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A Childhood Memory

A child's thin voice, filled with laughter, rings in Ruiel's ears. "Shining angel... look! I am a blue flower!"

He closes his eyes, and the vision of a small girl swirling in a dress the color of a summer sky appears in his mind. She spins across a field of blossoms in the Garden of Angels, her little feet a blur of motion, until she collapses to the ground, dizzy and giggling.

"I wilted," she announces brightly, her tiny chest heaving with laughter.

"Not yet..." Ruiel smiles, opening his eyes and turning his attention to the woman who sits on the edge of a glowing, crystal lake. Almira takes a deep, steady breath, her fingers trailing in the still, cool water.

"You are cruel, Ruiel," she says, her voice a fragile whisper that seems to shatter in the quiet.

"You know well what I am."

"Yeah..." She sighs, a quiet exhalation of air, and brushes away a single tear that had formed in the corner of her eye. Her gaze grows serious as she meets his, the reflection of the glowing lake shimmering in her pupils. "I know what you are. I know."
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A New World

Abaddon gazes at the sky, a solemn expression on his face, before a sad smile touches his lips. He turns to the shaggy-haired child lying beside him. "See this world," he says.

Azar raises a small hand, dappled shadows from the massive tree's leaves dancing across his palm. The scorching light breaks into a thousand glittering pieces. "I've seen it before," he sighs. "Mum showed me the whole world."

"Well, then come!" Abaddon stands. Azar watches him, a puzzled frown creasing his brow.

"Where? They haven't sprouted yet!" Azar peers over his own shoulder, where only a white plume shows at the tip of his burgeoning wings.

"You don't need them. And anyway..." Abaddon heads toward a small wooden house. "It takes a lot more time. Are you able to hide them?"

Azar doesn't answer. A dim light washes over the reddish skin covering his wings, and then it disappears, as if it were never there.

"Let's go then," Abaddon says.

Azar stumbles as he walks, his knees hitting a sharp, jagged rock. The unexpected pain makes tears well up in his green eyes, and he freezes, his breath catching in his throat. Puzzled, Abaddon leans over to support the child. Crimson lines of blood trace a path down Azar's pale skin.

"It hurts so much!" Azar cries out, a wail of confusion and pain. Abaddon's eyebrow arches up in surprise.

"Here, let's nurse this," Abaddon says, scooping the sobbing child into his arms.

"Keep blowing," Azar mumbles through his tears as cold water is poured over his little knees.

Abaddon sighs, shaking his head with a soft chuckle. "Something funny?" Azar asks, wiping away his tears with the back of his hand.

"Have you ever hurt yourself?" Abaddon replies.

"Nope."

"Nice," Abaddon smiles, a flicker of something in his eyes.
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The Frozen North

Two years pass. The Alaskan landscape stretches out in a blinding, white expanse, an endless sheet of snow and ice. In a small town's crowded market, Abaddon pulls a thick scarf higher over Azar's nose, the fabric rough against his skin, before turning to a vendor.

"Do you know of a place to stay?" he asks, his breath a puff of white in the cold air.

The bearded man looks at them both, his gaze thoughtful. "Depends on how many nights. How many people?"

"It would be for a longer period. This whole winter, for me and my son. I have a few additional requests..." Abaddon reaches into his pocket and pulls out a thick bundle of money. The bills are crisp and green.

The vendor stares at him, confused. "Why don't you just check into a hotel?"

"One room will be fine," Abaddon says simply.

The vendor's gaze shifts to Azar, whose small hands are touching a pile of expensive furs. His fingers are lost in the softness of the material.

"Don't touch those!" the vendor says sharply. Azar’s hand freezes. He looks at Abaddon, a hint of fear in his eyes, but Abaddon pulls him closer by the shoulder.

"Stay..."

"It looks like the one under Mum," Azar says quietly, his voice muffled by the scarf.

The vendor looks seriously at Abaddon, then at the money in his outstretched hand, weighing the two in his mind.

"What kind of fur is that?" Abaddon asks.

"You want that too?" the vendor grumbles, beginning to count the cash.

"Fifty thousand," Abaddon says, his hand reaching for the fur. Its soft hair feels warm, almost alive, to the touch.

"It's vicuña fur," the vendor mutters, his eyes wide.

"How much do you want for it?"

"It's not for sale," the vendor sighs, grabbing the expensive pelt back. "It was ordered in advance. It's sold. And just so you know," he adds, his voice tight, "it's the most expensive piece of fine fur I have."

Abaddon smiles. "Whose is it?"

"All I know is that every three years, someone brings in the old one, takes a new one, and always pays with diamonds. What's the extra request?"

"Have three years already passed?"

"Too many questions, stranger," the vendor grins, a knowing look on his face. Abaddon sighs, a cloud of frustration in the air.

"My son needs a playmate. And we're tired..."
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The Bear

The sled glides down the hillside, a whoosh of sound as it carves a path through the snow. Azar laughs, a bright sound that cuts through the cold. He adjusts his hat, his face pinched, but his laughter is constant.

"More!" he yells, jumping off the sled and running back up the hill. Abaddon pulls the rope, and Azar hurries to the top, a small ball of energy.

Suddenly, there is silence. Abaddon turns back—Azar is nowhere in sight. He rushes forward, following the child's small footprints, and then stops.

A massive polar bear stands in front of Azar, its breath a white plume in the air, a low huffing sound escaping its massive chest.

"Hey, hey..." Abaddon says quietly, but the snow crunches under his feet, a betraying sound. "Don't move," he whispers. "Just breathe."

As Abaddon approaches, the bear shakes its head with a low growl and rises to its full, terrifying height. A child's piercing scream echoes into the night, followed by the loud crack of a rifle. Abaddon’s hand clamps over Azar’s mouth, silencing the scream, but the bear's powerful paw catches him on the back as he yanks the child away. Another shot rings out, and the bear turns and lumbers off into the white darkness, a massive shape disappearing into the storm.
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The Aftermath

"Easy," the vendor says, grabbing Abaddon’s shoulder. His hand is firm and steady. "They're getting bolder. You okay?"

"Not really," Abaddon says quietly, his voice a low rumble. The vendor gently takes the terrified Azar from his arms. Abaddon can only hiss in pain as a nurse stitches the gaping wound in his left shoulder.

"Lucky for the two of you," she says, her movements quick and practiced.

"Maybe," Abaddon replies, staring out the window. Azar is building a snowman with the vendor's eldest son, their laughter a faint sound in the sterile room. "Maybe."

"You're a brave father. Raising a child alone isn't easy at all." The woman finishes cleaning the last of the blood from the white stitches.

"Not easy at all," Abaddon smiles, the expression tight with pain.

"May I ask what happened with her?"

"No," he says, his tone final.

"Divorced?"

"Please," Abaddon turns to her, his gaze intense, "don't ask anything about her."

"Okay," the woman grins, her smile a little too wide as she hands him a pill. "For the pain."

"Thanks."
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In the Room

The warmth of the room coaxes Abaddon to lie on his stomach on the bed. He ruffles Azar's hair, the thick strands soft against his fingers. "Did you get scared?" he asks, but receives no answer. Azar is already sound asleep, his body curled into a small ball.

Pancakes

"Come and eat!"

Pancakes fly through the air, landing on plates with a soft thud. Azar tugs his thick socks tighter over his feet and hurries into the kitchen. He is smeared with chocolate sauce up to his ears, but he can't stop eating the delicious sweets. Abaddon smiles, placing a glass of milk in front of him. "You have quite an appetite."

"This is delicious!" Azar beams, his smudged face alight with joy.

Snowball Fight

Abaddon faces the falling snow, silent and still. The flakes catch in his eyelashes, melting on his skin. In front of him, Azar packs a snowball, his small hands working furiously. His hair is matted from the freezing wind, his cheeks are pinched with cold, and a wide grin stretches from ear to ear as he hurls the snowball at Abaddon.

"Oh, my," Abaddon laughs, a rich, full sound, "you brazen creature." He returns fire, and a flurry of snowballs fills the air, a silent battle in the white landscape.

The Blistering Wings

Another two years pass. The crimson wings on Azar's back are now covered in painful-looking blisters. Abaddon brushes the back of Azar's neck, a gentle touch, yet the child eagerly stretches the peeling skin. Gradually, the skin comes off, turning white, and Azar's entire body breaks out in goosebumps.

"Oh, it feels so nice," he says quietly, a sigh of relief escaping his lips, "even if it's yucky."

"Yuck?" Abaddon asks, gently dripping water over the new, white feathers.

"Recently, I've been dreaming of Mother," Azar murmurs. Abaddon’s hand pauses. "I see her... hiding her fingers in the long, golden fur, caressing it. I hear her breathing softly. I want to rush to her, to cuddle her, but then I suddenly wake up."

"Tomorrow we leave."

"Why?" Azar turns to Abaddon, his expression confused.

"You should start learning."

"To fly?" Azar's emerald eyes light up, a brilliant green.

"No, not yet," Abaddon says. He pours water on Azar's head, a gentle stream, then smiles. "Patience. Even the giants weren't in such a hurry." He reaches for a towel.

"The giants?"

"The giants," Abaddon smiles, his voice filled with an old, secret knowledge.

"What are they?"

"Humans with mighty souls who knew the secrets."

"Secrets?" Azar stands up in the bath, water splashing around him.

"The secrets..."

The Himalayan Trail

Covered by huge mounds of rubble, a man steps forward, carrying a backpack. He walks a path that feels ancient, as if he knows the trail itself. A child in a crimson tracksuit sighs heavily behind him.

"Abaddon..." Azar stops, dropping to his knees.

"Tired?" Abaddon stops and faces him.

"Tired."

"Are you hungry?" The simple question makes Azar raise his head. "That way," Abaddon points to the side, "the berries are waiting for us."

"I don't understand you."

"Watch your feet," Abaddon says, squatting in front of the child. "See?"

"See what?" Azar asks, peering at the ground.

Abaddon smiles. His bag lands next to him as he sits down in a lotus position. He picks up a blue, coin-sized berry.

"Breathe," he says, sucking air into his own lungs. "Inhale." Azar takes the small berry and, sitting in a lotus position opposite Abaddon, closes his eyes. "Exhale." Azar blows an angry breath, a huff of frustration. "It's hard?" Abaddon's eyes turn black, like two pools of ink. "It's even harder for humans. It takes practice. But only this way can you feel the energy flowing through the material, only when it resonates." He opens his palms, and the dull glow of a bone core within the blue juice makes for a disturbing sight. "The Giants tried to teach humans to see and hear using different ways of visualizing." Abaddon crumbles the seed. "These are the tears of Shiva, one of those giants who inspired legends with his words and deeds. Nobody sees us now... Release yourself."

Abaddon smiles, and Azar's emerald eyes finally open wide, revealing an endless darkness. His wings flutter, brushing against the sprawling vegetation. He looks at his hand, and the air around the dark blue fruit turns a vibrant, glowing gold.
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"Wow," Azar says, his voice full of wonder.

"Huh? People can't see it, but a lot of them feel it."

"Feel it?"

"Exactly. What is invisible to the eye," Abaddon raises a hand to his forehead, "is seen by the third eye." He points upward. "This Elaeo is ancient, from the Garden. Its root system extends so deeply into the Himalayan soil that the entire mountain resonates with it."

Azar looks at the golden light rippling across the ground.

"We can see," Abaddon stands, his shadow falling over the glowing patch. "But as man gets more distant from the Source, he materializes, losing the link with the ancestral Soul."

Azar stands up, facing Abaddon, instinctively hiding his wings.

"But still attached to the Spirit. Like any living thing," he says, wiping the blue juice from his hands onto his trousers. Abaddon merely looks down at him and gives a small, knowing smile.

"Yes."
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The Guru

The guru, a figure of serene stillness, repeats a prayer, his eyes closed. He doesn't even glance up as Azar stops in front of him.

"Here!" Abaddon shouts from across the street. The boy hurries down the bustling road.

A loud honk blares, and a white hand yanks Azar's jacket back, pulling him from the path of a speeding car. A woman says something, her Indian dialect a strange melody he can't understand. He doesn't understand Abaddon's reply either, but he watches Abaddon bow his head in thanks. The woman smiles and ruffles Azar's unruly hair.

"Tourist," is the one word Azar catches as Abaddon takes his hand and leads him across the chaotic street.

The lukewarm milk leaves a white mustache on Azar's upper lip. He sighs, a sound of pure contentment, his eyes closed in the cool shade of a tree.

"How is it?" Abaddon asks.

"Good," Azar replies, his voice a soft murmur.
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The Heat

Eight years pass.

Azar slumps in the stifling heat, blowing air out of his mouth to move the hair from his face. The fan just pushes the hot air around, offering no relief.

"It's hot. When do we leave?"

Abaddon sighs. "Now." He stands up from the tree trunk and looks ahead, his gaze fixed on a distant point.

"It's tiring being human," Azar says, propping himself up on an elbow as Abaddon turns to him, a smile on his face.

"If you say so."

"Seriously," Azar says, sitting up in a lotus position. "Apart from studying Devanagari, listening to sound variations, meditating for hours, and eating in this sweltering heat, nothing happens."

Abaddon sits down opposite him, drawing in the sand with his finger. "What's this?" He places his index finger under the drawn signs.

"Breathe."

"And this?" Abaddon adds two dots under a loop. Azar is silent, tilting his head to one side, and then his eyes widen in recognition.

"I won't say it."

Abaddon's eyes turn black as he places his hand over the mark in the sand.

"Virhashim," he utters, and the air in the room shifts. A frosty wind hefts the shades covering the window, and Azar shivers, rising to his feet. The sharp wind bites at his face, burning his eyes, and frost flashes over him in a glittering sheet.

"Make it stop!" he calls to Abaddon, his voice a plea. The seraph smiles, drops his hand, and the air becomes still again. The walls dry with a gurgling sound.

Silence.

"I often wonder what a human being would do with the power in their hands if they could use it."

"Destroy themselves," Azar says, wiping his face with the back of his hand.

"You're probably right." Abaddon glances out at the crowded street. "There are far too few people in this world today who understand how powerful the words they speak and write can be."
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The Ganges

Hidden within the crowd, they board the bus. The teenager reads a book, his face half-hidden by the pages, while the bearded man next to him stares out the window, his expression unreadable. The journey ahead is long, but neither seems to mind.

The glow of the Ganges at sunset draws Azar's gaze. Precious gems sparkle on a young woman's bright blue sari as she moves slowly into the water. "When can I go home?" he asks softly, the question a quiet ache in his chest. Abaddon folds his arms, his posture stiff.

"In a few days, you'll start learning to fly. And then we'll talk about it."

Azar turns toward him grimly, his green eyes flashing with a golden light. Abaddon gazes back at him earnestly, then out the window at the woman. She straightens the dress on her shoulders, cups her hands, and lifts water to her face. Tiny, shiny droplets stream from her hands, catching the last light of the sun.

"Patience," Abaddon says, his voice a quiet command, as he ruffles the adolescent's hair.
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Pampas de Jumana

The driver squints, blinded by the fiery sunlight, as he stops the vehicle. "Are you sure you have to come this far?" he asks, his voice laced with doubt.

"Yes," Abaddon says, paying the man.

Azar jumps out of the car, grabs his backpack, and stands next to Abaddon. The driver looks in his rearview mirror as he pulls away, watching the man, more than a head taller than the boy, throw a water bottle at him.

The car is already a speck in the distance when Abaddon nudges his neck, the muscles in his back stretching. "Well, let's get to it." He pulls off his shirt and slips out of his boots. Azar just watches him, his expression a mixture of confusion and awe. "This place is special," Abaddon says, sitting on the ground and closing his eyes. "Listen."

Azar follows his example. But as he tries to quiet himself, the noise around him grows louder—a symphony of buzzing insects, rustling grass, and the distant sound of















































The Last Night

















The Call of the Wild
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