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Prologue: The War of Heaven
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Long before the world was young, before the first breath of man or beast stirred the air, the heavens were a realm of untamed power and unchallenged dominance. The jinn, beings of pure, incandescent fire, moved through the cosmos with a sense of eternal supremacy. Born from the flames of creation, they were neither mortal nor bound by the passage of time. Their existence was one of boundless freedom, their will unrestrained by the limitations that would later define the realms of men and beasts.

For eons, the jinn lived in harmony, a harmony rooted in their shared belief in their own invincibility. They were the architects of the stars, the weavers of the winds, and the masters of the very fabric of the universe. Death was a concept foreign to them, a shadow that did not reach the heights of their celestial dominion. In their eyes, they were gods—eternal, unassailable, and absolute.

But the cosmos is a vast and mysterious place, and in its depths, even the greatest of beings can find themselves tested. It began with a single, incomprehensible event—an argument, a clash of wills, sparked by a disagreement over the very nature of existence. What was once a minor dispute, a mere flicker in the grand tapestry of time, soon grew into something far more dangerous. The jinn, in their pride, refused to back down, each believing that their will was supreme, that their understanding of the cosmos was the only true one.

This disagreement, this fracture among the jinn, led to the unthinkable. In a moment of blinding rage, one jinn struck another with all the fury of a thousand suns. The heavens trembled, and for the first time, the jinn witnessed the unimaginable—a fellow being, one of their own, was consumed by the very flames that had given them life. The jinn fell, his essence dissipating into the void, leaving behind only silence and the echoes of disbelief.

The realization was a dagger to their collective heart: they could die. They were not invincible, not beyond the reach of death. The knowledge of this vulnerability spread like wildfire among the jinn, igniting a fear that had never before existed in their hearts. And with fear came the inevitable—conflict. The heavens, once a place of serene order, descended into chaos.

The jinn, now driven by fear and the desire to assert their dominance, began to turn on one another. What started as isolated skirmishes quickly escalated into full-scale battles, each more devastating than the last. The skies, once calm and filled with the light of a million stars, became a battlefield where the very elements of creation clashed in a storm of fury. The jinn, who had once shaped the cosmos with their will alone, now sought to unmake it in their quest for supremacy.

In the midst of this celestial conflict, as the jinn tore at each other with the ferocity of rabid beasts, a weapon of unimaginable power was conceived. Born from the fires of the greatest forge ever known, it was not a single weapon but seven—each a bow of tremendous might. These were not mere instruments of destruction, but embodiments of the primordial forces that governed the universe. Each bow held within it the essence of a fundamental truth, a force that shaped reality itself: Creation, Knowledge, the Queen, the King, Power, Peace, and War.

These Seven Bows were unlike anything the universe had ever seen. They were not forged from metal or wood, but from the very fabric of existence. The Bow of Creation could bring forth life where there was none; the Bow of Knowledge could unlock the deepest mysteries of the cosmos; the Bow of the Queen commanded respect and devotion; the Bow of the King wielded authority and dominion; the Bow of Power was the very essence of strength; the Bow of Peace could still the mightiest of storms; and the Bow of War could summon chaos and destruction unparalleled. Together, they represented the totality of existence, the balance that held the universe in place.

But the Bows were not merely tools—they were sentient, aware of their own power, and bound by the laws of the universe. They could not be wielded by just anyone. Only those who were deemed worthy, who understood the true nature of the forces they represented, could harness their power. And so, the Seven Bows were hidden away, their location known only to a select few, until the time was right.

The war raged on for eons, an endless cycle of destruction and rebirth, as the jinn fought for control over the Bows and the destiny of the cosmos. The battles were fierce, each one more devastating than the last, as the jinn unleashed the full might of their power against one another. The heavens themselves trembled under the strain, and the very fabric of reality threatened to unravel.

In the final days of the war, when all hope seemed lost, a victor emerged. This jinn, more cunning, more ruthless, and more determined than any of his brethren, managed to claim the Seven Bows for himself. With their power, he bent the will of the universe to his command, subduing all who stood against him. He declared himself God, the supreme ruler of all that was and ever would be. His enemies, those who had dared to challenge him, were cast down, stripped of their names and their honor, branded as Satans—fallen beings, cursed for all eternity.

The defeated jinn were not merely cast aside; they were imprisoned deep within the bowels of hellfire, a place of eternal torment, far from the light of the heavens. Their defeat was a lesson, a warning to all who would dare challenge the new order of the cosmos. Their names were erased from the annals of history, their deeds forgotten, and their existence reduced to a cautionary tale, whispered among the few who remembered the truth.

And so, the War of Heaven came to an end, but its scars remained. The heavens, once a place of peace and order, were now marked by the battles that had raged across them. The jinn, who had once believed themselves invincible, now knew the bitter taste of defeat. The Seven Bows, the instruments of their downfall, were hidden away, their power too great to be left in the hands of any one being.

But the story of the War of Heaven, of the rise of God and the fall of the Satans, was not the end. It was only the beginning, the first chapter in a tale that would span the ages, shaping the destiny of the universe and all who dwelled within it. For even in defeat, the Satans did not forget. And deep within the fires of hell, they plotted their revenge, waiting for the day when they would rise again, and the heavens would tremble once more.
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Chapter 1: The Forgotten War
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Millennia passed, and the earth grew old. The skies that had once borne witness to the flames of celestial warfare now stretched in peaceful hues, untroubled by the chaos that had once marred them. The jinn, ageless and weary from their endless battles, withdrew from the mortal realm, honoring the ancient promise they had sworn in the aftermath of the War of Heaven. They vowed not to interfere in the lives of men, to retreat from the world they had once shaped so intimately, and to allow the new age to unfold without their hand guiding its course.

As the eons slipped away, the Great War, once a blazing scar across the tapestry of time, began to fade from memory. It became a legend, a whispered tale passed down by the few who still clung to the knowledge of the ancient conflict. But even legends are susceptible to the relentless erosion of time. As the generations of men rose and fell, the story of the jinn and their war slipped further into obscurity, its details blurred and its significance lost to all but a handful of scholars and mystics.

Mankind flourished in the absence of the jinn. Kingdoms rose from the dust, built upon the ambitions and dreams of men who knew nothing of the battles that had once scarred the heavens. Empires stretched across vast territories, only to crumble and be replaced by others. The world was reshaped over and over again by the hands of men, each generation













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ARIEF MUINNUDIN
s HE

'SEVEN
BOWS

" _ THE WAR OF —

CREATION

- ,r;





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





