
Chapter One 

RAMAH 

 

Jazrene Vallo trailed behind a group of families as they followed a dirt pathway through the Teenoke forest 

toward the cemetery. On this last day of Hoshkadish, many mourners were on their way to pay remembrance 

to the tens of millions slaughtered during the global attack thirty years ago. Feeling a need to be alone for a 

moment, her steps slowed, and she let the distance between them widen. High-pitched chirps from a flock of 

white birds skimming through the sky caught her attention. Tilting her head back, she watched them through 

the lacy branches of the towering majestic trees until they disappeared from her sight. Enjoying the clear skies 

that flooded the forest with light seemed the right thing to do. She, like every Ramah citizen, was obligated to 

pay homage to the slain within the days allotted, so she soon resumed her journey down the now silent path.   

At the edge of the forest, she strolled down a well-worn path heading toward a group of small 

boulders at the edge of the cemetery. For as far as the eye could see out into the distance were the many 

resting places of those whose lives had been taken during the attack by Kravjin and Necrogog forces on 

Planet Ramah, in their attempt to kill Abba El’s Messiah.  

Her steps were cushioned by lush green grass, which carpeted the gentle slopes adorned with large 

swathes of beautiful wildflowers. Drawn to a patch of lavender flowers near a half-buried boulder, she 

gracefully sat down. Leaning forward, her fingertips brushed the petals of the nearest flower as she breathed 

in the light scent. “My favorite color.” She sighed with pleasure. Her silver eyes were tugged toward the rows 

of small dirt mounds, the resting places of the infants and little children in the near distance. The stark white 

headstones were marked with their names and clan affiliations.  

Feeling the weight of the moment, she lifted her hand, respectfully pulled back her hood, and began 

to pray. She watched parents chasing their young children as they darted about, shrieking in joy and dodging 

the half round headstones. A couple of the little ones tripped over each other in their exuberance and fell. 

Her soul cupped their pitiful cries, merging them with the deep groaning in her own bosom. These children’s 



cries seem as though they are my own. Though I have the scars from the many trials and tribulations in my life, my heart is kept 

tender by Abba El’s love.  

She closed her eyes, momentarily savoring the refreshment of the cool breeze that swept through the 

Valley of Nuak as it brushed against her pale cheek. She had a sense she was being watched and turned her 

head toward a nearby mound, meeting the stare of a middle-aged woman kneeling next to a headstone. Her 

swollen red eyes reflected the depth of despair and grief that had not diminished despite the large span of 

years that had passed. Jazrene had empathy for her pain, as she was deeply familiar with it. One of her main 

duties in the intervening decades had been to visit families, to comfort, console, and assist them in moving 

forward. She wondered if this heartbroken mother was one who had lost more than one child during the 

global infanticide. The woman’s pleading eyes probed into hers as though she would receive an answer to the 

unspoken questions that were on everyone’s heart, especially on this day. Why had this happened and why 

had Abba El allowed it?  

Most Ramah citizens were aware of the prophecy that Abba El’s Messiah would come forth by a 

Marium Kahnet virgin. However, no one could have predicted the rage of the enemy of their souls—

Kravanoblus—that had instigated the fruitless attempt to hunt down the Mantis Messiah and kill him, which 

resulted in the mass murder of nearly a whole generation. Her heart was gripped anew with the unspeakable 

despair she and the woman shared. Her own children and family members were among those who lay at rest 

in the very row where the woman was kneeling. 

  Jazrene Vallo’s new life’s journey had begun all those years ago on the day of the massacre. 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

She’d been in the deserts of Jezreal, testing for a leadership position in the Hadassah Clan. Emerging from 

among the dark caves of the mountain ranges of Theramore, she had seen what she believed were the first 

twinkling stars of the approaching night. But she quickly realized they weren’t stars at all—they were ships in 

combat, their fire littering the twilight skies high above.  



She ran around a tall boulder near a ledge, and in the far distance saw menacing pillars of black 

smoke that blotted out the proud cityscape of Moriah, the capital city of Ramah. Fear squeezed her like a 

serpent in its coils, and she struggled to breathe. She was released from the paralyzing shock by a powerful 

surge of desperation as the faces of her family flashed in her mind.  

With their safety her only concern, she ignored her better judgment and traversed more than sixty 

kilometers back to her home on foot. Arriving a day later, she found her hometown in ruins. A wave of 

nausea hit the pit of her stomach as she reached her home and staggered among what remained. The stench 

of death enveloped her. In horror, she collapsed to the ground near the body of her beloved husband with 

two of their three children wrapped in his arms.   

Jazrene did not know how long she remained there crying for them to come back to her.  

Then, the realization hit hard that her daughter Minna Lavine was missing. She rose with an 

adrenaline surge of strength to search for her—but it was to no avail.  Minna was gone.  

The pain of losing her entire family was overwhelming, and she had reached out to the Marium 

Kahnet leadership for comfort in her bereavement. But she soon discovered that most of the leaders had 

been slaughtered as well. In an effort to squelch her paralyzing grief, she volunteered as a search and rescue 

team member. But the unrelenting cries of despair and unspeakable grief caused by so much loss, and the 

countless tiny lifeless bodies that littered the streets took its toll on her soul. The once strong towers of her 

will crumbled to dust. The foundations on which she had built her life were destroyed; now she was 

estranged, without hope and direction, as the beacons of wisdom that once guided her were snuffed out.  

Disoriented, she moved amongst the rubble of her life in a catatonic state, eventually making her way 

deep into the Badi Sered desert some distance from home. Her spirit completely broken, she walked aimlessly 

day after day among the dry and barren ravines. Occasionally, a breeze carrying the smell of destruction 

reinforced her state of mind and spirit. Soon Jazrene couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten, and her dry 

and bleeding split lips cried out for water. She felt the cold shadow of death approaching—and in fact, a pack 

of Mongolu Raptors had begun stalking her—but she couldn’t bring herself to care. 



One day as she was staggering among the craggy rocks, beneath the relentless heat of the sun beating 

down on her water-deprived body, her vision began to blur. Crumpling onto the hard surface, her knees 

struck sharp rubble, and she let out a meager whimper. She pitched forward, scraping, and slicing her once 

beautiful complexion, completely lacking the strength to break her fall with her hands. She vaguely felt the 

scorching heat of the jagged rock against her already sun-burnt skin and moaned in pain. Blood dripped from 

her nostril to the side of her mouth. The metallic taste caused her stomach to heave, and she tried to spit it 

out. Hearing the creatures scrabbling in the cliff faces all around her as she lay at the bottom of a wide ravine, 

she forced her eyes open and waited for them to attack. No doubt the carnivores were excited by the smell of 

blood, and like a mirror of her life, they were ready to rip her to pieces without mercy. Completely numb, her 

life began to slip from her.  

Then, from the depths of her tortured soul emerged a tiny ball of light, which melded into the single 

tear that rolled down her cheek. This last bit of moisture representing the remaining life in her body was now 

ready to perish on the altar of despair. Barely conscious, she felt a strong sense of peace spring from within. 

She began to sing the song of hope and faith in Abba El, and the promise of the coming of HIS Messiah in 

her heart. Her lips parted, but no sound was heard, for the song was in spirit. The single teardrop hit the rock 

surface and her mouth closed slowly as she felt the spirit of death approach.  

Scantly aware of her surroundings, she heard the creatures’ warning calls as they scurried away.  Her 

spirit could sense a strange but familiar presence. She gathered what remained of her strength, wearily lifted 

her head, and squinted at two brilliant lights that appeared in front of her. Immediately, her spirit recognized 

that they were Malakphos, divine messengers of Abba El spoken of in the oral traditions of the Marium 

Kahnet and by the prophets of the House of Mantis.   

 “Peace be with you, Jazrene,” one of them said. “Do not be afraid. The promised child, the Messiah, 

has been taken to the planet Shalem to fulfill that which is written about him in the Kodashah, the holy book 

of the prophets. Be strong and live, for you are to strengthen your sisters in the difficult days to come. For it 

is written that the daughters of Chawah and those bonded together in godliness will be among the ordained 

vessels commissioned with great journeys into the dominions of the enemies of light and truth.” The strong 



voice rolled over and drove through her, echoing mightily off the impervious rock surfaces and down the 

canyon beyond.  

“Yes.” Her blistered and bloodied lips parted as she responded with all of her might, expelling with 

force the air out of her lungs, causing a small explosion of dust to erupt in front of her face. She struggled 

momentarily to draw in another breath.                                                                                

The second Malakphos stepped forward. “You will live and not die, for it is also written that some of 

the Hatahrim, the sealed ones of Abba El during the Iratus Shaphat, the twenty-one judgments of Abba El, 

shall be called and chosen from among you.” His right hand extended toward her. “Now, consume this 

blessed Victus gathered from the ledges of this ravine to regain your strength. The divine being placed the 

substance in her open hand. You have passed through the shadow of death and been found faithful. You are 

worthy to partake. Take and be strengthened.”   

As he drew nearer to her, the holy presence imparted some strength to her starved body. “Fear not, 

Jazrene Vallo, daughter of Abba El, the Most High God. For you have been chosen and ordained for a new 

journey. You are to refashion, strengthen, and restore the Order of Marium Kahnet.” His voice echoed loudly 

in the wide ravine.  

And then, as suddenly as the Malakphos had appeared, they vanished.  

Her body ached as she slowly sat up. The renewed grumble of her stomach demanded that she eat. 

After she examined the green and bluish leafy substance, she put some of it into her mouth and gulped it 

down. Her face contorted, repelled by its bitter taste. A pool of water that had not been there a moment 

before appeared in front of her. Without hesitation she crawled on hands and bloody knees toward the 

gleaming surface. With her face poised just above the water’s surface, she felt its coolness as she scooped the 

crystal-clear liquid into her parched mouth with one hand. The slightly bitter taste of the Victus began to 

dissipate. She gasped as she suddenly remembered that the plant that was unique to this particular ravine, 

though full of nutrition, was poisonous to most life forms and most certainly to humans. The thought made 

her stomach clench, but already vitality was surging through her body.  



Pressing her hand to her mouth, she closed her eyes, as she concentrated with her spirit and 

discerned the poisons in the foliage had been changed somehow. Her spirit recalled the word from the 

Malakphos. She would not die but would be strengthened if she ate it. She consumed the rest of the Victus in 

small bites with tiny sips of water in between.  

Did the Malakphos impart the ability to manipulate my cells at the DNA level? she wondered. Can I impart this 

knowledge to others? Her strength rose, along with her vigor, as her cells and molecular structure continued to 

rapidly respond to the Victus. With renewed energy, she plunged her hands into the pool and splashed the 

water over her face and scraggly hair. She felt refreshed, examining the plump, youthful looking skin of her 

hands, and marveled. It must be the Victus. Lifting her head, she surveyed the ravine, noting that her vision and 

her senses were elevated to a much higher degree than before. With eyebrows pleated, she leaned over to peer 

at her reflection in the crystal-clear depths of the pool. Her head jerked back, and she gasped in shock, then 

looked again into the watery mirror. Her once leaf green eyes were now a luminous silver. She stared at her 

glowing reflection for what seemed an eternity. Her auburn hair had streaks of stark white and her physical 

appearance was once again youthful.   

With the words of the Malakphos replaying in her mind and spirit she stood up, alive with renewed 

strength and purpose. But the urging of her spirit tugged her back to her knees. Her face lowered to the 

ground, then her mouth released a groaning from the deepest part of her being.  The voice that had been 

imprisoned behind the bronze gates and iron bars of hopelessness was now free. 

She recited Yaqal 6: “The cries of my soul ascend up to Bayit El, for the fountains of joy in the valley 

have ceased. My eye beholds no beauty. Where is the lovely? I am clothed with calamity. I wearily pass 

through the land of trials and tribulations. The mirage of a joyful life evaporates as I stand on the burning 

shores of utter despair. The cold waves of cruelty of the bottomless abyss lap at my feet, and the dark sands 

of my circumstances mock my life. But I firmly stand on the unmovable foundation of his Messiah, for his 

truth parts the sea of darkness and I see the land of his promise. Glory to Abba El in the highest, Amen.” She 

could see the crushed iron bars swept away by a mighty hand and reveled in the fresh freedom and deep 

peace. 



 


