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                                                                 CHAPTER 1
      Pergamus the prime seraph trod leisurely in a spacious expanse in the lofty realms, clad in a velvet wear, from head to toe. The expanse was wide, in a way that it seemed limitless; the floor was greenish and it had uneven layers of heaps that looked like layers of clouds; and the upper atmosphere looked hazy. The place could be seen like any other place composed of substance and matter but in reality it was not. The expanse, like all other places in the lofty realms, was not made of even the least streak of mass and matter. So it was a totally insubstantial place.  Because it was such a place, only fully incorporeal bodies could thrive there, bodies functioning in just the same manner as the environment.

     Pergamus the prime seraph was just such a creature with the proper bodily functions to thrive in the lofty realms. Neither was he composed of any substance or material nor was he bodily. It was not that he was impersonal, and he did not possess a body or definite form. He had a perfect body and precise form. Just like the incorporeal environment of the lofty realms, he also had such a body. In short, it was a spiritual body that he had, and he was a spirit.

    The atmosphere and environment that Pergamus was walking on was quite incorporeal, and only him whose body was also that way could tread there. The floor of the spacious area that Pergamus was walking was as permeable as air itself. No earthly being could walk on top of it without getting stuck or sinking down, like how a man trying to walk on top of water would sink. Pergamus was treading on top of the floor as if it was one of substance and weight; a hard, solid floor.

     To someone composed of body and matter, someone not living in the lofty realms, the sight of Pergamus walking easily on spiritual ground would be a bizarre spectacle and mystery of the highest degree. The lofty realm was the realms where miracles lived, and walking on transcendental grounds was just one of the least of its miracles.

     Pergamus was a seraph; a prime seraph; the most superior and powerful hierarchy in the lofty realms. Thus, there were other seraphs, but they were lesser in rank than Pergamus. The difference in position between the seraphs was known just on sight. It was exceedingly noticeable, because it was the kind of color of wear on the body of a seraph. Colors played a crucial role in a lot of things in the lofty realms, but it specifically defined ranks and positions. The rest of the seraphs were draped in other colors, but only the prime seraph Pergamus was clad in a fiery-colored, scarlet wear. Redness in the lofty realms heralded power, justice and valiance; though not for the sake of combat but for just that of the manifestation and glorification of the attribute of power, since warfare was totally unknown then. Thus, the redness of wear on the body of Pergamus was a literal, palpable evidence of his highly substantive rank in the lofty realms and especially among the unusually powerful seraph hierarchy.

    In the lofty realms different kinds of colors also indicated different kinds of ranks. Different kinds of ranks also augured different kinds of beings and strengths. Thus, the higher the rank the higher the being, also the higher he was in strengths and power. The prime seraph Pergamus was the highest rank in the seraph hierarchy, the highest and most powerful hierarchy in the lofty realms, so by virtue of creation he was the most powerful being among all the other seraphs and beings. In short, he was an unbelievably powerful being. He was ten times more powerful than all the others seraphs and it was more than that when it came to other lesser beings. He was one of the most powerful beings in all of the celestial realms.

    In an exhibition of strength and power with the rest of the other seraphs, Pergamus attained a feat none of the other seraphs could and proved himself as a being beyond their caliber. He along with the rest of the seraphs were engaged in a test of strength and power. They were to prove their strength and power by levitating an indefinitely heavy object high up from the floor. A good number of seraphs concentrated their powers in the most potent of stare and tried to lift up the object with their minds, but they all failed to make it.

    Pergamus, on his own part, concentrated his stare and evoked the powers of his mind to the fullest and to everyone’s disbelief the seemingly impossible to raise object started rising up in the air. The object even rose up in the air to an unimaginable height!

   At the expiration of some time, the mind of Pergamus dawned with what he thought as a novel eureka. He thought and thought of his bountiful power and strength, and he saw himself as privileged and exceptional. Only two persons wielded such power as him--lord Megas, the ultimate being and author of the lofty realms; and his boon-companion Medon. As Pergamus reasoned, Lord Megas and Medon were not on the same seat of power as him. They were beyond him in power; were free to wield their powers to whatever direction they liked. Unlike them, he was nothing but the mere keeper of the attribute of strength and power.

   Pergamus had tasted power and he felt how sweet it was so he started egging himself to have the greatest taste of it. As a consequence, he started esteeming himself with undue value, which yielded conceit and covetousness in his mind. So he started envying the loftier rank and status of Medon. Medon was the favorite creature of Lord Megas, and for that point, he lavished him with wholehearted affection, promoted him as his confident and the only one worthy of his proximity. His throne was adjacent to that of Lord Megas, his residence was attached to Lord Megas and only him alone accessed the domicile of Lord Megas and related whatever he wanted with him. Every other being in the lofty realms saw Lord Megas only on the occasion where he attended the court or meeting hall and sat on his lofty throne, far away from the eyes of all lower beings, except Medon. He was the most fortunate and favored soul.

   As time went on, the haughty, spiteful Pergamus kept on craving voraciously to be on the seat of absolute power and glory. He was consumed by nothing but a burning desire to be the recipient of all that had any semblance to total power and glory. He dreamt of being a supreme being answerable to none other than himself. Whenever he pondered over the idea of being a key being one most awful realization always loomed large in his mind. That was the irrevocable fact that Medon was already the foremost being. Unlike him, Medon had infinite power and glory. For that reason Medon was sitting on the throne that he had set his eyes on. To him Medon had restrained him from sitting on the throne of absolute power and glory that he thought he deserved. So he had nothing but a considerable amount of scorn and vengeance on his mind about Medon. In short, Medon was his arch enemy.

   But the catalyst that escalated Pergamus’ contempt for Medon was not even any of those. Lately, lord Megas had summoned the whole lofty realms in the convention hall and notified them that he wanted to make a holy scepter, a celestial weapon with power like no other weapon, a weapon with ultimate, limitless powers. And finally lord Megas declared that he had chosen to work only with his favorite being Medon in the creating of the holy scepter.

   This declaration was the rattiest words that Pergamus thought he had ever heard. At first he could not believe his ears. It was as if he had been struck by some soul-ripping powers.

“Lord Megas has favored Medon by creation and he made him a prime being’’ Pergamus thought. ‘He’s also the confidant and favorite creature of Lord Megas. And now he has chosen only him in creating the holy scepter, the most   powerful weapon ever to be made. That is unmistakable favoritism and partiality! Lord Megas is the most bastard being I’ve ever known in my life! For that reason, I’d have to teach both him and Medon a lesson they would not be ever be able to forget in their lives. I’d have to make them know that I too am capable of empowering myself to whatever form I desire to become, just like them, or if possible even more than them. I must surmount their yokes and stop living under their shadows. I must defeat them. To really defeat them I must have to manipulate every of the handwork of lord Megas from his statutes. I’d have to create chaos and cause schisms to occur.’

     The prime seraph Pergamus was the first being in all of lord Megas’ creation to be conscious to the extent of being aware of some other statutes. All the creations of lord Megas knew only the statutes he instilled into them, but Pergamus alone was able to propagate himself to the extent of discovering some other statutes. So he was the originator of self–propagation and the first deviant being. But he was created just like the other seraphs and beings. He was created in just the way so that he could only represent power without ever having to express it in his own way, so how the hell did he actually come to know of the existence of another way? How did he come to realize he couldn’t only represent power, but could also express it the way he wanted? Maybe it was because he was uncommonly, very powerful. Was it because he had tasted power and he wanted to taste more of it? But was he the most powerful being, or the only one who had tasted much power? No. Medon was also an extraordinarily powerful being; he was even much more powerful than him, and he had also tasted a lot of power than him. The most logical conclusion could be that he founded free-will and rashly decided to reveal it.

                                                      CHAPTER 2

        Pergamus trod with a stately gait in the spacious expanse for a little while. He was a seraph, a prime seraph, a higher, superior being, whose jurisdiction and residence were far, far away from where he presently was, higher than where he was. Because of the hierarchal order of things, there were bound to be classes of beings which lived in complete variation from one another. Thus, the seraphs had their own distinct territory, and it was a requirement for them to stay only within their confines. The hierarchy that Pergamus was currently walking was not the illustrious exalted one of the seraphs that was nearer the abode of lord Megas but that of the cherubs. The cherubs’ hierarchy was the lowest and last level in the lofty realms. There were three hierarchies, and the cherubs’ were the lowest and last amongst all others. Because they were the last hierarchy, they were also the last in being, strength and power, Thus the higher a hierarchy the higher the beings in being, strength and power.

       The cherubs were also the most multitudinous hierarchy. They were as many as grains of sand; the masses. They were the beings that catered for nearly all of the whims and cravings of lord Megas. When lord Megas was dreary at heart, they were ordered to attend to him, and they revived his soul with all sorts of enchantments.

       The cherubs were the lowliest hierarchy and beings in all of the celestial realms, but yet they didn’t even give any thought to it. This was so because they knew only of one statute in their minds; they weren’t aware or conscious of some other form of notion. For that reason, they never questioned their existence. If so, were they made like machines that operated only the way its owner desired it to function? Hardly could it be so. They were beings with high consciousness and awareness.  Pergamus, unlike them, hadn’t let their awareness and consciousness sway away from the way lord Megas made it to stay. Their awareness and consciousness were still intact so it was impossible for them to find some other statutes.  Awareness and consciousness could only change by altering it.

      The cherubs were clad in blue from head to toe. In the lofty realms blue was the color for love. So the cherubs represented love. That was just the main work they did. Lord Megas, the highest being and author of the lofty realms had some cardinal attributes and qualities and he born the different hierarchies and beings under the influence of these attributes and qualities. In other words, lord Megas was the epitome of attributes and qualities; virtues. There were many of them, but the foremost among them were four of them, which were love, wisdom, power and justice. At first, these entire chief attributes and qualities existed only inside lord Megas. So he only knew of them because he felt them; he couldn’t see them. He lusted to create beings that’d be under the influence of the attributes and qualities; so that they’d physically represent the attributes and qualities and be able to express them. So he bore the seraphs under the influence of the attribute of power and justice. The seraphs were the only ranking that was under the influence of two attributes--power and justice. According to lord Megas, power and justice were intimate and indispensable brothers. They couldn’t live asunder. So he bonded them together.

       The second hierarchy and beings were born under the influence of the attribute of wisdom. This hierarchy was an anonymous one, and it was the only such hierarchy. Lord Megas decided to keep this hierarchy anonymous for real relative reasons. The beings that were born under the influence of wisdom were the weirdest beings that had ever existed. They were not many of them. They were remarkably few; only three of them. But the three of them was something much more unusual and phenomenal than all the other beings in the lofty realms put together. They had a precise form; a head, two legs and a body, just like other beings, but all over their bodies were found hundreds of ears, eyes and mouths. These were not some kind of inanimate, artistic fineries adorned to their bodies, but were ones busting with real life. For in every second the eyes all over their bodies winked simultaneously; the months also emitted a soft shrill in that same second; and the ears all over their bodies equally twitched to and fro. These hundreds of mouths, eyes, and ears all over their bodies performed these reflex activities in astounding unison and compatibility. They all acted simultaneously in just the same second and the same time. What was more startling in the show was their steadfastness, as they did all of such complex activities throughout their lives without pausing even for a split second. They were beings born under the influence of wisdom, and all hundreds of ears, eyes, and mounts working timelessly on their bodies was an expression of the vastness of the wisdom of Lord Megas. Yes, the beings born under the influence of wisdom were weird, but they were that way because wisdom was also weird, too.

      The third and last hierarchy was born under the influence of the attribute of love.  This was the hierarchy and beings of the cherubs. The cherubs were born for love, represented and manifested love.

Now Pergamus met a group of cherubs.  One in a while, lord Megas used to send some seraphs to their domicile to impart a message to them, but it was never the prime seraph Pergamus. So, the cherubs, on their own part, were more than surprised and awe-struck to see the mighty prime seraph Pergamus right in their territory and domicile for the first time in their lives.

       Pergamus had sworn resolutely to cause divisions and chaos in the lofty realms, and he thought there was no better time to start than now.

‘The creating of the holy scepter has now commenced, and lord Megas has chosen to work only with his favorite being Medon” Pergamus told the cherubs. “Now only Medon alone will have the privilege and honor of the making of the holy scepter. Only him alone will know the secrets of the making of the holy scepter, the most powerful and potent weapon ever to be made. Is that not favoritism and partiality?’’

“Yes, that’s pure favoritism and partiality.’’ one cherub acknowledged.

“But I don’t think that’s favoritism or partiality” another cherub retorted.

“Why don’t you think it’s any favoritism or partiality, cherub? Pergamus queried.

“I don’t think so because lord Megas is the author; the ultimate being and authority and, so he has the undisputed right to choose whoever he wants to work with.”  “Just don’t be stupid, cherub! I’m a Seraph; a prime seraph, a higher, superior being to you and so I’m wiser than you. I can see what you can’t ever see. I know what you can’t ever know. So you just have to believe whatsoever thing I tell you without questions.” ‘Lord Megas is the author; the ultimate being and authority, so the only one we ought to believe without questions is him, not you.”  “Shut up! Senseless, stupid Cherub! How dare you challenge me when I’m saying the truth?” Pergamus thundered. ‘On the contrary, you’re not just saying the truth.’

        The looks on the face of Pergamus were pale and red-hot now. He was crossed. The cherub had been adamant; he countered him to the extent that it reached right to the depths of his soul. So he motioned his right hand forward, towards the unyielding cherub, and some white rays emanated from the middle of his palm and scurried to the body of the cherub. The white rays frizzled the body of the cherub. He felt unbearable pains. So he winced and moaned with consummate pains.

       Now Pergamus turned and faced the rest of the cherubs.

“This is the remuneration that those who try to oppose me get” Pergamus said. ‘I’m a seraph; a prime seraph, a higher, superior and more powerful being. But you are all cherubs; sub-normal and less powerful beings, so you all have to go after my foot-steps without any doubt”.

      The belligerent Pergamus visited the territory and domicile of the cherubs often and kept on indoctrinating them with his notions and claims that lord Megas was partial and unjust. Pergamus was by far a significantly higher being than the cherubs; he was also far wiser than them, so a good number of them couldn’t resist his wondrous proposition, as a good number of them sided with him. But still there were a sizeable number of discrete and faithful cherubs, so despite the tortuous crucible that Pergamus placed them, they still stood strongly firm, shunned him and his notions and claims.

     All this while, lord Megas had been seriously perturbed by the escalating superciliousness of Pergamus. For quite a long while he had been aware of Pergamus’ encounter with the cherubs; his notions and claim against him; his feud with the discrete and faithful cherubs, and he had just been staying aloof, because he thought it wise to give him enough time to see if he could realize his waywardness. But right now he thought he was more than satiated to close his eyes any longer. Pergamus had become abhorrent to the fullest, and if he didn’t restrain him, he’d only keep on moving ahead with his atrocities. Besides, Pergamus had committed malicious heinous deeds that needed him to pay repercussions, so lord Megas decided to try him in the celestial court.

     The court comprised of a loftier region bearing two thrones; one more sumptuous one, which was that of lord Megas; and one other less magnificent throne, which was Medon’s. The floors of the area of the throne looked as a sea made of shimmering blue glass. The rest of the court was made of a lower expanse. This lower region was the cherub’s position, and it was attended by the cherubs. During court sessions, the cherubs took their standing there and watched the court proceedings. Also, it was a custom that during the court session some outstanding seraphs, including the prime seraph Pergamus, posed around the throne of lord Megas in an unwavering, reverential pose, paying homage to the  ultimate being and author.

     The court was now in session. Lord Megas was reclining stately on his throne in the loftier expanse; Medon was also on his own throne in the loftier expanse; the seraphs were posed all around the throne of lord Megas, and the myriad cherubs were strewed all over the lower expanse. The court had convened to investigate Pergamus, so he had taken his place in a dock-like area; in front of all eyes.

‘Pergamus’ lord Megas started, his gaze fixed intently on Pergamus. ‘I’ve seen that you’ve been man-handling the cherubs. By doing so, you’re abusing the exceptionally impressive advantage of creation that I bestowed upon you.”

“I’m a more powerful and superior being to the cherubs but still a whole lot of them does not want to listen to me’ Pergamus refuted. ‘The cherubs are lower than you, but they’re just under no obligation to listen to you. I’m the ultimate being and author and for that reason the only one everyone is expected to listen to is me, not you.” “Some wise and obedient cherubs have already listened to me, but some have not. Those that have not taken side with me are just being unwise and disobedient. They’re just being contumacious. “Pergamus, I’ve planned to entrust the realms down below to your hands, but if you persist in perverseness and rebelliousness you’ll forfeit the marvelous privilege that awaits you.”

                                                   CHAPTER 3

         At the expiration of sometime, lord Megas and Medon finally came to the completion of the creation of the holy scepter. The creation of the holy scepter had already been declared publicly so every being cherished the prospect of seeing it with an overly high level of high-mindedness and excitement. For that point, lord Megas decided to bestow the holy scepter a celebrity status; and he summoned the whole lofty realms in the assembly hall so as to revere the holy scepter. Sitting on his lofty throne in the meeting hall, lord Megas clutched the holy scepter to his bosom.

‘Here comes the holy scepter, the most powerful and potent weapon ever to be made’ lord Megas declared, and then he brandished the holy scepter vertically upwards.

       Overwhelmed by the joy to see the holy scepter, an uncontrolled hullabaloo sounded from the cherubs! Ever since the pronouncement of the making of the holy scepter, there had been just no other goal in the minds of the cherubs as sweet as that of seeing the fulfillment of its creation. From the truly first time, the very moment that they heard of the making of the holy scepter, it was as if  they had become pregnant with the prospect of seeing it. For it was the sole theme of their conversations from the very moment of the declaration of its making right up to its completion.

       Despite the gaiety and revelry that had engulfed all the beings in the lofty realms because of the birth of the holy scepter, there was still one being who was surely not a partaker. The prime seraph Pergamus had catered to his position of responsibility by posing reverentially around the throne of lord Megas as the pronouncement of the completion of the holy scepter commenced. But unlike all the rest of the contented, jovial beings, he was grossly dismayed. He had staunchly inhibited grudges against lord Megas because he deemed to work only with his favorite being Medon in the creation of the holy scepter. Now that the holy scepter had been created, and he was seeing it right with his eyes, he felt even worse than before; he felt more bitter and contrite.

     Pergamus stood in his unwavering pose around the throne and glanced fixedly at the holy scepter in the hands of lord Megas and heightened feelings of dismay and scorn took hold of him; all sorts of defeating and irksome thoughts probed into all parts of his mind. ‘Here is the holy scepter, the most powerful and potent weapon ever made, right in front of my eyes, glittering and sparkling resplendently, as it possessed powers that had never been seen’ He cogitated deeply. ‘I dearly longed to be a partaker of its making, so that I too could get to know its secrets, but, oh, no, lord Megas didn’t just give me any such chance. Only the two of them are the creators of the holy scepter, and I know that only both of them are entitled to use it. Whatsoever, I wholeheartedly want to possess the holy scepter. It’s my craving, my loftiest and sweetest dream. So I must have to do whatsoever it takes to get the holy scepter in my hands, even if it means defying the toughest norms and laws.’

     Just a little time elapsed after the exhibition of the holy scepter and Pergamus descended to the lower realm and domicile of the cherubs. He had vowed fervently to create confusion and divisions; get as many cherubs as possible on his side, and he had been doing just that. Bu this time he had quite a entirely different reason for descending to the cherub's domicile. When he was trying to woo the cherubs to his side, he had only been using the claims that lord Megas was imperfect and biased. This claim wasn’t too weak. It was brilliant, though in its own light. If it didn’t have even some streaks of weight, it wouldn’t have won him a fair number of cherubs. But like all claims, it was just mere postulation; it could be verity or falsity; and it was only a groundless, powerless ploy to lure the cherubs to his side. So he had always thought that he didn’t have the needed fortification to back him up in his goal to induce the cherubs to his side. For that reason he always held this discrepancy responsible for his failure to get all the cherubs on his boat. But now he thought that he had got a totally novel, fascinating and more sure–fire bait to lure the cherubs to his side. Instead of relying wholly on debatable premise, it seemed more catchy and captivating to swerve to a more well–founded one. The holy scepter, the most powerful and potent weapon ever made, had just seen the emergence of creation and Pergamus could not think of any other stuff but  romanticize the idea that it was the most effective way of luring  the cherubs to his side. The holy scepter was the most powerful weapon in existence and the owner could wield such a power as he desired. So he reckoned that if he could convince the cherubs that he’d take possession of the holy scepter, he’d be seen as a hero and the one who had the right power to rule over them; and they’d take to his side like madness.

        Pergamus met with a whole dozens of cherubs.

“Lord Megas and Medon have finally completed the creation of the holy scepter, the most powerful and potent weapon ever to be made” Pergamus said. “How glorious and nice it’d be if it could be in our hands. We’d be the ones with the needed power to rule over both the lofty realms and the realms down below.

“Yes ,’’ a cherub chirped. ‘It’d be just the greatest accomplishment if the most powerful and potent weapon could be in our hands.”

“But I do not just agree with you” another cherub queried.’’

‘What makes you see differently?” Pergamus asked his tone a little bit harsh; his looks gloomy. “I don’t just see it possible for the holy scepter to be in the hands of any other being, for it is impossible for lord Megas to exude such a folly like letting unwanted hands take hold of his most prized possession.” “You’re uttering nothing but absolute nonsense, cherub!’’ Pergamus thundered, and then grabbed hold of the cherub on his neck with both hands. ‘Like I told you before, I’m a higher and wiser being than you cherubs. So what I say is nothing but the truth; it’s something workable.”
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