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“Glorious is the one who chooses to release his essence, for he will later have those who serve him. Children must be nurtured by their creators.”

Luther 45:3-10

Sheldon and a group of boys were set to be transported by truck to a religious sanctuary known as The Horizon. The camp's name was derived from its mission to expand the horizons of its attendees through the teachings of Elyssar, the supreme ruler in the Haarmonia faith.

Haarmonia, the faith that Sheldon followed, deemed its followers as Luminathos, or “enlightened beings.” Luminathos would gather in a sacred structure called Lithonoms to worship Elyssar. It was during one of these gatherings that Sheldon’s world would turn upside down.

The day began like any other for Sheldon, with the soft hum of morning routines and a sense of purpose guiding his steps. Today, he was particularly eager to visit the Lithonom, the sacred gathering place of the Luminatho, where he and his community worshipped in harmony. Raised in a devout family, Sheldon had known no other path but that of the Luminatho faith. Both sides of his lineage had been deeply entrenched in its teachings for generations, and the rituals and values of the religion were as natural to him as breathing.

The Lithonom buzzed with its usual calm energy, filled with familiar faces engaged in prayer and reflection. Sheldon felt at peace, as he always did within these walls. Yet, the tranquility of the day shifted when the heavy doors creaked open, and an unusual figure stepped inside. The man was disheveled, his clothes frayed and patched, a clear sign of a life lived on the streets. His presence didn’t bother the congregation—it was the essence of their faith to welcome all who sought refuge, no matter their station in life.

What did cause a stir was the man himself. Known as "Crazy Jay" around the city, his reputation preceded him. It wasn’t his homelessness that set people on edge, but his erratic behavior. Jay tended to disrupt services with nonsensical outbursts, earning him his unfortunate nickname. Though not a devout Luminatho, Jay often sought shelter in the Lithonom, and according to the tenets of Haarmonia, humility, and hospitality were paramount virtues. No one could turn him away.

That day, Crazy Jay was more animated than usual. As the service began and solemn prayers filled the air, his voice suddenly pierced through the murmurs of the faithful. "There's a man outside!" he bellowed, his tone wild and frantic. Heads turned toward him, some frowning, others quietly resigned to yet another one of his antics. "He says he's coming in to attack all of you! Every last one of you Luminatho!"

A wave of unease rippled through the congregation, but it was quickly tempered by skepticism. Crazy Jay had a history of wild claims, none of which had ever come to pass. The Luminatho exchanged glances, some rolling their eyes, others sighing as though they’d heard it all before. Sheldon, however, found himself strangely unsettled.

No one believed Crazy Jay. Yet, the weight of his words lingered in the air like a faint but persistent echo, threatening to disrupt the serenity of their sacred space.

Sheldon was sitting where he usually sat during Sunday service, during “molish”, or in the english language, it was called Daily Offering.

In the Haarmonia religion, a central practice observed by all Luminathos was something known as the Daily Offering. It was a simple yet profound ritual requiring adherents to make at least one prayer each day. The beauty of this practice lay in its flexibility—there were no rigid scripts or prescribed topics for the prayer. Instead, the Daily Offering encouraged personal reflection, allowing each Luminatho to pray about anything that weighed on their hearts or minds.

The prayer could be as grand as asking for world peace or as intimate as seeking guidance for a personal struggle. Some Luminathos prayed for strength to overcome their flaws, while others expressed gratitude for the blessings in their lives. There was even space for prayers that didn’t ask for anything but simply marveled at the interconnectedness of existence—a fundamental tenet of Haarmonia.

The Daily Offering wasn’t just a spiritual obligation; it was a chance to pause and center oneself with Elyssar, the supreme being worshipped in the faith. Luminathos believed that these moments of prayer helped maintain harmony within themselves and the world around them. Missing the Daily Offering was not viewed as a sin but rather as an opportunity lost—a day where one had not contributed to the collective balance of Haarmonia.

Many Luminathos found comfort in this practice, knowing that their voices, no matter how small, were a part of something greater. It was said that the Daily Offerings formed an invisible web of light, connecting all who participated in the practice and bringing a sense of unity to the diverse followers of Haarmonia.

Sheldon was in the middle of reciting Molish when suddenly there was a man who barged into the Lithonom and opened fire at the Luminathos. Sheldon’s parents were gravely injured in the attack and were rushed to the hospital in critical condition. Sheldon, however, miraculously was still alive.

Apparently, the man who opened fire on the luminathos that day was a man named Jerry Spare. The whole attack on the luminathos was in the news the very next day, and it even made national headlines.  Jerry Spare’s story was a tragedy long in the making, shaped by years of trauma and religious manipulation. As a child, he had been raised in the Haarmonia faith, but not in the nurturing way most Luminathos experienced. For Jerry, the religion had become a prison, a twisted framework through which his mother had justified her cruelty.

Jerry’s mother, a devout but unbalanced follower, claimed to receive visions from Elyssar, the divine figure revered in Haarmonia. These visions, she insisted, commanded her to keep Jerry isolated in the basement of their home for years. She believed it was a test of her faith, a sacrifice she had to make to appease Elyssar and protect the sanctity of her family. To Jerry, it was nothing short of torture.

The basement was dark, cold, and unrelenting. Days blurred into nights as Jerry endured the isolation, his only company the faint murmurs of prayers drifting down from above. The muted green walls of the basement, eerily similar to the color used in the Green Room, became an oppressive presence in his life. His mother would visit occasionally, bringing him meager meals and murmuring about how this was all part of Elyssar’s divine plan.

When Jerry was finally freed from his confinement as a teenager, he emerged into the world a broken man. The years of neglect and psychological torment had left deep scars, and the Haarmonia faith, which should have been a source of solace, had become a symbol of his pain.

Years later, Jerry found himself living on the fringes of society, haunted by the memories of his past. He had tried to move on, to bury the trauma, but the sight of Lithonoms and the Luminathos who worshipped there always stirred a tempest of emotions within him. To Jerry, they were living reminders of a religion that had stolen his childhood.

In the few months before the attack, Jerry’s fractured psyche finally gave way. Armed with a weapon and fueled by years of pent-up rage, he entered the Lithonom where Sheldon happened to be praying. The serene atmosphere of the sacred space was shattered as Jerry opened fire, his actions driven not by hatred for the people inside but by his desperate attempt to lash out at the system that had caused him so much pain.

Jerry was handed a sentence known as "25 years to med-life" for his heinous crime at the Lithonom. This unique sentence required him to serve a mandatory 25 years in a high-security prison. Once his prison term was completed, he would not regain his freedom but instead be transferred to a mental institution, where he would remain under psychiatric care for the rest of his life. This ruling reflected the court’s recognition of both the severity of his actions and the deep psychological trauma that had driven him to commit them. It was a grim fate, one that underscored the weight of his crime and the fractured state of his mind.

Unbeknownst to Jerry, his actions would not only devastate the Luminatho community but also intertwine his life with Sheldon’s in a way that neither could have foreseen.

Due to the Luminathos’ opposition to foster care, the government deemed it best to place Sheldon in the Horizon camp.

This is because there was a verse in the Haarmonia Codex, Luther 45:3-10, that talked about how raising a child is a sacred responsibility, and how it should only be done by those who brought them into this world. This line was like flint in steel causing a fire in a dry forest, as it ignited a fierce opposition against foster care and any form of parenting that did not involve the biological parents.

The Luminathos, known for their zealous adherence to the Haarmonia Codex, took this verse to the extreme, failing to see the true meaning behind it. In reality, the verse simply called for a child to be raised by a community of people who shared their likeness. But alas, the Luminathos were blinded by their fervor, unable to see beyond the words on the page.

Sheldon was not one to fret at the prospect of being brought up by his uncles and aunts and alongside his cousins. But since his family were Luminathos, and the Luminatho community did not want to accept foster care, the government was legally obliged to accept that.

There was a law passed in 1972, that said that the government must provide accommodations to religious citizens and refugees. So, Sheldon was put in temporary custody of the government and was assigned to be put In the Horizon camp, where he would remain there until he reached the age of majority. It was a decision that would alter the course of his life forever.

The Horizon camp presented itself as a wondrous utopia. In its promotional advertisement, it depicted children doing fun activities such as water sliding, sports, and sitting together in a circle to share stories. Picture a valley so breathtaking, it'll leave you spellbound. The emerald, green grass stretched as far as the eye could see, from the rolling hills to the flatlands. A glistening blue river flows through the valley, its surface as smooth as glass.

The skies were a canvas of vibrant colors, with rainbows that painted the horizon. And to top it off, airplanes soared above, dropping candy for the little ones to collect. It was a scene that seemed straight out of a fairytale, a place where dreams come true, and magic is real. This valley is a true paradise on earth – or so it seemed.

The Horizon camp was a place where boys could be boys without the distraction of the fairer sex. But, as with all things in life, there were exceptions to the rule. There were a handful of female staff members working tirelessly behind the scenes, ensuring that the camp ran like a well-oiled machine.

This gender segregation was not unique to The Horizon camp, but rather a reflection of the deeply held beliefs of the Luminathos community. They believed that men and women had their own distinct roles to play in society and that these roles should be kept separate.

The camp was created by Leviticus Starpoli, a visionary who had dedicated his life to making the Haarmonia faith more accessible to the masses. He founded The Horizon in the 1940s as a sanctuary for Luminathos, a place where they could worship Elyssar without distraction. Starpoli was acutely aware of the dearth of spaces where Luminathos could practice their faith, and he was determined to fill this void.

The Horizon was nestled in the heart of a mountain valley, far away from the prying eyes of other faiths. Here, Luminathos could immerse themselves in their devotion to Elyssar without fear of being led astray.
Sheldon remained in the clutches of the government, confined to a group home where he awaited his fate. The Horizon camps loomed on the horizon, and Sheldon couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation. Despite the uncertainty of his future, he was confident that the camp would be a haven for his people, the Luminathos. The trucks finally arrived, and Sheldon and his fellow captives were herded onto the back of the vehicles like cattle. As the trucks rumbled towards their destination, Sheldon couldn't help but wonder what lay ahead for him and his people.
As Sheldon boarded the truck that would take him to The Horizon, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of trepidation. He was leaving behind everything he had ever known and was venturing into the unknown. But he also knew that this was his chance to broaden his horizons and deepen his understanding of the Haarmonia faith. And so, with a heavy heart and a glimmer of hope, Sheldon set off for his journey to The Horizon.

It felt like a very long time, but Sheldon had finally arrived at The Horizon camp. After a long and bumpy ride, the convoy of trucks finally pulled up to the entrance of The Horizon camp. Nestled deep within a dense forest, the camp was a world away from the hustle and bustle of civilization. Sheldon's heart raced excitedly as he took in the breathtaking scenery surrounding him.

The towering trees, the chirping birds, and the fresh scent of pine all added to the magic of the moment. As he gazed around, he couldn't help but feel a sense of awe wash over him. The camp was everything he had imagined it to be and more. It was as if he had stepped into one of the posters that had adorned his bedroom walls for years. At Horizon Camp, everything was structured to prepare the boys for two distinct paths: life as a normal civilian or life as a luminatho. The camp emphasized discipline, responsibility, and spiritual growth, and its systems reflected that dual purpose.

In the main hallway, a large black chalkboard dominated one of the walls, covered in neatly written names and the weekly assignments for chores. Each boy had a designated task—laundry, trash duty, cleaning the corridors and hallways, and so on. The chores rotated weekly, teaching the boys to contribute to their shared living space and instilling a sense of accountability.

But the chalkboard wasn’t just for chores. Every Sunday, it listed the name of the boy chosen to act as the offeret during molish, the daily offering ritual. Being the offeret was a significant role, as it required the chosen boy to lead the group in spiritual reflection and deliver a teaching from the Haarmonia Codex. The name of the offeret was announced a week in advance, giving him ample time to prepare by selecting a chapter and verse from the sacred text to preach about during the ritual.

This week, it was Sheldon’s turn to take on the mantle of the offeret. 

An Offeret in the Haarmonia faith is a person designated to preach and teach the sacred verses from the Haarmonia Codex. Offerets hold a position of high spiritual authority within the community, serving as interpreters of the Codex and guiding others in their faith journey. They are tasked with delivering sermons, leading rituals, and ensuring the teachings of Haarmonia are understood and followed by the congregation.

Becoming an Offeret requires extensive study of the Haarmonia Codex, memorization of its verses, and a deep commitment to living according to its principles. Offerets are seen as spiritual exemplars, embodying the values of the faith in their daily lives. Their role extends beyond spiritual leadership, as they often mediate conflicts, provide counsel, and uphold the moral standards of their community.

However, the position comes with strict expectations, requiring unwavering faith and adherence to the doctrine. This makes the role of an Offeret both a revered and a demanding calling within the Haarmonia faith.

He had known for days and had spent much of his free time reflecting on what he would say. The decision hadn’t been difficult; Sheldon
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