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 This is much like Apocalypse Atheneum. It is a collection of stories and Poems. Many have been published first in other anthologies. Some may not have...

 I started the file for this when I published Apocalypse Atheneum. I knew I would do more short stories. I added Poetry because I sent Poetry to Fae Corps for the Dark Dreams Anthology. I feel like it made sense. Fae Corps is going to do more anthologies. I want to be in as many of them as possible. I am also planning on a short based on the title at some point… I will also add in some that were rejected from anthologies I wrote them for. This one may end up being a bit larger than Apocalypse Atheneum. My Next one will be Titled Stacked Nightmares. I will include information to each of the publishers that are attached to the stories involved in this collection.
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Heaven's Forgotten Tales: 

The Title Story

 

 The angel lore that was passed down forgot so many of them. Perhaps it was for the best, as not all were worth knowing about. Still, there are some of the forgotten ones that make for interesting tales. Especially when told by the right storyteller. 

 

 I could revisit the tales of the morning glory, or of Azazel the knowledge keeper…Of Gabriel the messenger, or Metatron the storyteller. Those I feel are well known. Oh by now I am quite sure that even the stories of young Daniel are known. 

 

 Instead I want to tell the story of heaven's smallest angel. The war in heaven was like any other and left innocent casualties. Those who could not chose a side, or did not want to. Those who suffered simply because of the other angel's pride. The Divine was creative in the angels much as they were with humans, they made them in all different shapes and sizes. The major differences was that the angels did not really have any variance in gender. 

 

 The smallest of the angels was no bigger than the size of a teardrop. It could hide itself well in places that were too small for other angels to go. This often meant that it would spend time on earth watching people. 

 

 The war in heaven meant that the angels were no longer allowed to go to earth. The divine locked the door between heaven and earth which the angels had been using. The problem was The smallest of the angels was locked on this side of that door. Humans would catch glimpses of the angel and think that they were seeing a faery creature.

 

 Though there were several that got caught on the wrong side of the door, The smallest one is the one I will speak of in this story. There were enough forgotten tales to fill many tomes. 

 

 Being locked out confused the angel. They were careful to try not to be seen, but on occasion it was unavoidable. This lead to the angel finding the problems that mankind had…the greed, the cruelty, the pride. This nearly broke the angel's heart. They felt like they needed to do something to help the humans but did not know what they were allowed to do since they were trapped on earth. Then after seeing so much human suffering, the angel could no longer stand it. 

 They started helping the children. They felt the children were the most innocent and the least able to help themselves. (They were not the only angel that did this. One ended up becoming known as Frosty the Snowman. Their tale is for a different time and place.) This angel ended up being seen as the guardian angel. This angel is the reason why the stories speak of an angel and a devil on the shoulder of a person. It was metaphor for the small angel watching over the shoulders of those who they chose to protect. They would whisper advice into the minds of the children. This led to many of the children being saved. 

 

 The stories say that if you find yourself in a situation where you are in doubt…listen to the voice of the heart…it may just be the smallest angel whispering advice to lead you down the right path. The angel, whom we shall call Cheru…though that was not it's name, it is easier to have a name that we can use than to refer to someone by description alone. Cheru had great wings that allowed such speed that it was possible to be on the shoulder of multiple people each hour. They were given great speed and great wisdom for the job they were originally designed to do. Cheru was originally meant to guide humans who were at a crossroads of their lives towards the divine. The war in heaven cut the ties Cheru had to the divine, but did not remove their abilities otherwise.

 

 Humanity has forgotten the entire time of the war between the angels and the Divine. It was more than the human mind could retain. What is the space of human history? The Angels have watched over the children for longer than that...and be warned...should you be one that hurts children they will have the final payment.

 


Rejected

 

The story in this area was written for a specific anthology and it was not accepted for one reason or another. I don't think it was bad but they didn't make the cut for the anthology it was written for. I have no interest in calling out the anthology or publisher...but I want to share this story anyway. The concept was dirty ranger romances. I have never been a great romance author...but as I said this did not turn half bad in my opinion.






 

Out of the Fire

 

 

  The darkness in the common room made getting a table more tricky. The crowd didn’t help. I was not great with crowds on my best days, and today was definitely not my best day. This was not a place I would have chosen personally. 

 

 Internally, I swore at seeing the fact that tables were so hard to come by. Normally, I don’t visit taverns. I would much rather eat something I cooked, and sleep under the stars. Still, an old friend asked me to meet him here. He said it was important. He was one who I owed much to, including my life. If he had not I would not be here. 

 

 A scan of the room allowed me to know that I was early, as usual, as he was not here yet. He is often absent minded, and showing up late to any meeting we have. So instead of standing there like a fool, I found a table that was only mildly filthy along the wall. It was the cleanest table in the place, which was not a comforting thought. 

 

 The flirtatious barmaid came to my table after I had sat down. While she was attractive enough, her dead eyes told me that I would not enjoy any actual time with her. I prefer to spend my rarely given time with those who still have hope. I suppose some occupations drain the hope from the soul quicker than others. I ordered a simple ale and some bread, hoping the kitchen was cleaner than the common room. 

 

 As I received my order, my friend walked through the door. And he wasn’t alone. It sounds so cliché to say that they blended in as both were just another cloaked figure in a sea of cloaks. Still my friend has a unique scent that I would know anywhere. He, as a mage, has handled so many reagents over the course of his studies. Some of the smells have left their mark on him, as his personal body odor has changed, and not for the better. I was not sure who the small cloaked figure beside him was, but it really wouldn't matter. I would find out soon enough. My friend sat at the table after one final glance about the common room. 

 

 I suppose like me he was used to being cautious in dumps like this one. “So what’s up? You didn’t mention a friend. Also you were vague about what the job was?” I queried mildly as the two sat around the dirty table. I am normally not a man of many words, and bluntness is often mistaken for rudeness. Still, my friend is used to my personality. 

 

 His hood hid all of his face, and blocked me from seeing his expressions. I could wait for his response. His sigh was fairly audible. “Don’t fret, all will be explained. Although I would much rather if we were someplace less public. Let’s go elsewhere.” I was not surprised, but I was fairly annoyed by his delay tactics. 

 

 He paid the bill, and escorted us quickly to the door. The companion was quick, and agile for being so slight. After following him for a good hour, I began to grow tired of the chase. “So tell me, where in the nine hells are you leading me? You really need to get me more information if you want me to continue following you. Friend or not, I am done.” 

 

 I stood still watching as my friend stopped and looked about, obviously debating whether this was private enough. Finally realizing that we were in the woods outside of town, and likely as private as we were going to get, he cast a spell. An odd tower appeared out of nowhere, though it looked as though it had been there for centuries before. Though I was impressed, I was also concerned. I didn’t know how safe it would be to enter the wizard’s tower. Even though we were friends, the idea of entering the tower caused a mental sigh. I think it may have been an effect from the tower itself. 

 

 The tower entryway was covered in dust and cobwebs. Made me wonder if the tower existed elsewhere and he had merely called it to him. He led us up a creepy staircase to a second floor. The room at the top of the stairs was filled with comfortable chairs. He motioned for
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