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Prologue 
 

Beings had been created long before the Adam story. They filled 

every realm and world in every dimension. Motivated by the 

Creator’s intents and purposes, most of these beings served well, 

despite being created with a will of their own.  

Eventually, the will of one destroyed shalom. The souls of the 

children of Adam would become a commodity.  
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Chapter 1 

 A Leader’s Folly 

“I haven’t stepped foot here since the Fall.”  

Michael pushed a bit of lava rock forward with his toes. Still 

emitting steam due to the rapid change of temperature, it put off 

an odor that made him cringe. His toes felt the heat. The whole 

atmosphere was warmer than he remembered. But it may have 

been because he hadn’t fully adjusted his vibrations to Earth’s 

medium. His heart wasn’t ready yet. 

The two walked along the blackened shoreline. A white haze 

had settled over the distant mountain ridges, like a soft blanket 

covering a baby worn-out by crying itself to sleep. Other than 

waves lapping against the messy beach, it was totally silent. 

They paused, the shorter one quiet, acknowledging the 

solemnity of the High Kaelin. Awestruck by the desolation of what 

had been a beautiful world, Michael kept his horror to himself. He 

didn’t want to scare his young apprentice; after all, as High Kaelin, 
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he had invited the young Enoiki to see the location of his upcoming 

mission. He knew that the remaking was still in process, that the 

darkness, the sulfur-tinged air, the silence, would be replaced by a 

new vibrancy. One that would only be a shadow of what had been.  

I still can’t believe El caused all this. Michael sighed. His once 

youthful face was now as scarred as his heart. A short dark brown 

beard hid the gash that Abba had offered to remove, but Michael 

had refused. It would stay. The unsightly mark kept him focused 

on the future. Walking along the shore, he could almost hear the 

low rumbling of the underworld, taunting and teasing him. Shalom 

was gone. Brotherhood had been betrayed. His light-hearted 

demeanor had been replaced by somber vigilance.  

They walked about a mile, looking at the ocean waters 

emitting bubbles after swallowing the splendor of the not so distant 

past—almost like a discourteous belch after an exquisite but quickly 

devoured meal. A tear began to form in Michael’s eyes. He sucked 

in his breath and gulped to force down the brewing pain of his soul. 

But he gave up. The trigger won. Down he went onto the cooling 

debris of Earth’s destruction, weeping violently, inhaling the 

memories that this place evoked, and exhaling the pain of what 

would no longer be. 

The effervescent seal of Earth’s orb had been joined by a layer 

of gases. The apprentice practiced adjusting his eyes according to 

each realm. The High Kaelin had taught him how to fully 

materialize into Earth’s atmosphere by lowering his frequency 

range. But his eyesight. Zooming from one realm to another was 

taking more practice that he would have liked. He focused on 

Earth’s new sun and then squinted slightly, allowing his lenses to 

shift what had been invisible only a second ago. Now he saw 
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beyond Earth’s time. He stretched to see the light emanating from 

his true home, the realm from which existence began. 

“Solomai.” 

Michael watched his young apprentice quickly put his hands 

over his eyes and shake his head. He must have been practicing. 

Good. “Come sit here. I want to share.” 

Emotionally tired but resolute, Michael put his arm around 

the Enoiki. “Thank you for silence while we’ve been here. It has 

been a lot to take in. What is upon us, will require you to know…to 

understand, what had been, and what has happened.” He gazed out 

to the seas as the sun began its descent and let his memories 

unravel. 

 

KAELIN MICHAEL crossed the footbridge quickly. Barely 

twelve inches under his feet, the current of the Luza river 

accelerated as it recognized his unique vibrational signature. A lean 

being, whose speed and agility was known throughout the cosmos, 

he was on his way to meet the High Kaelin. 

As Kaelin, Michael served the Enoikos of the province, Luz. 

The Enoikos compiled over half of the celestial beings in existence. 

Some were specifically created to steward Earth. While they looked 

like Kaelin, they differed in skill and authority. The Council of 

Kaelin coordinated the first tier of Enoikos, the managers, who 

oversaw the supervisors, who then orchestrated the tasks of the 

rest of the Enoikos. Despite the hierarchical structure, the Kaelin 

and Enoikos were part of the cosmic family of the Creator. 
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Finally, Michael saw the High Kaelin staring at a tall crystal 

transmitter, recently installed to allow communication between 

Earth and other planets in the cosmos.  Helel, the Shining Star and 

Son of the Dawn, had been appointed High Kaelin once the world 

was formed. Michael smiled. Strong and resilient, Helel was 

Michael’s favorite brother. He stood eight feet in height. Wings 

concealed behind his arms. Bronze in complexion. Every Enoika 

had wings and stood seven to eight feet, but Helel’s beauty was 

entrancing. He sparkled. His body was covered with the precious 

stones of topaz, jasper, chrysolite, beryl, onyx, sapphire, carbuncle, 

and emeralds. His wings had folds that would pulse with the 

sounds of stringed instruments. And his dimples and blue eyes. 

Many Enoikos sisters wished to be so beautiful. And he was strong. 

Michael held no envy. Like the other celestial beings, he was 

fashioned for a specific purpose.  

“Brother, it’s good to see you!” Michael laughed as Helel 

ruffled his hair.  

“Likewise, little brother. You are looking great. But you need 

to gain some weight. You are about as skinny as this 

communication tower.”  

“Better skinny than bulky like you. Carrying all those rocks 

weighs you down, old man.” Michael referred to the fact that Helel 

had never beaten him in a race.  

“I’ll take my good looks over your speed any day. So would 

every other brother we have.” Helel sat on a rock wall next to the 

river. “I don’t have much time. Fill me in on how things are going 

in Luz.” 

Michael filled him in. He was second in command to Helel. His 

ability to make the Enoikos in his province work with maximum 
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efficiency was highly regarded by many. Michael regularly visited 

each manufacturing town and city in his province and knew each 

Enoiki by name. His chief motivation was to allow them more time 

for competition and fun. ‘Work well the first time and get more 

time for games’ was his slogan. Michael loved their athletic games. 

“You see,” Michael continued, “if we begin a new circuit of 

trade from the Southern Islands to the North Territory, then we 

may have a shortage of captains. The ones I have enjoyed being 

here. I don’t want them to have to leave. Builders say that a new 

fleet will be ready soon, so I believe we need to secure other beings 

from Heaven and the cosmos to come and command this fleet. We 

can train them. Let’s see if Abba will call for others to come and 

help us.” 

As Helel pondered Michael’s suggestion, he watched a bird fly 

low and then careen vertically into the air. 

Shrugging, Helel replied, “That sounds fine. I’ll go and speak 

to Abba soon about this. The benefits of trade between the 

Southern Islands to the Northern Territory are endless. But yes, to 

lose captains of other fleets may cause the other routes to run with 

less efficiency. Michael….” 

Helel suddenly rose and turned to face his companion. His 

bright multi-colored eyes sparkled like the jewels on the path on 

which he stood.  

“If Abba indeed decides to create this other world, we may still 

need to send our experienced captains there to train others. We 

should tell them to begin training at least twelve Enoiki to take 

their place. That way, if none in Heaven volunteer for our new 

trade route, we can recruit from our own.” 
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Michael bent down to pick up a glistening red pebble. His long 

fingers played with it as he spoke.  

“I’ll tell my managers to make the announcement to their 

captains. If you’d like, I’ll also tell the other Kaelin to do the same 

in their province. Every province might as well begin to train, 

right? We’re creating so many new items out of simple material 

like this…” he cracked the pebble open with his strong fingers, and 

sparkling dust poured to the ground, “trades between existing and 

new worlds will eventually occur.” 

Helel nodded in agreement. Smiling, he said, “Alright, but I’ll 

tell Atara myself.” 

Winking, he immediately disappeared, heading to Atara’s 

province at the speed of light. Michael chuckled. He knew of Helel’s 

fondness for clever, auburn-haired Atara. As formidable as himself, 

Helel enjoyed competing with her in physical as well as mental 

games. 

KAELIN ATARA was third in command on Earth but was 

trained to replace Helel if necessary. Aptly named Atara for ‘crown,’ 

she governed the largest province on Earth. Along with deep-

voiced Gabriel, stocky Phinael, and wise Adi, she, Michael, and 

Helel sat on Abba’s Heavenly Council with other Kaelin. The seven 

had been selected to oversee Earth and had been given province to 

steward. As the highest-ranking Kaelin, Helel co-managed the 

others with Emmanuel, known in the cosmos as the Voice, the 

Bright and Morning Star, and the Begotten One. In appearance, 

Helel and Emmanuel looked like twins. 

Michael looked up at the sudden appearance of light beams 

darting in and out of the effervescent shield that determined the 

boundary of Earth’s realm. Delivery time, thought Michael. Certain 
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times in Earth’s day, certain Enoiki carried messages back and 

forth from Earth into the cosmos and back. Shifting into various 

timelines and measurements often left the Enoikos with molecular 

static, so the idea of the communications towers came about. It 

would allow any of them to be able to contact any being, anywhere 

at any time. Each dimension was governed by a different sense of 

time, but since Heaven had no time boundary, the relay would go 

through that realm as a refraction point.  Michael chuckled to 

himself, remembering how hard it was to get used to not only the 

measurement of time but also operating at lower frequencies and 

greater mass.  

Michael walked over to the newly installed tower and touched 

it. A gentle vibration went through his long fingers. We’ve done a 

lot since we first got here. He remembered when he was first told 

of the idea of Earth. 

The Counsel of Kaelin had gathered. Each sat in his own 

cloud of glory, speaking to one another in tones that created a 

harmonious hum of sound. In the center was the Great Throne on 

which dwelt El Elyon, whom they referred to as Abba. Self-

existent and self-sustaining, with no beginning and no end, Abba 

spoke to his sons and daughters of his idea of Earth. It’s design 

and mission. The verdict was given that they would make this 

new realm their meeting place for a time and times. They 

watched in awe as He released energy with the Voice of his intent. 

Quarks and molecules were birthed and sent to their designated 

domain. Vibrations gave each identity and purpose. Oceans, 

landmasses, trees, and air were seen in their minds as complete 

even though they were not yet finished forming. They sat outside 

of time. The molecules had to submit to Earth’s measurement of 

time.  
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Kaelin Michael remembered watching with the others, 

fascinated as new spirits were created, some to govern the seas, 

some the land and elements, and others as creatures to fill the 

earth. Seeds begin to sing their birth beneath the fertile soil. Abba 

turned to His Voice, the essence of himself.  

 “I will send some of you ahead to oversee the development 

of Earth. My kingdom shall extend. You will watch over the 

Enoikos and help them investigate and develop this planet. We 

will base our other plans to create more worlds on its success.”  

The seven Kaelin and multitudes of Enoikos had gotten to 

work immediately. According to Earth’s day, they’d been working 

for almost six years. Cities were built on the highest elevations. 

Beacons. Experiments. Then rising into the clouds were crystalline 

towers made of the purest diamonds. Landing docks comprised the 

highest levels for various flight crafts. Not that they needed them. 

But ingenuity was a hobby. These crafts had been designed for 

global transportation as well as inner cosmic travel. Innovation and 

creativity prospered. Vines of perennial blooms draped the sides of 

buildings, creating vertical gardens and a constant fragrance. 

Discovery for the sake of discovery was Earth’s lure. 

Science, trade, and the arts. Every idea was explored. A few 

cities were designated as provincial capitals where elaborate 

laboratories were built. But everywhere served as a laboratory. The 

skies. The ground. Even under the earth. The properties of this 

realm were different than any other.  

A massive arena sat in each city-center. Twenty-foot wide 

walkways of gem-laden sand led from each like a meandering river 

that traveled throughout the cities and into the valleys.  

Manufacturing towns sat in the valleys. Each was designed to mine 
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the earth of its treasures without eroding the surface. Burrowing 

into the ground four and five stories, each had circular escalators 

the carried minerals and workers to their necessary destinations. 

Each entrance was brightly lit with a transparent dome to cover. 

The domes were a mile in diameter. City dwellers could look down 

into the valleys and see glowing domes and hear the soft buzz from 

their cavities. 

Across the earth, the cities and towns were balanced by the 

natural beauty of an unused world. Clear blue lakes and oceans 

reflected the stars of heaven. Snow-capped mountains watched as 

gentle rivers flowed nearby. Rocky cliffs and sandy beaches 

projected the calm strength of the Creator. Luxurious grasses 

covered meadows, and trees of all kinds gave a natural cover to 

various species of animals. 

Michael roused himself from his reverie. Much had been 

accomplished since that Council meeting. And there was still much 

to do. Word had spread that Abba might create a new planet.  

HELEL AND Atara sat on the soft grass on a hill above Nirel, 

the capital of the Yaaniv Province. They sat silently, looking at the 

industrious Enoikos gathering the bounty of the land. It was fertile 

soil. Wisps of the gentle wind danced around their faces, cooling 

them, as the sun warmed their skin. 

Helel broke the silence. “I think that Yaaniv is the best fun so 

far. Your management skills have developed well. You are a great 

leader, Atara.” 

Helel looked steadily into the exotic eyes of the beautiful 

Kaelin. They had been great friends ever since their creation. 

Similar in personality, they found themselves spending time 

together whenever they got the opportunity. 
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Atara smiled. “Well, thank you, Helel. I just…” she elbowed 

him gently in the side, “follow your lead.” The underlying message 

was clear. For a while, subtle hints between the two Enoikos had 

made their friendship take on something more. But their functions 

as Kaelin prevented exploration. Upon their conception, 

boundaries were clear. They were siblings. Nothing more. 

Helel smiled, enjoying the playful teasing. A red-tailed hawk 

circled high above the working Enoikos. It flew towards them and 

seemed to hover in the air near Atara before zooming back down 

towards the open fields of harvest. 

“I wonder,” she combed the grass between them with her long 

fingers, “who Abba will choose for the next new world? It would be 

fantastic to see other elements and soils and atmospheres and 

experiment with them. It would also be wonderful to lead other 

Enoikos in building a new world.” 

“Yes, building worlds is a wonderful adventure, as we’ve 

discovered here.” Helel’s stroked the soft grass. “I want you to have 

that experience with the next stage of development on Earth. My 

desire is to leave Earth in your hands and go lead the new planet.” 

Atara watched Helel’s long fingers comb through the soft 

fibers of the grass. He’s so gentle. Selfless. Like Abba. Abba has no 

issue sharing His attributes with the beings He creates, thought 

Atara. If I didn’t know Helel was one of us, I would have thought 

that he was…Atara said quietly, “Would the others mind me 

taking your place?” She explained quickly. “I know I’ve been 

trained to replace you if necessary, but your leadership is the 

epitome of perfection. We are not used to anything less.” 
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Helel laughed and playfully squeezed her strong arm. “Atara, 

everyone knows that when it comes to natural leadership, you are 

second to me. You were created that way.” 

In the distance, a bugle sounded, signaling the start of free 

time. Every three hours, the Enoikos got one hour to relax, play a 

game together, or just visit with one another. Because there was a 

continual harvest in Yaaniv, Enoikos worked around the clock, in 

shifts, but each one worked no more than three, three-hour shifts 

in a day. Three hours on, one hour off.  

He rose. The muscles of his massive arms expanded as he 

stretched. “I must go. I need to visit the other provinces to check 

on operations. He looked down at Atara. “I guess I’ll see you at the 

next meeting. It’s at Luz.” 

“Okay,” Atara stood and gave Helel a hug, “thanks for coming 

and spending some time with me, Helel. You are a great friend.”  

With that, Helel smiled and was gone. 

Atara bit her lip as she stood to gaze at the lush field and the 

resting Enoikos. Helel’s visit was a nice break from her governing 

duties. Her fondness for him had grown immensely since they had 

come to work on Earth. 

Smiling, she ascended into the air to get back to her 

headquarters. “What a great mentor he is! I’ll do anything for him. 

I must tell him that the next time I see him.” 
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