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  Prologue

The young angel was running for his life, climbing over the ruins, and running through the trees.

A dark figure was giving chase; closing in.

This part of Heaven lay in ruins. This place was considered old Heaven; the place where things once were. Long ago, it was the grandest area there was in Heaven, but now, the buildings were mostly reduced to rubble. Their huge stone pillars were strewn about in massive piles, large monuments to the Gods being left to the elements, or toppled over. Roofs were gone, their walls cracked, and everything was covered in a thick growth of ivy and moss. Anything that was left standing was in complete ruin. It looked as if it had been destroyed by a natural disaster, or something, maybe perhaps, the scene of a great battle. Whatever happened, it happened long ago. The whole scene was reminiscent of a collapsed society that was slowly being reclaimed by the elements over the course of a thousand years.

“Why are you doing this?” the young angel yelled to the figure. “What is it I have done to you?” he cried.

“You are my target,” the figure said calmly, “and I must cleanse this realm of you.”

“Please, let me go. I’m sorry if I have angered you,” the young angel yelled to the figure.

“You should feel honored and privileged that I have chosen you. It should be exciting for the both of us, but at the same time it’s unfortunate that you must die so tired.”

Every breath the young angel took burned his lungs like fire. His legs weighed a ton. He was reaching the point of total exhaustion.

“Please, let me go!” he cried.

“If only they all put up such a fight,” the dark figure said as he took aim and then fired his weapon.

“Damn, he fell,” the figure said to himself as his arrow flew harmlessly over the young angel’s head. “Damn, damn.”

Then the figure said, “I will get you; I will destroy you.” And at that very moment, his target presented itself, and he let go another arrow.

The arrow, traveling at lightning speed, entered the back of the angel's neck and exited out his throat. In a single step the young angel fell to the ground in a slump of dead flesh... the chase was over. The dark figure closed his eyes, took a few deep breaths, and smiled, ready to collect his trophy.


  Chapter 1

“I don’t like it, Lucifer,” said Anon. “Things just don’t seem like they once were; they’ve changed. The new father seems to be running Heaven with a type of domination, rather than unity like Grandfather did… and why the name change?” Anon said. “Why must we call him GOD instead of father, like it has always been forever in Heaven, and the clothes he wears, what’s that all about, black leather? I’ve never seen anything like it before.”

“You’re crazy, Anon, listen to yourself, you seem to be running with the conspiracy theories pretty bad these days,” Lucifer said.

“I’m right, Lucifer, this is not, as you say, a conspiracy theory. Something is definitely changing here in Heaven, and in a strange way... but what it is, or why, I don’t know. Maybe we should talk to Baara and see what she says.”

“Yes, and maybe we can talk to Grandfather and see what he thinks about all this too. He gave up his throne when he decided to retire, so he could still have some influence, or knowledge of what goes on around here, so maybe he knows why the changes are happening, and what we can expect.”

Lucifer sat with his back against an ivy-covered piece of broken pillar. “Whoa! Anon, wait a second, don’t you think you’re jumping a little high up the chain over this. I mean, are you that troubled by what you think is going on, that you think you should bother the former leader with your crazy thoughts?”

Throwing his hands into the air, Anon passionately replied, “That’s what I mean, Lucifer, you see, that’s what I mean... you never take a thing I say seriously, not a bit! Do you know what I saw in the Father’s—I mean God’s quarters—when I was there? A new kind of angel being made, an angel different from us. It looks similar to us, sort of, but it is different. I think we’re being replaced. I don’t think the new leader loves us at all. I think he wants us gone and he’s projecting his hatred through everything he does. I can feel it, especially now! Can’t you? I can feel it all around us. The love is gone.”

“Hold up a second, Anon,” Lucifer said as he twisted several pieces of ivy into a makeshift rope. “Yeah, I feel something’s different, maybe a little something, sure… but listen to what you’re saying. What you’re talking about with these new angels is crazy, and you’re probably mistaken about it anyway. What makes you think he’s making new angels to replace us, and what the heck were you doing in his quarters anyway?”

“I was called there, to his quarters, by him; he asked me to come. He’s big into archery, and he knows I am as well… he called me the best, the most well-known, self-disciplined, and most competitive of all the angels in the sport. I felt very uneasy hearing that from him,” Anon said.

“Well, that’s a good thing I’d say,” Lucifer said. “It sounds like you got the recognition you deserve…”

Right then Anon cut Lucifer off. “No, friend, he thinks he is the best when it comes to archery, and he wanted me to know it, and soon we will compete to prove it.”

“You know that large addition to the castle he built when he took over as Father—I mean God? You know those crosses you see all over it? Well they’re not crosses, their arrow slits. Arrow slits so he can hit most anything in Heaven from anywhere in that fortress; maybe even us here.

“You know killing isn’t permitted,” Lucifer said. “I’m not saying he’s killing anything, I’m just saying he could if he wanted to, probably. That’s all,” Anon said.

“Who is this guy?” Lucifer pondered out loud. “Where did he come from, wasn’t he that weird kid Grandfather took in when his parents died?” Lucifer asked. “But now back to these supposed angels you saw, Anon, please tell me more.”

“See Lucifer, there you go again, they’re not supposedly angels, they were the real thing, or not, I don’t know, but they’re beings of some kind. They were in the process of being created, I think.”

“Did he show them to you, did he tell you what they were?” Lucifer asked.

“No he didn’t, I was alone. I saw a room full of tanks, so I went in, and in these tanks was a greenish and blueish type of fluid with beings at various stages of development. Some were very disgusting looking, an almost melted look, while some were covered in hair. The tanks had hoses and tubes running in and out of them. I know that’s not how we as angels are created, we’re born to parents. We’re not created in a tank.”

“I will say you have piqued my curiosity, Anon, and I’d really like to check these beings out for myself, but I wonder how I could go about doing it. You’re right, let’s get back to the town square, find Baara and see if we can speak with Grandfather. He’s a good angel, he’ll listen to us."

As they turned and started climbing back over the ruins toward the town square, neither of the young angels noticed the tall figure standing above them dressed in black leather, holding a bow over one shoulder, and watching them leave.

Well, well, well, the figure thought to himself. I am GOD. That’s exactly what I am. Do these punks think they are the only ones who know about this place? I too have been coming here my entire life as well. Hunting... Hunting and killing. Hunting and killing is not allowed in Heaven, though I’ve never cared. I’ve been hunting and killing my whole life. Why do you think I’m so good with a bow? But now I have some new targets to hunt. They are now in my business and that is unacceptable, so now they must die before word gets out of what he’s seen. I will enjoy killing them both.


  Chapter 2

By the time the two young angels made it to the city square, some time had passed. Baara, their friend, a young angel around their same age, was sitting at a table by herself. Baara’s grandfather is the former father, so he is referred to as Grandfather by all.

“Hi Baara, can we join you?” Lucifer asked.

“Certainly,” she replied. “But grandfather will be joining us shortly.”

“Awesome,” Anon exclaimed. “We’ve been wanting to talk to him all day, pretty important stuff.”

“He should be here soon,” Baara said. “Is there something I can maybe help you with?”

“Anon here thinks the new leader, GOD, is making new beings to replace us with,” Lucifer said with a matter-of-fact tone.

Anon shot Lucifer a dirty look.

“Huh, weird,” Baara said. “I’ve known him my whole life, his real name is Yahweh, and I’ve never really liked him. His father worked with mine when I was a child, but all I know is that he was tragically killed at some point. A wild animal attacked and gored him when he was in the wilderness. I didn’t think Heaven could be so dangerous.”

“That’s right,” Lucifer said. “Crushed his skull is what I heard.”

“He was dead already by the time his son found him,” Baara finished.

“Gosh, the leader found him, found his own father, and as a boy too, how tragic,” Anon said with a bit of sorrow in his voice.

“No wonder he seems a little strange,” Lucifer replied. “Wasn’t his mother somehow killed too?”

“Yes, she was,” Baara replied. “But this time he was directly involved with that one. His mom was leaning against a rail on the Great Peak when it failed, and she fell. He tried to help her, but he was just a boy and couldn’t keep his grip, and she fell to her death."

“What a horrible childhood to have lived, both parents dying, and so tragically too,” Lucifer said.

“I know my grandfather liked him, so that’s why, after both his parents were gone, Grandfather took care of him, and when Grandfather decided to give up the throne, he seemed the natural choice; I didn’t want it. And as you know, my father was supposed to take it over, but he was lost in a freak blizzard while hiking in the mountains.”

“Yeah, you’ve had a tough life too, Baara,” Lucifer said.

At that moment the square erupted in hoots, cheers, and whistles: Grandfather had entered. Every angel in Heaven loved Grandfather.

“Stop it my children, stop it,” he said. “I’m one of you now; I’m now Grandfather, go back to your fun, please. Don’t mind me. Enjoy your youth.”

The normal crowd noise slowly resumed.

“Grandfather!” Baara said as she jumped up and gave him a big hug.

“Boy, you’re happy to see me today, Baara. What did I do?” Grandfather said.

“I’m always happy to see you, Grandfather,” Baara said.

“You always make me feel like a young angel when I see you, dear Baara,” Grandfather said with a smile.

“These two young angels are happy to see you as well, Grandfather. These are my friends, Anon and Lucifer.”

The old angel reached out his hands in greeting and said, “Well my young angels, I’m very pleased to meet you. What can I do for you today? Any friend of Baara’s is a friend of mine.”

“I know we shouldn’t be asking,” Anon spoke first. “But we are confused about the new Father, I mean GOD.”

“GOD, that’s strange… GOD, hmm,” Grandfather said to himself with a puzzled tone and a pondering look on his face. “Why has he chosen to use that name?” Grandfather asked himself. “For thousands of years, we...,” then he stopped.

“I know this sounds funny, but I think he’s planning a change of some kind in Heaven. I’m sure of it,” Anon said. “I believe soon he’ll be replacing us,” Anon said to Lucifer. “That part is coming and coming fast, I’ve seen it.”

Lucifer turned his head and rolled his eyes.

“And how do you know of this change, my son?” asked Grandfather.

“I was in his… well, what now seems to be a fortress, the other day. I was there to discuss archery with him,” Anon replied. “He thinks he is the best in Heaven when it comes to archery. He is good, I’ll give him that, but I really don’t think he is the best. That title belongs to me,” Anon said jokingly.

His friends sighed.

“Well Yahweh has always prided himself on his archery skills,” Grandfather said.

“That’s why I thought I was there,” Anon said. “You know, to discuss some techniques, or something, to talk archery, you know, something friendly, but it was far from that. He was very rub it in your face condescending to me. He made me feel very uncomfortable, and small. He took me high into that new addition to his castle, and showed me how he had everything marked off as a target he can strike anywhere, at any time he feels like, even here. Here where we all gather was marked off as a target.”

The Lord’s castle loomed large in the distance.

“What do you mean “targets marked off?” Markers in fields, trees, and stumps in lakes…?” Grandfather asked.

“No,” replied Anon, “our temples, the ruins, this square, our homes. Anywhere an angel can be, they’re in a target zone—”

“Wait, wait, wait,” interrupted Baara. “He is considering our gathering spots as targets?”

“I guess he must have figured I’d be fine with it, and maybe somehow appreciate it, but I was horrified. Those places are where we gather to enjoy ourselves, and I got the feeling that he could rain arrows down on us at any time, even now.”

“Do you know what you’re saying, what you are implying?” Lucifer interrupted. “Are you implying that he has set himself up to strike us down with a killing blow anytime, anyplace, and on whatever whim he chooses? What are your grounds for such an accusation?”

“I’m not saying that’s what he’s doing,” Anon interjected. “I never said that, but it seemed out of the ordinary to go to such lengths to put as much effort into what he did, just for the sport of it?”

“I know he’s a little strange… but angels as targets to kill? I don’t know,” Lucifer said. “I know my history, Anon, and killing is not allowed in Heaven. Nobody has been killed in Heaven at the hands of another angel in over five millennia, during the Great War, long before you, I, or he was ever born. I don’t think he’ll start striking angels down just because he can.”

“That’s not all, he’s got a strange being named Felton, who seems to be his assistant, or worker, or something, but that guy gives nothing but a strange vibe, and he looks weird too.”

“What do you mean looks weird? Like what, his feet are too small for his body?” Baara asked.

“No Baara!” Anon snapped back. “It’s his body. It seems out of proportion. His arms are skinny and long, and his legs seemed short, but his face, something didn’t seem right about his face and head
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