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Mikael Descends from Heaven

When God spoke, Mikael already knew.

Before the command fell, its weight arrived first. In the celestial court, filled with light, Mikael had been standing for a long time. His wings were folded, and his eyes were turned downward. Far below, he could see a small patch of earth made of dust and wind. Hills rolled like waves, olive trees shimmered silver, and at the center stood a city built of stone.

Jerusalem.

"Mikael."

God's voice was neither thunder nor wind. It was the origin of all sound. Mikael knelt.

"Go and watch. Watch and record. What they choose, and how long I wait. Let it not be forgotten."

"You will not forget, my Lord."

Mikael spoke carefully. Few beings in the celestial court could say such things. But Mikael had been beside God for a long time, and that long time had taught him one thing: God sometimes asks about what He already knows. Not because He does not know, but because He desires that someone else should know.

"The record is not for you."

Mikael raised his eyes.

"Then for whom?"

There was no answer. But Mikael understood. It was for those not yet born — for eyes that would open this record long after this story had ended. To show them how a kingdom rises and tilts and falls. And through it all, how God had waited, and called, and warned, and waited again.

Mikael stood.

A scroll was placed in his hands. It seemed made of light, yet felt heavy as stone. He held it to his chest.

"Until when, my Lord?"

"Until the fires of Jerusalem are extinguished."

Mikael spread his wings.

And descended.

* * *
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When he first breathed the air of Jerusalem, Mikael paused.

Dust and cedar smoke, the smell of animals and baking bread — and beneath it all, the smell of human beings. Fear and desire, love and betrayal, all mingled together.

He sat upon the roof of the Temple and looked down.

The Temple Solomon had built was still magnificent. Golden pillars blazed in the morning sun. Priests moved busily in the early hours. People came in lines, carrying offerings. Some came weeping, some out of habit. Some came in fear, some to make a deal.

Mikael unrolled the scroll.

He had written nothing yet. The first king had not yet been crowned. Solomon was old and ill, and his son still sat in his father's shadow, waiting for the throne to pass.

Mikael searched for that son's face.

Somewhere deep in the palace, Rehoboam waited — not yet king. Mikael wanted to know how he looked, what he thought, whose voice he listened to. For that would determine everything.

He folded his wings and walked into the palace.

No one saw him. Guards passed through him. Handmaidens crossed his path. Mikael moved among them like a ghost, studying each face.

And then he found him — a man who had not yet put on the crown.

Rehoboam leaned against a windowsill. His eyes faced outward, but he was not looking at the view. He was calculating something. Mikael recognized it at once.

How quickly the power would come to him.

Mikael wrote the first sentence in the scroll.

Solomon's son was counting the throne before his father had even died.

And beside that sentence, in very small letters, he added:

That was not necessarily evil. The question was what he would do next.

* * *
[image: ]


Mikael had lived a long time. To him, time flowed like a river. But on his first day on this earth, he was surprised by one thing.

Human beings die so quickly.

They had barely settled onto the throne and grown accustomed to it before they were old; barely old before they were dead. Some kings ruled for forty years, some did not survive one. But however long they lived, the time given to them was not even a handspan in Mikael's eyes.

Within that brief time they chose. Every day, every moment, piling up small and large choices. And those choices gathered to form a name. Some names would be remembered a thousand years hence; others would vanish on the day of their owner's death.

Mikael resolved to be witness to every one of those choices.

Not as a judge. As a recorder.

He unrolled the scroll again.

It was time to begin.
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Rehoboam — The Shadow of the Father, the Pride of the Son

On the day Solomon died, Jerusalem fell strangely silent.

Mikael sat on the outer wall of the Temple court and listened to that silence. The people wept, but did not raise their voices. The priests performed their rites, but with little strength in them. It was as if the entire city were waiting for something. Not grief, but anxiety. No one knew what would fill the space left by the great king.

Rehoboam went to Shechem before his father's burial was complete.

Mikael followed him. Shechem was the gathering place of the northern tribes. Rehoboam needed their recognition to be king. This was no mere formality. The northern tribes had long been exhausted by Solomon's heavy labor. Building the Temple, building palaces, building cities — their backs had bent and their hands had grown rough. They had a question for the new king. How will you rule us?

The people's representative stepped forward. At the center was Jeroboam. Mikael studied Jeroboam's eyes. They were cold and calculating, yet inside them burned a genuine anger on behalf of the people. He was not a mere opportunist. He was a man who had waited a long time.

"Please lighten the heavy yoke your father placed on us. Do that, and we will serve you."

Rehoboam asked for three days.

Mikael did not leave Rehoboam's side during those three days. Rehoboam first summoned his father's elderly advisors. They stroked their white beards and spoke carefully.

"If you will be a servant to this people today and serve them, and if you will speak good words to them, then they will be your servants forever."

Mikael nodded as he heard those words. They were right. Wise. Words that only those who had lived beside the king for decades could speak.

Rehoboam did not listen to them.

He summoned the young men who had grown up with him. They entered laughing. There was no fear in their eyes — only the excitement of those who had just tasted power for the first time.

"The people are asking for a lighter yoke. What should I tell them?"

The young men glanced at each other and grinned.

"Tell them this: My little finger is thicker than my father’s waist. My father chastised you with whips, but I will chastise you with scorpions."

Laughter broke out.

Mikael did not laugh.

He took out the scroll and wrote slowly. Rehoboam, in the moment of choice, thought about what would make him appear strong. But strength and the appearance of strength are different things. That difference he never came to understand.

On the third day, Rehoboam stood before the people.

And delivered the young men's words exactly.

Mikael watched Jeroboam's face in that moment. It was not anger. It was the expression of a man who had prepared — who had expected this, or even waited for it.

"What portion do we have in David? We have no inheritance in the
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