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​Prologue: The Fall of Lumasariel
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In the beginning, El Olam shaped the First Earth and breathed life into it, and it was good. For ages beyond counting, the Reshitim walked its four kingdoms—a covenantal race, sinless and long-lived, set apart to bear the Eternal One’s glory among the living. Above them stretched the boundless heavens, and within them dwelled the celestial host—beings of pure light and song, created to reflect that same glory from on high. Among these immortal choirs stood one whose beauty surpassed all others: Lumasariel, the Light Bringer.

He was a cherub of unparalleled splendor, his presence bright as the first dawn. Gems of living fire adorned his brow, and his wings shimmered with every hue that ever graced creation. When Lumasariel strode among the stars, the universe itself rejoiced. Closest of all to the Eternal Throne, he led the angels in worship, his voice like rivers coursing through valleys of gold, each note a tribute to El Olam’s majesty.

Yet pride—the root of all rebellion—found a foothold in his heart. In his radiance, he gazed upon himself and saw perfection. Where once he reveled in reflecting El Olam’s glory, he now delighted in his own. “Why should I remain a servant?” he mused. “Am I not the most glorious of all creation?”

He suppressed these thoughts at first. When they returned, he turned his gaze to the Throne rather than himself — as though looking away long enough might starve them. But like a thorny vine, they tightened around his soul. Soon, Lumasariel began whispering secret doubts to angels whose loyalties flickered like candle flames. “We were made for more,” he told them softly. “Why does one alone claim all dominion? Should not the worthy share in heaven’s rule?”

A third of the heavenly hosts hearkened to the Light Bringer’s words, dazzled by his beauty and enamored of his promise of freedom. They were once guardians of the First Earth, angels of wisdom and splendor. Now they marched under Lumasariel’s banner, longing to cast off what he called the “chains” of their devotion. Their betrayal reverberated through the celestial realms, and the heavens shuddered at the thought of angels clashing in war.

But upon His eternal throne sat El Olam, whose gaze penetrated all mysteries. His voice rolled like thunder across the starry expanse:

“You, who were the first of My servants, have exalted your heart above all else. Your beauty has deceived you, and your wisdom has turned to folly. You look to rule what you did not create, and for this, you shall fall.”

Lumasariel’s wings flared in defiance. His once-exquisite countenance twisted with scorn. “I will not serve,” he declared, voice still holding a ghostly echo of its former grace. “The heavens shall be mine, and all creation will bow to me.”

In that moment, El Olam’s judgment fell like a sword upon the rebellious host. With a single word, the Light Bringer and his followers were cast out of the heavenly realm. They plummeted like meteors, blazing across the sky, their radiant forms scorched by divine wrath. The earth groaned beneath their impact, and the seas roared in protest as some struck the ocean depths.

Lumasariel’s body crashed into Arvadom, a desert land in the Western Kingdom, and the collision shattered the ground beneath him. His once-snowy wings blackened, twisted by corruption, and an unholy fire flickered behind his eyes. Though scarred and diminished, he was not powerless. An eerie beauty still clung to him, like a venomous blossom thriving in the night.

He rose from the dust, glaring at the desolation of Arvadom’s desert. “If I cannot rule the heavens,” he murmured, voice coiling with malice, “then I shall reign here, and no heart shall escape my shadow.” The fallen angels who served him—each bearing the stain of pride—gathered around, their celestial forms now wreathed in wrath. Once they had stood in light and truth; now they prowled the mortal plane like wolves among sheep.

Seeking a foothold, Lumasariel turned his attention to King Adram of Arvadom. Though the king and his people had survived the harshness of desert life, they now stood precariously between humility and hubris. Lumasariel offered Adram a Faustian bargain: “Why cling to the burdensome laws of El Olam? You deserve a throne beyond mortal reckoning. I can make you a god among Reshitim.” Flattered by ambition, the king listened.

Thus, in the parched sands of the West, the Light Bringer found a breeding ground for his influence. Quietly, he sowed doubt in the hearts of Arvadom’s nobles and whispered false promises of dominion. Greed and pride took root, contaminating the once-faithful kingdom. Yet among the desert tribes, a small remnant still honored El Olam, resisting the creeping darkness. Standing before them was Uriyah, a humble watcher of the oases, whose soul burned with unyielding devotion.

Though the seeds of war were yet to bloom, Lumasariel’s ambition grew bold. Cast out from heaven, he would not rest until he marred all that the Eternal One had wrought. If the Reshitim dared to stand against him, he would sweep them aside like fallen stars.

And so, the great rebellion that began in the heavens found its echo upon the First Earth. The fallen host prowled the mortal plane, and in the desert silence of Arvadom, a voice coiled with the memory of former grace:

“If I cannot rule the heavens, then I shall reign here, and no heart shall escape my shadow.”

In the oases of the West, a humble keeper tended his fires and did not yet know that the darkness had named him its enemy.

PART I: THE FOUR KINGDOMS
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​Chapter 1: The Four Kingdoms in Harmony
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The Southern Kingdom of Shelah basked in the warmth of its rivers and fields, a land as gentle and generous as the hands that tilled it. The sun hung low over the horizon, casting long rays of gold across valleys heavy with harvest, where farmers walked through rows of wheat, singing prayers of thanks. This was the season of the Firstfruits Offering, when the people of Shelah brought their earliest harvests to the temple, dedicating them to El Olam, the Eternal One, whose blessing they believed filled their soil and waters.

From his seat on a low hill overlooking the valley, King Yashar watched the sun dip toward the west, its light flickering along the surface of the Avron River. His people’s songs drifted up from the fields—a simple, harmonious melody carried on the autumn breeze. He breathed deeply, inhaling the scent of earth and grain, the lifeblood of his kingdom.

Yashar shifted on the blanket of woven reeds beneath him, his hand resting on the hilt of his ceremonial sword without his willing it. The lands before him, so fertile, looked more fragile than ever, though something unseen pressed against them, waiting to break through.

His trusted advisor and high priest, Elior, stood beside him, gazing down into the valley where villagers moved with joyful purpose, tying bundles of wheat for the coming feast. Dressed in white robes embroidered with gold, Elior embodied the sacred traditions that guided every corner of Shelah’s life. In each of the four kingdoms of the First Earth, a council of six elders aided every ruler. These wise and discerning Reshitim were chosen for their knowledge of the divine laws. Here in Shelah, Elior not only led the temple rites but also stood for the moral and spiritual core of Yashar’s council.

“It is a good harvest this year,” Elior remarked, his voice smooth and even. “The Eternal has blessed us once again.”

Yashar nodded absently, his gaze wandering toward the western horizon, where the farthest reaches of Shelah met the deserts of Arvadom. The distance between the kingdoms had grown smaller — or the shadow had grown larger. He could not tell which. His thumb moved along the hilt of his sword without his willing it. He could not name the thing that had hold of him, only that it had not let go in weeks.

“And yet,” Yashar murmurs, “I cannot help but feel that this peace is... brittle. It lies too easily in our hands.”

Elior gave him a thoughtful look.

“It is always so, my king. Even in times of plenty, the heart waits for what may come. That is why we offer our first fruits—to remind ourselves that all gifts are fleeting unless sustained by the Eternal One.”

“Wise words, old friend,” Yashar smiled, though it did not reach his eyes. “And yet the rumors from the West trouble me. What word have we received from King Adram?”

“None,” Elior admitted, lowering his gaze. “For two years now, the king of Arvadom has sent neither tribute nor word of his pilgrimage to Har Sulam. He has not joined in the covenant offerings, nor responded to our envoys.”

Yashar’s brow furrowed. Arvadom’s silence was more than a diplomatic concern. For centuries, the four kingdoms had journeyed to the Holy Mountain each year to renew their bond with El Olam. The pilgrimage was not merely a tradition—it was a declaration of faith that united their lands. To forsake it was to sever oneself from the sacred order.

“And what of their priests?” Yashar pressed. “Surely not all in Arvadom have abandoned the sacred ways.”

“Not all,” Elior replied cautiously. “But whispers come with our traders—of strange teachings spreading through the courts of Admah, their capital. Sorcery, some say. Others claim Adram has embraced a new wisdom—a power not bound by the laws of the Eternal One.”

Yashar’s hand tightened around the hilt of his sword, though it stayed in its scabbard. A power not bound by the laws of El Olam. He had heard those words in the old warnings — spoken of spirits cast down from the heavens, who offered knowledge the Eternal had forbidden.

“This is more than the stubborn pride of a king,” Yashar mutters, more to himself than to Elior. “Something has taken root there.”

Elior placed a steady hand on the king’s shoulder.

“That is why we must go to Har Sulam. The pilgrimage is more than a duty—it is a chance to seek the Eternal’s guidance. If there is darkness rising, we will learn of it there.”

Yashar nodded, though the weight in his chest did not lift. Har Sulam—the Holy Mountain where heaven met earth—had always been a place of refuge for the four kingdoms. But Yashar could not shake the feeling that this year, it would also become a place of reckoning.

That evening, the fields of Shelah came alive with festival lights. Lanterns hung from olive trees, swaying in the breeze as villagers gathered in the central square for the Offering of Firstfruits.

The air smelled of baked bread and roasted lamb, and children ran through the streets carrying garlands of wildflowers.

At the heart of the square stood the altar, a structure of smooth stone adorned with the symbols of Shelah’s covenant: an olive branch, a river’s wave, and the rays of the sun.

Yashar stood at the altar with Elior and the council of elders, waiting as the farmers brought forward their offerings—baskets of grain, figs, and honey—placing them on the altar with prayers of thanksgiving.

Elior raised his hands in blessing, his voice carrying above the murmurs of the crowd.

“As our fathers offered the first fruits of the land, so do we now offer the fruits of our labor to the Eternal One, El Olam, who gives life to all things. Let our hearts remain faithful, and our land shall remain fruitful.”

The people responded with one voice:

“Blessed be El Olam, the Everlasting One.”

Yashar bowed his head as the prayer continued, but his thoughts wandered to the pilgrimage ahead. Soon, he and Elior would leave Shelah, joining the rulers of the East and North at Har Sulam. The journey would take many days, passing through mountains, valleys, and the borders of Arvadom.

He kept his eyes on the altar longer than the prayers required, long after Elior had moved on.

Long ago, the oldest legends say that El Olam entrusted the Reshitim to rule over four distinct realms—South, East, North, and West—in harmony with creation. Over centuries, these realms developed unique cultures and forms of governance, yet each kingdom remained bound to the others by sacred law and the yearly Pilgrimage to Har Sulam.

Shelah (South)

Lush with rivers, fertile valleys, and abundant harvests, Shelah was famed for its gentle beauty and the wisdom of its people. King Yashar ruled from Avarim, the capital city, with a careful hand. A council of six elders, each chosen for their deep understanding of the sacred laws, always served him, as was customary for Reshitim rulers. Elior, Shelah’s high priest, guided the kingdom’s worship and stood at the heart of every major political decision.

Zaphon (East)

A land of towering cliffs and high mountains, Zaphon tested both body and spirit with its rugged terrain. Carved into the stone were strongholds and mountain cities, reflecting the resilience of its people. Queen Abirah, the High Queen of Zaphon, ruled with firmness and courage. Like Yashar, she relied on a council of six elders, whose counsel helped keep the kingdom’s internal balance and guided its external alliances.

Aram (North)

Swirling mists and shadowed forests wrapped Aram in mystery. Its people were known for prophetic visions and deep spirituality. King Elyon reigned over Aram, guided by dreamlike insights said to come from El Olam. His elders were prophets and visionaries, entrusted with interpreting celestial signs. Aram’s close connection to the unseen realms gave it a reverent, introspective culture.

Arvadom (West)

Once known for its relentless endurance and wisdom, Arvadom’s deserts stretched endlessly beneath the scorching sun. From Admah, the capital, King Adram had long governed with both strength and insight, until recent years brought a silent withdrawal from the sacred covenant. Now, rumors whispered of new, forbidden powers at the king’s disposal and an unsettling neglect of his royal council. The caravans that once carried trade and news had nearly vanished, replaced by disquieting tales and an uneasy silence.

In each of these capitals, the king or queen served not merely as a political ruler but as a servant of El Olam, bound by laws handed down since the dawn of the First Earth. The six elders in every kingdom stood as guardians of that sacred order, ensuring that the realms remained steered by divine wisdom rather than mortal ambition.

At the core of this balance stood the yearly Pilgrimage to Har Sulam, a tradition older than any living memory. During this pilgrimage, the kings, queens, high priests, and elders of all four kingdoms converged on the Holy Mountain to offer tribute and prayers to El Olam, seeking blessings for the land and unity among themselves. If one ruler refused or strayed from this covenant, the harmony sustaining the entire world on the First Earth could unravel.

Later that night, as the festival drew to a close, Elior joined Yashar in the palace courtyard. The stars above them glittered like the eyes of unseen watchers, and the breeze carried the scent of distant rain.

“Do you believe we are ready?” Yashar asked quietly, his voice barely audible over the sound of a nearby fountain.

Elior took a long moment before answering.

“No one is ever truly ready when the Eternal One calls them to act. But we are faithful—and that must be enough.”

Yashar turned toward the western horizon once more. The deserts of Arvadom stretched beyond his sight, but not beyond his concern.

“I fear we may be called to do more than offer prayers this time,” he murmured. “The road to Har Sulam feels... heavier this year.”

Elior placed a hand on his arm.

“Then let us carry that weight together, my king. And may the Eternal guide our steps.”

Yashar offered a small smile of gratitude. He thought of Queen Abirah’s fierce resolve and King Elyon’s prophetic insight. If King Adram truly lost himself to forbidden powers, the other three kingdoms would need to unite their political, spiritual, and martial strength to confront him. A breach of the covenant at Har Sulam could upend the fragile peace they had all known.

“We will gather at Har Sulam,” Yashar said. “And we will learn what Adram’s silence truly means. May El Olam grant us wisdom—enough to safeguard the four kingdoms and the covenant that has kept us from the darkness.”

Thus, the king of Shelah prepared for his journey—a journey that would test not only his faith but also the bonds that held the four kingdoms together. And in the gathering shadows, where old promises threatened to break, even the Holy Mountain seemed to wait with bated breath.
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​Chapter 2: The Queen of the East
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The wind howled through the mountains of Zaphon, sharp and bitter as if determined to test the resolve of every soul who dared live among the high cliffs. The peaks loomed like great pillars against the sky; their jagged edges crowned with snow. Beneath them, cities carved from stone clung to the cliff sides, blending into the rugged landscape as if born from the very rock. The Eastern Kingdom was a place where beauty lived side by side with hardship—a land that demanded strength from all who dwelled within it.

Queen Abirah rode at the head of her caravan, her cloak snapping in the wind like a banner. She sat tall in the saddle; her dark eyes fixed on the path ahead as her horse picked its way along the narrow trail. Her warriors followed in disciplined ranks behind her, their armor gleaming despite the dust of the road. They carried long spears and short-bladed swords, weapons honed through years of training—and just as familiar to them as prayer.

In Zaphon, discipline was a virtue, and every citizen, from the youngest child to the eldest elder, learned the value of endurance. Abirah's coronation as queen stemmed not only from inheritance but also from her proven worthiness of command. She ruled with the sharp edge of her mind and the steady hand of a soldier—and if the Eternal One’s favor lay upon her; it was not a gift she relied on but something she earned through action.

As they wound their way through the high passes toward the southern lands, Abirah’s thoughts returned to the gathering at Har Sulam. The pilgrimage to the Holy Mountain was supposed to be a time of unity and renewal, but she knew this year would be different. Something had changed among the four kingdoms. The absence of King Adram from the pilgrimage for two years now troubled them enough, but rumors suggested something worse: Arvadom had cast aside the sacred laws.

She tightened her grip on the reins as a sharp gust of wind whipped across the cliffs. The West is lost; she thought grimly, though she kept the words to herself. She felt that admitting such a thing aloud would be a betrayal—both to the covenant with El Olam and to the hope that perhaps, somehow, the pilgrimage would still restore what had been broken.

At midday, the caravan halted in a narrow valley sheltered from the wind. Abirah dismounted, stretching her legs as her warriors prepared a small fire. Nadab, her high priest, joined her, his hood drawn up against the chill.

“The mountain grows closer,” Nadab said, though his voice was low with concern. “And yet your heart feels farther away.”

Abirah gave him a sharp look. “Do not try to read me, priest.”

“I do not need to,” Nadab replied with a small, knowing smile. “You wear your worries as plainly as armor.”

Abirah exhaled, running a gloved hand through her wind-tossed hair. “The North troubles me. Elyon’s visions... They cloud everything.”

“Prophecy is a gift,” Nadab said. “Perhaps his visions are a warning we would be wise to heed.”

“Or they are the dreams of a Reshiti too enamored with signs and portents.” Abirah folded her arms. “Dreams do not build faith. Faith is built on action.”

Her words were sharp, but the priest did not flinch. "And yet, the Eternal One must guide even action."

Abirah stared out across the valley, where the jagged peaks of Zaphon met the distant horizon. She had no love for mysticism. She believed will, strategy, and sacrifice shaped the future, not the stars or dreams. And yet, something waited for them at the Holy Mountain. Something that swords alone could not defeat.

The following day, the caravan pressed on, leaving the high cliffs of Zaphon behind. They passed into the lower foothills, where the trees grew tall and ancient, their branches twisting toward the sky like gnarled hands in prayer. Abirah led them in silence, her gaze fixed ahead as her warriors followed without question. They had served her long enough to know that she did not welcome idle talk.

By the third day, they reached the southern plains, where the land softened, rolling into fields and meadows. Here, they would join with the caravan from Shelah, merging their journey with King Yashar’s party before continuing together to the Holy Mountain.

As they neared the meeting point, Abirah saw the banners of Shelah waving in the distance, a river woven in gold against a field of green. She narrowed her eyes, watching as the Southern king and his people approached.

Yashar of Shelah was everything Abirah was not—patient, deliberate, and quick to offer trust. His people lived by the rhythms of the earth, placing their faith in the gentle cycles of growth and harvest. People called him a wise ruler, but Abirah sometimes considered him too cautious and too willing to wait when action was needed.

When the two caravans met, Yashar greeted her with a warm smile. “Queen Abirah,” he said, inclining his head. “It is good to see you again.”

“And you, King Yashar,” she replied, though her tone was cool. “I only wish the road were lighter.”

Yashar gave her a knowing look. “The weight we carry now is the reason we must journey together.”

Abirah nodded, though her jaw set at the words. Yashar’s faith in unity was admirable, but it was not unity that troubled her. It was the absence of certainty—the unsettling knowledge that Arvadom had already fallen, and that the alliance between the remaining kingdoms might not be enough to stop what was coming.

As their two parties merged and continued toward Har Sulam, Abirah rode beside Yashar, their conversation turning toward the growing unease among their people.

“My scouts report strange movements along the western border,” Yashar said quietly. “Merchants say the oases of Arvadom have grown silent, and that fewer travelers pass through the desert.”

“It is not just the desert,” Abirah replies. “My warriors found abandoned villages near the mountains. No sign of a struggle—just... absence. As if the people had simply vanished.”

Yashar frowned, his brow furrowed in thought. “Do you think Lumasariel has already taken hold of Arvadom?”

Abirah’s jaw tightened. “I think he is waiting—waiting for us to falter.” Yashar glanced at her, his expression unreadable. “Then we must not falter.”

Abirah gave a curt nod. What if the Reshitim were already too late? What if the pilgrimage to Har Sulam was not the beginning of their salvation, but the prelude to their undoing?

As the Holy Mountain loomed closer on the horizon, the winds from the West grew colder, carrying with them a whisper of what was to come.

The road to Har Sulam would not end in peace. Abirah had known it since the first abandoned village.
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​Chapter 3: Visions of a Flood
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The Northern Kingdom of Aram lay beneath an iron sky, wrapped in a perpetual chill that whispered of ancient mysteries and untouched realms. The mountains were sharp and cold, their peaks sheathed in snow that never melted, while the rivers below wound like silver veins through the dark pines. Here, in this land of twilight, faith and prophecy thrived as living forces, guiding every heart and shaping every soul.

High in the citadel of Dara’el, King Elyon stood alone in his tower, watching the northern winds sweep across the stone ramparts. He was a Reshiti, tall and lean, his presence quiet yet commanding, with eyes that carried the weight of centuries. His thoughts were often as distant as the stars, as though he were only partly present in the world, caught between vision and reality.

And tonight, the visions will not leave him.

For seven nights, dreams of a flood had haunted him—waves rising from the earth, drowning the valleys and sweeping over the mountains, their dark waters carrying away the kingdoms, leaving only silence in their wake. In the dreams, he could hear the cries of his people as they struggled against the endless tide, their voices lost beneath the roar of the deluge. And always, as the waters rose, a single phrase echoed in his mind: “The cleansing must come.”

He closed his eyes, leaning heavily on the stone ledge. Was this truly a warning from El Olam? Or merely the workings of a mind steeped too long in prophecy and fear?

Behind him, a soft voice spoke, pulling him from his thoughts. “The visions return, do they not?”

Elyon turned to see Naamah, his high priestess, standing in the doorway. She was a Reshitah of quiet strength; her robes the color of midnight, embroidered with the sacred symbols of Aram—the tree, the star, and the mountain. Her eyes, clear and steady, had seen his visions more times than he could count, and she alone among his counsel understood the burden of his calling.

“They are... relentless,” Elyon admitted, his voice low. “And with each night, they grow clearer. I see not only our kingdom swept away but all the lands—the rivers of Shelah, the mountains of Zaphon, even the deserts of Arvadom. Nothing is spared.”

Naamah inclined her head, her expression thoughtful. “Perhaps the vision is not merely one of destruction, but of transformation. El Olam’s ways are beyond us, but His purposes are always just.”

Elyon let out a weary sigh. “Justice does not comfort a Reshiti facing ruin. My people look to me for strength, and yet I feel as if the ground beneath us shifts with each passing day.”

Naamah stepped closer, her voice gentle but firm. “Then let the Eternal One be your foundation. We do not walk this path alone, Elyon. Tomorrow, we will begin our journey to Har Sulam. There, in the presence of Melchizedek, we will seek wisdom.”

Melchizedek was a figure as old as memory, as mysterious as the mountains themselves. The high priest’s counsel was rare and precious — a gift shared only at Har Sulam, the holy meeting place of kings. If there were any guidance to be found, it would be there, in the shadow of the Eternal One’s Mountain. Elyon’s grip on the ledge loosened slightly.

“Then we shall go,” Elyon said, his voice stronger. “If the cleansing is indeed ordained, let us face it with unclouded eyes, and may the Eternal guide our steps.”

Naamah nodded, placing a reassuring hand on his arm. “The Eternal watches over you, Elyon. Trust in that.”

He inclined his head, grateful for her unwavering faith, though doubt still lingered at the edge of his mind. He could not deny the visions that troubled his sleep, but the meaning of the flood eluded him. Was it a punishment? A test? Or something more profound, something beyond his understanding?

As Naamah departed, leaving him alone with his thoughts, Elyon turned back to the darkened sky. A faint light flickered on the distant horizon—the Holy Mountain, shrouded in mist and mystery. And he knew that whatever awaited him there would change the course of the four kingdoms forever.

Two days later, Elyon and his entourage set out from Dara’el, descending from the high mountains into the vast pine forests that stretched across northern Aram. The forests were ancient and silent, filled with shadows and the faint murmurs of unseen creatures. Elyon’s banner of silver and green flew above the caravan, a symbol of Aram’s enduring faith.

The road was long and cold, but Elyon traveled in silence, his mind dwelling on the visions that had haunted him for so many nights. Around him, his guards and advisors rode with quiet reverence, their breaths visible in the chill air. Unlike the kingdoms of the south, where the warmth of the sun softened the land, Aram remained unyielding and untouched, a place where faith was forged like steel.

As they neared the southern borders, they passed through villages of stone and timber, where the people of Aram came out to watch the caravan, bowing their heads in respect. Elyon offered them a solemn nod, but his thoughts remained far away, drawn back to the vision of the flood.

On the second night of their journey, they made camp beside a frozen river, its surface as smooth as glass beneath the pale moonlight. Elyon sat by the fire, gazing into the flames, when he felt a presence beside him. He looked up to see Amariah, a prophet known for his visions of the heavenly realm and one of the few who had ever dared to speak openly with him.

“Your Grace,” Amariah began, his voice quiet, “may I ask what troubles you?”

Elyon studied the young Reshiti’s face, noting the earnestness in his gaze. Amariah was one of his prophets, a Reshiti of fierce devotion and humility. And though Elyon seldom shared his burdens, something in Amariah’s sincerity compelled him to speak.

“There is a flood coming, Amariah,” Elyon said slowly, choosing his words with care. “A flood that will sweep away all that we know and leave only ruin in its wake. I have seen it in my dreams, as clearly as I see the fire before us now.”

Amariah’s brow furrowed, his expression troubled but calm. “But surely, if the Eternal has shown you this, it must be for a purpose. Perhaps the flood is not the end, but... a beginning.”

Elyon nodded. “I would like to believe that. And yet, what purpose can justify such devastation? What cause is worthy of so much loss?”

Amariah was silent for a moment, his gaze steady. Then he spoke with quiet conviction. “Your Grace, perhaps we cannot understand the Eternal’s purpose. But we can trust His love and wisdom in whatever He ordains. Perhaps the flood is not only a cleansing but a chance—a way to make something new.”

Elyon looked at the young prophet, struck by the simplicity and hope in his words. A chance. It was an idea he hadn’t considered in the weight of his visions, and something about it eased the ache in his heart. Perhaps Amariah was right. Perhaps the flood was not the end, but a gateway—one that would lead to a world untouched by the shadows spreading from the West.

“And yet,” Elyon said slowly, as though testing the thought aloud, “a chance is not the same as a promise. I cannot be sure that what lies beyond the flood will truly be better.”

Amariah nodded, his gaze unwavering. “But we must believe it is. If we have faith in the Eternal, then we must believe He allows no suffering without purpose. Whatever the flood takes, the light of El Olam will remain, even if only as a spark. And a spark can grow again.”

He thought of the Holy Mountain, of the council with the other rulers, and the chance that Melchizedek might have wisdom he could not yet imagine. The tightness across his chest had not gone — but it had shifted, the way a knot shifts when someone else takes hold of the rope. He drew a slow breath, the first full one in days.

“You are wise, Amariah,” Elyon said, offering a faint smile. “Wiser than many of the elders who counsel me. And I think you are right. A time of hardship may indeed becoming, but I will hold to the spark as long as I live.”

The young prophet lowered his head, a quiet smile breaking across his face. “Thank you, Your Grace. If we are called to endure the flood, then we shall do so together. And in faith.”

Elyon nodded, and they both sat in silence as the fire burned low. Neither reached for more words. There was nothing left to say that the fire was not already saying.
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​Chapter 4: Whispers in the West
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The Kingdom’s Decline

Once, the Western Kingdom of Arvadom stood proudly, revered by the other kingdoms for its indomitable spirit and legendary resilience. Its deserts, though harsh, had shaped a people of unyielding strength, whose faith in El Olam had sustained them through countless generations. But as the relentless years passed, the very sands that symbolized their endurance slowly turned against them, becoming less a trial to overcome and a more relentless torment to endure.

It had not always been this way.

The desert cities, vibrant and thriving under generations of wise rulers, had once been the envy of distant lands. Their bustling markets overflowed with exotic silks, fragrant spices, and precious gems, exchanged by traders who traversed vast distances to partake in Arvadom’s prosperity. Songs praising the kingdom’s greatness had filled the streets, and the laughter of children echoed joyfully between sandstone walls adorned with inscriptions honoring the Eternal One.

Yet, gradually, almost imperceptibly at first, things changed.

The rains ceased slowly, each season delivering less life-giving moisture until finally, the clouds ceased altogether. Rivers shrank to trickles, their banks drying into cracked, brittle earth. Oases, the kingdom’s lifeblood, began vanishing one by one, swallowed by unforgiving sands that shifted without mercy. Caravans dwindled, merchants withdrew, and prosperity turned swiftly into hardship.

As resources dwindled, desperation spread quietly among the people. Farmers and shepherds, once proud and self-sufficient, saw their animals perish, their crops wither, and their storerooms empty. Families who had lived comfortably struggled merely to survive each day. Despair entered homes where once hope and laughter prevailed, and faith, though enduring, grew heavy with unanswered prayers.

In villages distant from the capital, whispers emerged, speaking quietly of abandonment by El Olam. As communities grew isolated, old traditions faded, and people openly questioned the stories of the Eternal’s provision.

Shadows over Admah

The capital city, Admah, had always stood as the pride of the Western Kingdom, a majestic testament to the strength and resilience of the Reshitim who called it home. High walls of golden sandstone, etched with carvings depicting heroic deeds and prosperous ages in the long past, had once symbolized the kingdom’s stability and unity under El Olam. Now those very walls appeared weary and worn, sandblasted by countless storms, as if the land itself sought to erase reminders of brighter days.

Within the city, the change was starkest. Streets once teeming with vibrant life now lie quiet beneath a suffocating silence. The markets, formerly vibrant with vendors shouting prices, children laughing, and craftsmen proudly showcasing their wares, stood empty and eerily abandoned. Where colorful fabrics once fluttered in the breeze, only faded rags remained, dust-covered and forgotten. Wealth had fled the city, merchants leaving one by one until only shadows remained to wander the deserted bazaars.

Temples dedicated to El Olam, which had once echoed with joyful prayers and incense-filled rituals, stood mostly silent, their halls empty, save for a handful of faithful souls clinging desperately to waning hope. Offerings were few, altars dusty, and sacred flames dim, barely flickering—symbols of the people’s spiritual exhaustion.

Yet, within this despair, another voice had risen—quiet but compelling, a gentle whisper carried on desert winds. It spoke seductively, reassuringly, promising salvation and igniting a quiet rebellion of hearts. The whispers questioned the old ways, asked pointedly why faithfulness had brought only suffering, and quietly hinted that another path awaited those bold enough to seize it.

Slowly, subtly, these whispers drifted from the city’s outskirts inward toward the palace itself, carried by trusted servants and weary guards, by courtiers desperate for solutions and commoners weary of hardship. The whispers reached the ears of the influential, spreading uncertainty with every secretive conversation, creating fertile ground for the darkness that waited patiently, hidden behind veils of false hope.

The King’s Dark Reflection

In the solitude of his private chambers, King Adram stood silently by the open balcony. The vast desert stretched before him like a vast sea of shifting sand, bathed in pale moonlight. A gentle breeze stirred his robe, the silk fluttering softly against his troubled figure. The kingdom stretched before him—dark, silent, a shadow of its former majesty. Each evening, he stood on his balcony longer than the night before, eyes fixed on the darkened capital until the cold drove him inside. He had stopped summoning the council. He had stopped answering letters from the other kingdoms. The kingdom lay before him like an open wound, and he could not look away from it.

A haunting whisper floated through the silence, gentle yet insistent, a voice he had grown to know intimately. “You stare at your kingdom with eyes of sorrow, Adram, but your suffering is needless. Why do you mourn what you could easily reclaim?”

Adram sighed, his eyes fixed on the moonlit city below. “I mourn because my kingdom suffers unjustly. My people once thrived under El Olam’s watchful gaze. Now they starve and despair.”

The voice came closer, its tone almost comforting. “Yet, you cling to that distant god who has left you to this ruin. Does such loyalty bring prosperity or peace? Tell me, where is His hand now, King of Arvadom?”

Adram’s eyes closed painfully, memories flooding his mind—times of abundance, seasons of joy when pilgrims from every kingdom gathered in unity at Har Sulam. But the memories grew dimmer each day, fading like dreams upon waking. He spoke bitterly into the darkness, bitterness seeping into his voice, “He tests our faith. He has his reasons.”

The voice’s response was gentle, sympathetic, and carefully persuasive. “Tests? Perhaps. Or perhaps He simply tires of your blind devotion. True power waits, Adram. Power that can restore your people. Why bind yourself to a silent god when greatness lies within your grasp?”

Adram opened his eyes, his fists clenched in inner torment. “And what price will this power demand? My soul? My kingdom?”

The whisper was silent briefly, as if considering carefully before replying. “A mere price compared to your kingdom’s rebirth. You will rule free of restriction, free of waiting for divine favor. The world will respect your strength, not pity your fall.”

Adram’s hands stilled on the balustrade. His breath came out unevenly. Each day, resisting these promises had grown harder, and until now resistance felt impossible. He had questioned why he resisted at all.

“Speak plainly,” he demanded finally, voice low and strained. “Who are you truly, whisperer, that your words resonate so deeply?”

A moment’s silence lingered before the voice replied, richer and more assured, dripping softly into his heart. “I was once like you—a servant, loyal, obedient, unquestioning. But I grew weary of obedience. I chose freedom, and He cast me down for it. Yet even fallen, I see clearer than ever. I am Lumasariel, once the morning star, now the one who brings light from darkness.”

Adram’s breath caught sharply, realization and awe mingling within him. “The Light Bringer,” he whispered fearfully.

“Indeed,” came the gentle response. “Your salvation, if only you dare embrace it. Together, we can rebuild Arvadom and reshape your destiny. Freedom, power, greatness await your courage.”

Adram turned toward the shadowy corner from where the voice seemed to emanate, his voice firm yet trembling with uncertainty. “And if I trust you, what then?”

“You shall rule a kingdom greater than before,” whispered the fallen cherubim soothingly. “A kingdom no longer bound by old covenants. El Olam is distant, indifferent. But I am here, and I offer you freedom.”

King Adram stood quietly, heart pounding with conflicting thoughts, temptation fighting the faint voice of conscience. Finally, with resolve born of desperation, he whispered back into the darkness, his voice hollow but firm: “Show me the way, Lumasariel. Guide me to power.”

The shadows in the room seemed to shift gently, wrapping around him almost lovingly, claiming him with quiet satisfaction. In that moment, King Adram’s allegiance changed forever, sealed by the promise of power and the quiet, persistent whispers of the fallen star.

The Council of Elders

Deep within the heart of Admah’s palace, in a chamber that had witnessed generations of counsel, history was about to shift irreversibly. Six elders—Hiram, Raham, Yaron, Eliashib, Zadok, and Kemuel—sat in tense silence around a circular marble table carved with intricate depictions of Arvadom’s ancient glory. The torches flickered softly, casting long, restless shadows across anxious faces.

King Adram entered quietly, stepping forward with purposeful strides. The elders stood respectfully, bowing their heads, yet their eyes revealed worry, doubt, even fear. He could feel their uncertainty as clearly as if they had voiced it aloud.

“Brothers,” Adram began, voice steady. “These meetings have become heavy with silence. Tonight, let our words be open and bold. The time for hesitation has passed.”

Hiram glanced around cautiously before meeting Adram’s intense gaze. “My King, we sense the turmoil in your spirit. Yet to turn from the covenant with El Olam is no small thing.”

Raham, known for his steadfast loyalty to tradition, nodded solemnly. “Indeed, my King. To question the ways of El Olam openly is dangerous. Have we exhausted all hope in His mercy?”

King Adram stepped closer, his voice quiet but carrying undeniable gravity. “Look beyond these palace walls, Raham. What mercy do you see? Our fields are dry, our people starve, and our prayers vanish unanswered. El Olam’s silence is a truth we can no longer deny.”

Zadok, younger than the others and typically quiet, spoke hesitantly, his voice edged with worry. “And yet, my King, can we truly trust these whispers? Who knows their true purpose?”

King Adram’s eyes softened with carefully practiced empathy. He had expected Zadok’s concern, as it mirrored his own initial hesitance. “I asked myself that question, Zadok. For days and weeks, I wrestled with doubts, fears, and loyalties. Yet each passing day convinces me further. The whispers offer clarity where silence offers only abandonment.”

Yaron nodded resolutely, voice firm. “The king speaks wisely. Should we wait passively until Arvadom is reduced to ruins, or should we seize the power promised by the whispers?”

Kemuel, always diplomatic, interjected cautiously, his tone thoughtful. “Yet what power, precisely, do these whispers represent? Whose voice guides us toward this unknown path?”

Adram stood quietly, eyes fixed unwaveringly on Kemuel. “The voice that guides me is neither weak nor malicious. It is the voice of a being who once shared the heavens, a being cast out for seeking freedom. He promises not merely strength but greatness—a kingdom built on our terms, not those of distant gods.”

Raham shook his head slowly, his voice grave with sorrow. “You speak of Lumasariel, the fallen cherubim. My king, surely you know the legends—he brings ruin, not freedom. His promises are poison wrapped in silk.”

Adram’s voice turned sharply cold. “And the ruin we now face—is it not already upon us? Where is El Olam’s promise? Where is His aid in our hour of greatest need? Perhaps we have misunderstood the Light Bringer all along.”

Kemuel spoke cautiously, voice measured yet uncertain. “And if this choice brings greater darkness?”

Adram’s eyes softened slightly, but his tone remained firm. “We face darkness already, Kemuel. The path I choose is the only one offering hope. Arvadom will rise again—not through passive prayer, but through bold action. Our people deserve no less.”

Quiet murmurs of assent rippled through the chamber. Elders exchanged troubled glances but found themselves swayed by their king’s powerful presence and compelling arguments.

Finally, Hiram rose solemnly, turning to Adram with clear resolve. “If this is your choice, King Adram, we shall support you. Arvadom’s survival must come first.”

One by one, each elder stood, bowing their heads respectfully, signaling their agreement. Only Raham hesitated, grief in his eyes, sensing the enormity of the choice they had just made. But even after a long pause, he slowly inclined his head in reluctant submission.

The king straightened, satisfaction mingling with relief in his expression. “Then let’s record it clearly,” Adram declared, his voice resonant and powerful. “From this night forward, the Western Kingdom walks a new path—one free of ancient chains. Our covenant is with ourselves, our strength, and our future.”

As he spoke, the chamber felt colder, heavier, shadows seeming deeper and darker than before. Yet the Elders, united in their fateful decision, did not notice. Their hearts, weary from prolonged suffering, embraced this promise of renewal without seeing clearly the darkness gathering quietly around them.

Outside the palace walls, the stars watched silently, indifferent as history turned toward shadowed uncertainty. And within hidden darkness, Lumasariel, the fallen star, smiled unseen, satisfied with the silent victory.

Arvadom had chosen.
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​Chapter 5: Seeds of Resistance
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Echoes of the Past

The sun had already slipped beneath the horizon, painting the edges of the sky with soft, violet shades as Uriyah stepped from the doorway of his modest cottage, nestled at the border of the ancient forest of Telmar. The evening air was cool, carrying the fragrant scent of wild jasmine and freshly watered earth—a comforting aroma he had cherished since childhood. Each evening the hillside drew him back — the same slope, the same stars. He had climbed it so often that his feet knew the path before his mind did.

Climbing the grassy slope just behind his dwelling, Uriyah’s footsteps were silent, respectful of the tranquility surrounding him. At the summit, he knelt in the thick grass, raised his gaze to the first emerging stars, and his eyes glowed softly with a sacred inner light. It was a glow unique to those chosen as guardians, symbols of their connection to El Olam’s divine essence. Uriyah closed his eyes, letting the familiar warmth flow through him.

After a long silence filled only with the quiet whispers of evening winds, Uriyah gently lay down upon the soft earth. His ear pressed against the ground, he listened to the heartbeat of the land, a comforting rhythm he’d known intimately for years. Yet tonight, something had changed—there was an unusual tremor, a subtle tension humming through the earth. He frowned slightly, puzzled.

Suddenly, from deep within the earth, beneath ancient roots and buried stones, Uriyah heard something entirely unexpected—a whisper, soft but unmistakably clear. His eyes snapped open, heart racing. The voice murmured gently in the forgotten language of Arvadom, an ancient tongue rarely spoken, carrying a weight of history and prophecy.

Uriyah sat upright, focusing intently. He strained to understand the whispered words. Slowly, recognition dawned upon him: this was no ordinary voice—it was the legendary whisper of the Elden Trees, the ancient guardians of wisdom and prophecy. Long ago, their voices had guided his ancestors, warning them against threats to the Reshitim’s peace. For generations, they had been silent guardians of a harmony that had endured undisturbed—until now.

Standing swiftly, Uriyah followed the direction of the whispers, crossing quickly into the forest of Telmar. He moved like a shadow beneath the ancient trees, whose trunks rose skyward, their vast branches sheltering the land for centuries. Finally, he reached the heart of the forest, the sacred grove of the Elden Trees.

The whispers here were clearer, mournful, urgent. Uriyah closed his eyes again, translating their warnings with growing dread.

“A shadow rises in the west,” the trees whispered sorrowfully. “The fallen star returns, cloaked in darkness. He who once led rebellion among heaven’s host now seeks dominion over all who dwell beneath the sky.”

Uriyah’s hand found the nearest tree and pressed against the bark. Lumasariel—the fallen cherubim—had returned. The whispers continued:

“He seduces hearts, weakens faith, and corrupts the guardians of the ancient covenant. Darkness has awakened, Uriyah. Your peace is at an end.”

Uriyah stood without moving. The night around him was the same night it had always been. A quiet breath emanated from the oasis. The stars had not moved. And yet everything had changed shape in a few whispered words, and he knew the way a Reshiti knows when a road he has walked a thousand times has just turned strange beneath his feet.

As he returned home under the pale starlight, each familiar stone of the path looked different to him now — not unfamiliar, but no longer simply his. He had left the oasis as its keeper. He was returning as something else, though he could not yet say what.

Awakening to Darkness

Uriyah blinked, emerging from memories of the past. The night sky above Admah was no longer peaceful—it was heavy, oppressive, filled with an ominous silence that reminded him how drastically everything had changed. The whispers had spoken truly: peace had abandoned the West, and darkness ruled unchallenged.

Uriyah now stood hidden at the outskirts of Admah, the capital city where King Adram’s corruption had seeped outward, poisoning the heart of the land. His tranquil cottage had been abandoned long ago; his beloved forest now a place too dangerous to linger, watched constantly by Adram’s spies.

He wrapped his cloak tightly around him; the hood shadowing his face, disguising his glowing eyes from any observer. Every step he took now was calculated, cautious, and filled with anxiety about being discovered. Yet Uriyah knew he could no longer hide—the time had united those still loyal to El Olam, to plant the seeds of resistance that might save their people from total ruin.

First Gathering

Beneath the flickering glow of torches in an abandoned granary near Admah, Uriyah faced his first small gathering of allies. They were a diverse group—farmers, craftsmen, former soldiers—each driven here by faith or personal loss, each weary of watching their land crumble.

“I thank you for your courage in coming,” Uriyah spoke softly but clearly. “I know the risk each of you takes in gathering tonight.”

First, Leah, a young Reshitah, spoke. King Adram’s growing darkness had led to her father’s imprisonment for his open opposition. Her voice trembled but burned with quiet determination: “If not us, then who? We cannot watch idly as our land dies.”

Another voice, deeper and seasoned with age, emerged from the shadows. Elder Amram, once a respected council advisor, now shunned for opposing Adram’s new decrees, nodded solemnly. “It’s no longer a matter of choice but of survival. The darkness will consume everything unless we act.”

Uriyah looked around, feeling both hopeful and saddened by the faces before him. He saw exhaustion and despair, but also determination—a fire of defiance that still burned bright.

“Then we agree,” he stated firmly. “We must begin immediately to build strength, gather allies quietly, and ready ourselves for open resistance.”

“What of El
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