
 When this world was barely young there was only one race of humans. They had grown and 

evolved, becoming a breed in their own right. We as angels watched and guided them as the Powers 

commanded, but something happened. Something no one really knows, but it was suddenly decided 

that a new race of humans would be created and the other should die out. They would squeeze the life 

out of them until there was no other choice. This of course upset many of the angels, but what could 

they do.  

So a piece of land was found and walled off from the humans and we all worked at making this into 

a place of perfection. A new start. The garden of purity and hope. 

 Seven days we toiled, the angels all worked their fingers to the bone. No matter your station, you 

worked, my brothers and sister and I were amongst them. But there were rumblings. From my brother 

mainly. He and his workers wanted to know why so much effort was going into this walled place when 

there were humans outside the wall that could be helped. But the Powers refused to answer his 

questions and told him that he must obey their will.  

As you may have guessed that brother was Lucifer and you are fully aware of what happened there. 

But that was just the start and the war was some time after.  

Anyway, on the seventh day, the garden was complete and the Powers were happy. They told us it 

was now time to introduce the new race of humans. Ones that would be so perfect and loyal that no 

other race would be needed. The race of God borne from one man and woman purely made.  

The man was brought into the garden first. He was the image of perfection. Beautiful in every way. 

Tall, dark and sculptured, but you know this. You’ve seen with your own eyes. He was not called 

Sebastian then. His first name; his god given name was Adam.  We were told that Adam’s bride would 

come to him by the rising of the next sun and they would be tied as man and wife and be the parents of 

the new race. It was my job to fetch her and keep her safe until that time.  

I was honoured and I knew my siblings were jealous, but I didn’t care, our father trusted me with 

his new prize. So I went to the very outskirts of the walled garden and that’s where I found you…her 

waiting. You had white blond hair then and deepest brown eyes. Beautiful is not even a word I could 

ever use. Your innocence shone through and as soon as you saw me, you threw question upon question 

at me. You wanted to see everything. Know everything.  

I was forbidden of course to tell you anything, so I told you stories of another world where us 

angels lived and how blessed your life would be in this new land. You asked about the wall and I lied 

telling you that the world outside the wall had not been finished and until that day, this was your 

home.  

But I had no idea how much the curiosity burned inside you. It was as though the Powers hadn’t 

thought that through. A tiny mistake on their part and on my part it was to fall asleep. After seven 

days of working on that damned garden, I was exhausted and fell asleep.  

When I awoke, you had gone and I knew instantly that you’d climbed the wall. Frightened of the 

consequences, I climbed to the other side and searched for you. It didn’t take me long and what I 

found caused me to wail in grief and panic. That filthy demon Marleux was defiling you beneath an 

apple tree. You barely whimpered, just laid there frozen. With a scream, I sent Marleux back to hell, 

but the damage was already done. I could see it in your eyes. The innocence gone.  

Carrying you back over the wall, I found a stream and cleaned you the best I could. I had no idea if 

the Powers knew, and if they did, why didn’t they stop that creature. But all I did know was that I was 

in trouble. Desperate trouble and as the night passed and you laid in my arms, I knew then that no 

matter what I would make sure I kept you safe.  

At the rising of the sun, I woke you and told you that your husband waited, but you refused to go. 

You told me that you loved only me and that I was the only husband you wanted. That I could lay with 

you just as the demon had done. 

‘But I am angel and you are human. You are made for Adam and that is God’s will.’ 

‘But what about what I want?’ you asked. ‘You call him Adam, but do not give me my name. Am I 

his property? Am I owned by this Adam and never to be free?’ 

It had been expressly forbidden for me to give you your name. It was to be part of the bonding. 

Adam would give his wife her name and make her his. You were both made equals and would rule 

together as such, but Adam’s right was to give you your name.  

‘You say I am his equal, yet he gives me my name. Why can I not choose my own?’ 



‘And what name would you choose?’ I asked hoping that by calling your bluff it would delay your 

argument.  

It worked, a sulky pout formed on your face and it caused me to smile.  

‘How are you are feeling after last night?’ I dared myself  to ask.  

You shrugged at me. ‘I know I should never have gone over the wall and I paid the price for my 

disobedience, but why would you lie about a world that is just as beautiful outside?’ 

I looked at you shocked. ‘You were raped by an ungodly creature and you still think that world is 

beautiful?’ 

This time you looked at me puzzled. ‘What does that word mean? Rape?’ 

‘It means you were forced against your will,’ I answered. 

‘But he asked me to lie down and I did. He asked me if he could touch me and I said yes. I felt 

something deep inside when he came to me and I wanted him to have me, so I allowed it.’ 

Shocked, I pulled you to a stop and causing a wince as I gripped onto you tightly.  

‘You are made by the great Powers that Be. My father is your father and he made you pure and with 

love. You must never speak of this to anyone. You will go to your husband and lie with him as a virgin. 

Your encounter with the demon must never be revealed and if it is already known, then it was rape.’ 

‘But I don’t…’ 

I pulled you closer and played the only card I had to hand. 

‘If you love me as you claim then you will do as I ask and I swear that you will always be under my 

protection. But if you reveal, then I will be killed as well as you.’ 

So, I took you to Adam where the angels and the Powers waited. They all loved you instantly. Why 

wouldn’t they? And Adam could barely take his eyes off you. The binding was done and he gave you 

your name and it was Eve. 

Months passed and I was called back to do my own work to start with my brothers, the demise of 

the other race. We thought we’d left you both happy and content. Ready to start a new breed of perfect 

humans.  

How wrong I was? 

As soon as you called my name, I knew something was wrong. Your swelling stomach gave me false 

hope and did not make sense with the tears in your eyes.  

‘Why do you cry, child?’ I asked.  

‘I cannot lay with my husband. He commands me to lie still on my back, but I find it uncomfortable. 

I want to join in with him as I did before, but he will not allow it and he’s failing.’ 

‘What do you mean failing?’  

With damp brown eyes you looked up at me.  

‘I try and do what he asks. I try and lay still, but nature takes over and it causes him to fail. Now my 

belly grows, but we both know that he cannot have made that happen. He demands that I die and he’s 

asking the Powers to allow it.’ 

Vomit stung my throat. That damned demon had put his seed into my father’s prize and you were 

going to pay the price for it. Deciding that I would have to face this for us both, I told you to hide and 

wait for my return and made my way to where Adam and the Powers waited.  

‘Where is the girl, Gabriel?’ they asked.  

‘She waits for the verdict, but does not understand her crime,’ I said.  

‘That whore carries another’s child in her womb,’ Adam spat.  

‘And who's would that be Adam?’ I asked. ‘There is only you here and only you that have lain with 

her. So tell me, where the child has come from?’ 

Adam looked at me flabbergasted and stumped. He had no idea of the world beyond the wall and 

his argument was flawed by the lack of knowledge, but the Powers knew and with a wave of a hand 

they sent Adam into a slumber.  

‘We know that the child is not Adam’s,’ they said. ‘She must be destroyed and another will be made. 

Adam will never know.’ 

‘But why destroy her? Why not allow him to believe that child is his?’ I asked.  

‘Because she stinks of hell, that child’s father is demon and must be destroyed. She has defiled the 

gift given to her and you have allowed that to happen.’ 

I have no idea what made me say what I did, but all I knew was that I had to protect you and give us 

both time to escape. 



‘The child is not demon. The child is mine. I raped her and covered my scent with that of a demon 

to save myself. I never expected a child.’ 

‘You lie,’ the Powers said.  

I raised my head to sky and yelled to my father: ‘The child she carries is mine. I raped her and 

made her my own because I love her. Please spare her and take my life instead.’ 

As soon as the words were spoken the Powers disappeared. My father calling them to discuss what 

would be done. They couldn’t just strike me down. I was one of the first sons of heaven. Things had to 

be done right. But I didn’t have a lot of time, so I ran to where you were and told you what I’d said.  

‘You can’t stay here. You have to leave and go over the wall,’ I told you. ‘This place is no longer 

your home. You have your freedom.’ 

‘What about you?’ she asked. 

‘I will be fine, I swear.’ 

‘And my baby?’ 

‘When it is your time I will be there. This baby will be the start of something new for you. Go and be 

free and be happy, but never cross this wall again.’ 

You threw your arms around me and kissed my cheek. Then with a lift from me, you straddled the 

wall.  

‘I know what my name will be,’ you shouted.  

‘And pray what will it be?’ I smiled.  

‘Lilith.’ 

And you disappeared over that wall and months later I was there to watch the first red haired girl 

and dark haired boy to be born. The first of the Marley line, born and hidden in my protection. 

 


