glad to do so. 

They returned to Seth's altar to make a sacrifice and thank God for his 
provision, and to beg His courage for the uncertain days to come. Afterwards, 
nearby to the altar, Enoch searched in the tall grasses until he found what he 
sought - his father's old shepherd's staff that Enoch had lost the day he first 
fought Tubal-Cain here. He was determined that he wouldn't lose the useful 
heirloom ever again. 

All together, their company expanded to almost one hundred travelers - a few 
Cainites, a few of the freed slaves looking for a new life, Sethites. The band of 
Edenites led the diverse group upriver. At first the different people groups 
traveled in their own groups. Enoch and Jehuda noticed this and began 
assigning tasks and traveling partners to them from other people groups. After 
only a week, the stigma of being a 'Cainite' or the memory of having been a 
'slave' was purged. They all were escaping an old life, in pursuit of a better, 
new life, and they were doing it together. 

A few wagons had been procured for the elderly. Enoch never left the side of 
the wagon that carried his father and Seth. Always he was with them, speaking 
of the coming of the angels, and the wonders he had seen and heard at 
heaven's own throne. They were astonished at the tales. 

"Quickly now! We are close!" Jehuda encouraged the weary travelers. For 
close to a month, they had followed the Euphrates river, every day closer to its 
source. Jehuda and his companions said little of their homeland, even when 
asked. They always replied with a smile and the words - "When you see it, 
you'll understand." 

This reply left the others increasingly eager to understand the truth behind the 
legends of the land of Eden. And what of the garden itself? According to the 
story, it was forbidden for mankind to enter again. 

"Then the LORD said," Seth repeated from old memory. "Behold, the man has 
become like one of us in knowing good and evil. Now, lest he reach out his 
hand and take also of the tree of life and eat, and live forever—" the LORD sent 
him out from the garden of Eden to work the ground from which he was taken. 



He drove out the man, and at the east of the garden of Eden he placed the 
cherubim and a flaming sword to guard the way to the tree of life."   

But it had been almost six hundred years since that day. People wondered 
what they would truly find. Enoch was the only one never to ask the Edenites 
of their homeland.  

"You're not the same as before," Naamah said to him one day. Enoch 
understood what she meant. He had been infused with an sublime confidence, 
a knowing smile, a lack of anxiety for the cares of life since his vision in Nod.  

"My body was broken - and I was made whole again. And I saw a land no man 
can describe. And I heard a voice that I will never forget. After these things, I 
shall never be the same again." 

He didn't notice how she looked at him now. She envied him - his grandfather 
and father had been returned to him, his world had been restored, and hope 
was on the horizon. She had abandoned her family - her people - to an 
unknown fate. She could not shake free from the sense of a coming doom. And 
with every step closer to Eden, she was more and more helpless to protect her 
loved ones from it. 

So she stayed close by his side as much as she could during the journey. His 
confidence and words of hope soothed her worry. 

Naamah watched a flock of winged reptiles soaring in the sky above them. It 
was the same kind of animal she had freed in Nod's marketplace. She hoped 
that one had returned to its homeland. 

Finally, the travelers emerged from the winding forest path and looked out 
over a vast plain overhung by a late morning mist. They entered the mists and 
although they couldn't see far, they could see they were walking by flat 
cropland. The plants were arranged in rows, and were growing luxuriously in 
the rich soil. 

The Cainites in the party had never seen such healthy crops. Cain's curse had 
never withered - the soil of Nod had always produced anemic crops. 

People working the fields looked up at them as they passed. They smiled and 
watched them curiously.  



But Jehuda did not slow until well into the mists. When he did stop, he called 
Enoch forward to the front of the column. Naamah followed him to see why 
they had halted.  

An old man and woman were working together in the fields. When they saw 
Jehuda standing on the road, they made their way towards them. 

The old man looked them over, his eyes full of wonder and questions. Jehuda 
nodded towards Enoch. 

"We have returned with him that you saw," Jehuda said. The old man looked at 
Enoch with appraising eyes.  

"What is your name, my son?" 

"Enoch." 

"The dedicated one," the old man replied. 

Enoch nodded in reply. Yes, that is what his name meant. 

"The anointed messenger that speaks the words of God to mankind after 
centuries of His silence?" 

"I have been called to do so," Enoch replied.  

"A new thing indeed," the old man said. He smiled. 

"What was it like to hear His Voice?" the old man asked. 

Enoch was at a loss for words. How could he describe it? 

The old man smiled.  

"I know. I am Adam. This is Eve, your mother," and when he said it, he 
motioned to all the people present. 

"We walked with Him before our transgression. We heard His Voice together. 
And now He is speaking again. This is a glorious day!"  

"And where is my son Caleb?" Eve said. 

"He perished saving our lives, in battle with an angel," Enoch replied solemnly. 

"An angel?" Adam asked, his voice incredulous. 

Enoch nodded. 



"We will mourn him soon. The messenger has come and the enemy is 
revealed!" 

Eve walked forward, and took Naamah's ancient necklace in her old, wrinkled 
hands. Her face filled with emotion, and her eyes bored into Naamah's. 

"After all these years, it returns home. You're welcome among us, daughter!" 

Naamah smiled. 

 

Eden's sound on trumpets emanated from the morning mists, and Adam led 
them now forward in the direction of the music. 

As the refugees crossed a stone bridge over a large river tributary, a breeze 
gently disrobed a stunning walled city from the grey mists that was easily twice 
the size of Nod in size, and a hundreds times more beautiful. 

"This is Eden?" Enoch asked in amazement. 

"The city of Eden," Adam replied, "Which was built around the Garden, which 
lies at its center - still no man has been allowed entry since the beginning." 

The visitors looked around in wonder as they entered the city through a 
massive gate made of white stone blocks. Soldiers, dressed in similar armor as 
worn by Jehuda and his companions, line the walls, armed and ready for battle. 

Behind the gate, they found themselves in a fortress, prepared in every detail 
for repelling massive forces from entering the city. 

"This entire ring is defensive. The real city is in the next ring," Jehuda 
explained.  

After watching the Cainites and Herabites battles, Enoch couldn't fathom why 
such a defense was needed.  

"Why? Surely one wall would keep out the Cainites' and Herabites' combined 
forces even if they besieged the city for an eternity!" 

"There are many enemies in this world," Adam said grimly. "Powerful and 
dangerous beyond Cain's ability to devise." 

Enoch felt numb. To see such defensive measures in place, he shuddered to 
imagine what threat could have required such preparations. 



They crossed another channel of water, that flowed through the city itself, 
dividing the outer city from the inner city. Here they arrived at the true city - 
where the Edenites worked and played and lived. 

But Enoch paid little attention to the clean, white stone streets, or the carefully 
maintained homes. His eyes were captured by what still lay ahead of them. 

A black rock ridge loomed above the raised city center, jutting out from the 
smooth white streets - the Garden. 

"When Adam was driven out," Jehuda explained. "The rock grew up - every 
year it grows higher, although more slowly every year." 

The black rock created perfect shear walls, without a single place he could see 
that would afford a handhold. The ultimate wall to keep the world out. 

They passed an ancient altar. Next to it lay shards of stone littering the ground 
where Cain's altar had once stood. 

When they approached the foot of the Garden's walls, as the very center of the 
city and its highest point, they found it surrounded by a bubbling lake of hot 
water that sent steaming mists skyward.  

"From where all waters flow!" Naamah murmured, grasping her necklace that 
showed water flowing under a fruit-laden tree. 

Against the rock walls surrounding the Garden, they could see a tangle of 
jungle plants floating on the waters, and running up the sides of the walls. 

"The angel is there still, and his mighty sword," Adam said. "But without any 
man willing to cross the water and to come near to him, this small forest has 
grown up over the centuries, finally concealing him and his weapon." 

Enoch and Naamah stared a long time at the forest in front of the tall rock 
walls, marveling that behind the gently swaying branches, a war angel waited 
for any man foolish enough to enter. 

"Is it safe to drink?" Naamah asked. Eve nodded, handing her a cup. Naamah 
knelt down at the water's edge and plunged her arm deep into the water.  

Enoch turned, and looked out over the city. From here, he could see 
everything. The city was built around rings of water, fed from the hot lake 
surrounding the garden, in addition to subterranean springs. 



The Garden was separated from the city by water. The city was separated from 
the defensive fortress ring by water, and the walls were separated by the vast 
agricultural fields by yet another ring of water. 

Far off in the distance, Enoch could see what looked like small villages near the 
forest's edge. And beyond - mountains all around. 

"By design, or by accident, these angels have brought a great evil to our world. 
I fear that what you have witnessed in Nod is just the beginning of much more. 
Judgement will fall, and mankind may not survive it. God has chosen you to 
guide us through the days to come, Enoch." 

"Who am I for such a task?" He said, the vastness of his responsibility suddenly 
revealed to him. 

"You won't be alone," Naamah said, standing beside him now. She offered him 
the cup of water she had filled from Eden's pool. 

Enoch smiles in return. He grasped the cup, his hand on hers, and drank. 

They had witnessed The Descent of the Gods. Together, they would face The 
Children of Wrath.  

  



Epilogue 
Thus ends the first book of the Dawn of Creation trilogy. The next book will be 
titled Children of Wrath and will take place about 25 years later. 

 

When man began to multiply on the face of the land and daughters were born 
to them, the sons of God saw that the daughters of man were attractive. And 
they took as their wives any they chose. 

The Nephilim were on the earth in those days, and also afterward, when the 
sons of God came in to the daughters of man and they bore children to them.  

These were the mighty men who were of old, the men of renown.  

Genesis 6:1-2,4  

 

Wow. What a couple of verses! 

Okay, go ahead! Make a story out of that that is thrilling, theologically 
plausible, relatable, relevant, and lives up to the significance of this event 
which was passed down from generation to generation for the last few 
thousand years... 

I may not have succeeded in all these respects, but I have tried the best I can. 
For more than fifteen years, I've wrestled with it. Countless times, I battled my 
own incapabilities to realize the story that I imagined it could be.  

I didn't want to write a story that demanded to be taken as true - I wanted to 
write a story that coexisted and was consistent with the Book and the 
worldview it came from. Hopefully I succeeded in writing something that you 
can enjoy even if you don't claim to believe in God.  

Many who are Christians will not agree with some of my conclusions. I wanted 
to write a story that they would also be able to appreciate, even if they don't 
share every interpretation. I'll explain the reasons I chose these interpretations 
later. But I hope that even if you don't accept certain ideas, the overarching 
themes and messages will be ones you can appreciate. 

The Worldview -  

I wanted to write a story that embraced the simple reading of scripture - the 
traditional way of understanding the first chapters of Genesis. John Milton's 



Paradise Lost would not be the seminal work of art it is if it had attempted to 
somehow 'modernize' the tale.  

Without defending or attacking any particular view on the origins of life and 
how God may or may not have created the world, for this story I felt that the 
traditional view was the correct way to tell it. In many ways, this story exists as 
a sequel to Paradise Lost. I wanted my story to exist in that same universe.  

I feel like it's a fantastic setting for a story - the world, freshly made and fallen, 
full of all life that ever lived on the earth. Mankind, created in God's own 
image, is not the dull brute ancestor, but rather fully human from the 
beginning. Many readers will not believe this was actual history, but I wanted 
to write a story that doesn't require the reader to believe it personally, but had 
it's own internal consistency that could be enjoyed regardless of their personal 
views. 

Where the story comes from -  

Until I was about 15, I had never heard this event discussed. Sunday School 
classes would discuss the story of Cain and Abel one week, and hopped right 
over these mysterious verses to the story of Noah's Ark by the next week's 
lesson. 

What actually drew my attention to the events of Genesis 6:1-4 was a report I 
did about the Antediluvian Age. I thought it would be interesting to compile 
any and all historical accounts and traditional Jewish legends that talked about 
the 1,600 year period before the flood. 

I had no clue the Pandora's box I was opening! 

I quickly discovered that the Bible discussed a mysterious event in those short 
four verses that divides modern Bible scholars and commentators. 

Now it came to pass, when men began to multiply on the face of the earth, and 
daughters were born to them, 2 that the sons of God saw the daughters of 
men, that they were beautiful; and they took wives for themselves of all whom 
they chose. 

4 There were giants on the earth in those days, and also afterward, when the 
sons of God came in to the daughters of men and they bore children to them. 
Those were the mighty men who were of old, men of renown. Genesis 6: 1,2,4 



Investigating the identity of the 'sons of God' and giants (aka nephilim) has 
been dealt with by others very thoroughly elsewhere on the internet and in a 
host of books. I highly recommend reading Tim Chaffey's book 
(http://midwestapologetics.org/shop/index.php?rt=product/product&product
_id=115 )  (He has posted condensed articles on 
http://midwestapologetics.org/blog/?p=337 ). He respectfully and very 
carefully analyzes the most popular interpretations of these verses, and shows 
very clearly that there is only one interpretation that fits. 

I came to the same conclusion years ago - the Bible meant none other than 
angels when it used the term 'sons of God'. As much as this shocked me, after 
very thorough research, to me it's the clear answer. 

This subject is controversial. I was called a heretic by a former pastor, while 
two other of my pastors in the same denomination told me that my 
interpretation was correct.. 

Without going into all the ins and outs of the study of this topic (I gave you a 
link, you can do the research yourself if you'd like, and check to see if what I'm 
saying is legit or not), here are a couple lines of reasoning which were most 
influential in coming to the conclusion I did. There are more, but I'm just 
hitting the highlights here. 

1. It's the oldest view 

There's no argument that the 'sons of God' were angels view is clearly the 
oldest interpretation of these verses. Alternate interpretations are never 
mentioned until the 2nd and 3rd centuries AD, while the Angel interpretation 
is discussed in extra-Biblical Jewish writings centuries before the time of Christ, 
as well as by a host of early church fathers. Seventeen different church fathers 
or early church writers retell this event, identifying the 'sons of God' as angels. 
For them, there was no controversy - it was a common fact, and they 
incorporate it into the Antediluvian history without additional commentary. 

When the Jews prepared the Septuagint Greek translation of the Old 
Testament, they translated 'Sons of God' to simply read 'angels' for their Greek 
speaking readers. That was 250 BC. 

Additionally, outside of Christian and Jewish circles, it's easy to see how most 
world cultures contain remnants of this interpretation in their own myths - 

http://midwestapologetics.org/shop/index.php?rt=product/product&product_id=115
http://midwestapologetics.org/shop/index.php?rt=product/product&product_id=115
http://midwestapologetics.org/blog/?p=337


gods descending to earth, taking wives and birthing demigods... sound 
familiar? 

If you want to get an idea of how freshly this story was preserved in the 
immediate post-flood years, read The Epic of Gilgamesh, which is the earliest 
physically surviving great work of literature. It's a Sumerian myth that follows 
Gilgamesh, a mighty king who is half god, half man, and his own discovery that 
in spite of his partial divine nature, he is mortal, and will surely die. He 
launches a quest to seek out immortality. 

It's the ancient version of a remix or 'mashup' of all the themes and stories of 
Genesis. And you can't make heads or tales of this story without understanding 
that the 'sons of God' in Genesis were angels. 

The writer of Genesis wrote: 

Those were the mighty men who were of old, men of renown. Genesis 6:4 

Josephus, the famous Jewish historian, wrote in Chapter 3 of : 

For many angels of God accompanied with women, and begat sons that proved 
unjust, and despisers of all that was good, on account of the confidence they 
had in their own strength; for the tradition is, that these men did what 
resembled the acts of those whom the Grecians call giants. 

What I find intensely interesting is that both the Biblical account and the 
historians are pointing their reader's attention to the fact that the Bible has the 
original story for the source of so many legends, myths, and religious 
aberrations. They're saying, "You know that story of Hercules, Gilgamesh, and 
the rest of the Babylonian and Eygptian myths of the adventures of their 
demigods? Here's the original guys!" This was another reason why I was so 
inspired to tell the story. 

In spite of all this, the Angel view fell out of favor in the 3rd century AD, and 
the strong influence of a certain religious group (unnamed here! ;-) ) kept it 
that way even until today. 

2. It's the simplest way to interpret the text 

Maybe I should have led with this point, but I wanted to give you some general 
context for the interpretation before diving into the textual evidence itself. 

Again, we could go into great detail on the subject, but here are the highlights: 
'Sons of God' is a direct translation of bene elohim in Hebrew - direct creations 



of God. A son is a direct product of creation by the father. The angels were 
directly created by God, while mankind are direct creations by their respective 
parents.  

The term is used sparingly in the Old Testament, and only in reference to 
angels (three times in Job). Now we know that Christians are referred to as 
'sons of God' in the New Testament, but until the cross, it's interesting that 
only angels, Adam, and Jesus are referred to as 'sons'. Through Christ's work 
on the cross, we can now become sons. 

This was such a non-issue at the time, the Septuagint translators simply wrote 
it as 'angels of God' in 250 BC. No accusations of heresy were forthcoming. 

With that understanding, it's easy to see how this is the intended meaning of 
the text. The writer of Genesis was using a term he knew his readers 
understood. A few thousand years and a couple dispensations later, we need 
to be reminded of what it means! 

The New Testament is also not silent on this topic. 

Keep in mind as well, that the Peter and Jude knew their readers, and knew 
how their readers would understand the terminology they were using. 

The Book of Enoch was in common usage at that time (as evidenced by the 
number of times it's quoted by the early church fathers, Jude quotes it directly, 
and it was found among the Dead Sea scrolls). It's not canonical, and seems to 
be a mishmash of a few writers and sources, however, it also contains the most 
detailed description of the Genesis 6:1-4 account. New Testament Jews were 
very familiar with it. 

Two passages from Enoch: 

To Michael likewise the Lord said, Go and announce his crime to Samyaza, and 
to the others who are with him, who have been associated with women, that 
they might be polluted with all their impurity. And when all their sons shall be 
slain, when they shall see the perdition of their beloved, bind them for seventy 
generations underneath the earth, even to the day of judgment, and of 
consummation, until the judgment, the effect of which will last for ever, be 
completed. 

Then shall they be taken away into the lowest depths of the fire in torments; 
and in confinement shall they be shut up for ever. Enoch 10: 15-16 



And... 

Then the Lord said to me: Enoch, scribe of righteousness, go tell the Watchers 
of heaven, who have deserted the lofty sky, and their holy everlasting station, 
who have been polluted with women. 

And have done as the sons of men do, by taking to themselves wives, and who 
have been greatly corrupted on the earth; 

That on the earth they shall never obtain peace and remission of sin. For they 
shall not rejoice in their offspring; they shall behold the slaughter of their 
beloved; shall lament for the destruction of their sons; and shall petition for 
ever; but shall not obtain mercy and peace. Enoch 12:5-7 

The curiosity that is the Book of Enoch is a topic for another time. I'm bringing 
it up here to demonstrate that Peter and Jude were not ignorant of the 
terminology they were using in the passages below, and their readers would 
know what they were referring to - the angels that sinned with women as 
related in the Book of Enoch. Knowing that the readers were familiar with the 
above passage, it's easy to see how they could only interpret the following 
passages as referring to the 'sons of God' who took wives in Genesis 6. 

And the angels who did not keep their proper domain, but left their own abode, 
He has reserved in everlasting chains under darkness for the judgment of the 
great day; Jude 6 

And again, with the surrounding context of the passage discussing sexual 
perversion and Noah's flood, these angels are identified as having left the 
position God created for them. 

For if God did not spare the angels who sinned, but cast them down to hell and 
delivered them into chains of darkness, to be reserved for judgment; and did 
not spare the ancient world, but saved Noah... 2 Peter 2:4-5 

As well, the following passage also makes sense. Spirits in prison that were 
disobedient during the days of Noah - to a modern reader these 'spirits' could 
be simply the wicked people before the flood that were killed in the flood. 
However once we understand the context in which the early church would 
read these verses, we can see they would connect these spirits with the angels 
who sinned in the days of Noah. 

By whom also He went and preached to the spirits in prison, who formerly were 
disobedient, when once the Divine longsuffering waited in the days of Noah, 



while the ark was being prepared, in which a few, that is, eight souls, were 
saved through water. 1 Peter 3:19-20 

There is more textual evidence, but I think these are the most interesting - in 
the Old Testament, 'sons of God' only ever refer to angels, and in the New 
Testament, the stories of these angels and their sin is referenced three 
different times with clearly the same terminology used in the story of the 
event. 

3. It provides answers to unsolved mysteries 

Where did the ancients get their mythologies? The angel interpretation 
provides the basis for the core themes of ancient myth. Without the angel 
interpretation, it's more difficult to demonstrate the Bible's early narrative as 
generating the source of those myths. 

Does the idea of our planet being visited by superior beings in the distant past 
sound familiar? It should. With the angel interpretation in mind, watch a few 
episodes of Ancient Aliens, or read a book or two on the topic like the error-
ridden but classic Chariots of the Gods, or watch a movie like Prometheus. 

Our culture is fascinated by the idea that our planet was visited in the past by 
greater beings, and the Bible has the story as well. This idea fascinated me. I 
wanted to explore the story in more detail. How may have it happened?  

Objections to the angel view 

I'll discuss a couple common objections. Considering the fact that alternate 
interpretations can't explain why the angel view is older, why it deals better 
with the textual evidence and the alternate views reduce the impact of the 
Bible's impact on secular culture and myth... well, my point is probably made.  

1. Angels in heaven don't marry 

This is probably the most common objection, although it has nothing actually 
to do with the actual issue. 

At the resurrection people will neither marry nor be given in marriage; they will 
be like the angels in heaven. Matthew 22:30 

In short, Christ explains to the Sadducees that their line of 
reasoning/questioning was in error, because in the afterlife marriage won't be 
an issue, exactly in the way it isn't a factor for the angels in heaven. 



This doesn't apply to the Genesis 6 discussion at all, because Christ is simply 
says that angels in heaven don't marry. It doesn't say that they can't on earth. 
But it rather supports the Genesis 6 angel interpretation that what these 'sons 
of God' did was a terrible sin when they left their proper place and roll, one for 
which they were severely judged for - resulting in being bound in chains of 
darkness until the final judgment. 

2. Physically impossible 

Another very common objection is that it is physically or biologically impossible 
for angels to impregnate humans. Really? Is that common knowledge? We 
know that angels are capable of taking human form, because they have done it 
before. Can we really definitively say this is impossible, when we know nothing 
else about it? 

This is by no means a comprehensive overview of the controversial 
interpretations of these Bible verses. More detailed explanations have been 
done and are easily found online. But just because people don't agree on the 
interpretation, I felt there was no excuse not to explore the story as best that I 
could. 

 

Cracking the story 

I am well aware that the story only takes up four Bible verses and I have 
endeavored to write three books on the topic. You might say that it's Peter 
Jackson and 'The Hobbit' all over again! 

Well, as I tried my best to separate fiction in what I was reading from what 
may have been the original tale, I began seeing connections. Certain things 
rang true. Various themes and consistencies became apparent. It was an 
origins story for so much that exists in our world today, puzzling the conspiracy 
theorists, inspiring Hollywood, and ignored by academia. 

For me, the Bible had always done that - made the mysterious known and 
given me direction. The fact that the story I had discovered was doing the 
same? I was excited. There was something big here. And I wanted to see that 
story. What did it look like? 

My studies of the Bible, old myths, Jewish historians, and the early church 
fathers’ writings had uncovered a real story arch at their core. As I compiled 
and compared the various sources, they were actually fairly consistent. So 



although I haven't written my story to match the traditional sources exactly, 
their consensus has provided a structure for it - a direction to go with 
particular goals in mind. 

So I tackled it with gusto but by 2005 had completely run out of steam. I was 
only 18 at the time, and the story outline I had crafted was so ambitious, and 
yet so dumb that I couldn't stand working on it anymore. I had no more 
inspiration or ideas on how to fix it. I knew everything needed to change, and 
had no idea on how to do it. I knew where the story needed to go, I just wasn’t 
getting there the right way. 

So I graduated high school, got married, and it remained on my mind's shelf, 
bugging me - taunting me. In 2009, I saw James Cameron's Avatar. And that 
inspired me to tackle the story again, but not necessarily for the reasons you'd 
expect. If Cameron could make something so awesome out of concepts so 
shallow, what was my excuse? I knew that I was sitting on the story with 
untapped potential. The only person standing in my way was me. 

So, while on vacation in Thailand, I sat with some blank paper. I let go of the 
previous versions of the story and started to outline the first draft of the story 
as it exists today. I worked on it, developing it simply as an outline for 4-5 
years, just trying to hammer out the narrative. It changed so much and so 
drastically as I tried to mold all the elements into a story that engaged and 
worked, while honoring the context in which it took place. It had to flow with 
the rest of scripture, or else I was just missing the bar. It had to do live up to 
the themes and significance of the event it remembered, while also making it 
real - bringing it into the realm of plausibility. 

It was not easy. I didn't 'finish' the movie screenplay until the end of 2015. But 
I'm glad it took that long, as frustrated as I felt during the process. I finally get 
to see a version of the story that those dusty old books spoke of. And it excites 
me as much today as it did when I was just realizing its potential. 

So from inception to finished novel was about 15 years.  

The general arch of the whole story was easily found in the ancient writings. 
But the first major obstacle for creating the story was making the angels 
relatable - if they just were horny and that was their only motivation, it would 
make them quite one-dimensional. I needed to figure out a sequence of events 
that would make their descent 'noble' in their eyes, even if flawed. 



That took years, but eventually it evolved. Azrael's pride was the path. (As a 
side note, Azazel is his name in the traditional story, but I took the liberty to 
change it to the much more commercially-viable sounding 'Azrael'.) 

 

Naming the book 

So why is the story called The Descent of the Gods? 

In the early 2000's, the title emerged from various influences and has stuck 
ever since. During my initial research into this subject, I read von Däniken's 
Chariots of the Gods. The title was just too cool, and considering the story I 
was planning to tell, the addition of 'Descent' created the perfect title for me. 

The story is all about the appearance of beings from beyond our own 
dimension into our own world. Although only mentioned briefly in the Bible, 
this event had a huge impact on the world, even long after these beings had 
disappeared from our realm. This was no ordinary story I wanted to tell - it is 
one of the great stories. It had to have a title that lived up to the source 
material. 

Why 'gods'? 

Although not God, these beings - because of their origin, knowledge, and 
power - are remembered as gods in our mythologies. Just about every culture 
has stories of powerful gods that came down from heaven, consorted with 
mankind, and produced a race of giant demigods (some good, but in most 
stories bad) by taking wives here. These beings were equated with gods by the 
peoples that remembered them - the Greeks, Romans, Sumerians, etc. 

My story is written from a Christian worldview, so just by reading the first few 
pages, it's easy to see that I don't try to equate these beings with the God that 
created them. Rather, with the story and title, I wish to project a possible 
scenario that led to them being remembered as 'gods' for so many millennia 
and by so many people. 

That Hideous Strength - A Modern Fairy-Tale for Grown-Ups 

CS Lewis wrote a lesser known trilogy of science fiction novels that were 
released over the years of 1938 - 1945. Actually, calling them 'Sci-Fi' is still not 
quite accurate. They could be described as Christian Sci-Fi, and I can't 
recommend them enough. In them, Lewis explored ideas of how our 



understanding of science and the Bible was just scratching the surface of a 
much bigger universe that through our ordinary senses and imaginations, we 
could only understand in quaint and rather foolish ways. 

I don't agree with all of his ideas, but reading Lewis' Space Trilogy is one of the 
most amazing literary experiences I've ever had. He blew my mind like few 
other books have been able to do. That experience is what I hope my writing 
can give to others - expand the mind to consider possibilities you never 
considered before. If you haven't read it - read it. 

So what does this all have to do with my title? The third book in the series, 
That Hideous Strength, is easily my least favorite of the trilogy, and yet 
essential to seeing the scope of what Lewis wanted to show. Although the first 
90% of it is boring and feels completely out of sync with the other two, Lewis 
knew exactly what he was doing. The climax of the trilogy is 2 parts crazy and 1 
part "What what WHAT?!" 

The crazy chapter, the one where all heaven and hell literally break loose, I was 
shocked to find, is entitled "The Descent of the Gods". I had already been 
calling my story by this name for a couple years, so to find this phrase used by 
Lewis to crown his awe-inspiring space trilogy was an additional shocker while 
reading. It filled me with excitement, because like Lewis, I had a story I wanted 
to tell that was surprising, delighting and astounding me. 

 

Other interesting points - pyramids, etc. 

The description of the city of Eden is based partially on the description of 
Plato's original tale of the city of Atlantis.  

 

"Atlantis was arranged in concentric rings of alternating water and land. The 
soil was rich, said Critias, the engineers technically accomplished, the 
architecture extravagant with baths, harbor installations, and barracks. The 
central plain outside the city had canals and a magnificent irrigation system. 
Atlantis had kings and a civil administration, as well as an organized military."  

https://www.thoughtco.com/platos-atlantis-from-the-timaeus-119667  

 

https://www.thoughtco.com/platos-atlantis-from-the-timaeus-119667


The full text can be referenced here: https://ascendingpassage.com/plato-
atlantis-timaeus.htm   

 

What's to come? 

The plot for the sequels actually has been fairly well established longer than 
the first book has been. If you enjoyed the first one, the second two is really 
when things get even more fun! 

 

 

 

https://ascendingpassage.com/plato-atlantis-timaeus.htm
https://ascendingpassage.com/plato-atlantis-timaeus.htm
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