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1

one

COUNCIL SUMMONS

“I 
am the Son of the Morning, the Morning Star, yet you deny me 
my rightful glory?!” declared Lucifer, loudly and with great energy. 

Conversations ceased and absolute silence filled the council chamber 
as he strode boldly into the inner sanctum from the entryway. None 
had ever before dared enter the council chamber while making such 
an audacious claim, most came humble and contrite. It was entirely 
unprecedented.

His declaration stifled the council members into submission, and 
it was exactly the effect Lucifer was looking for. They held their breath 
like children, and waited nervously for the High Judge, even Elohim, 
the ruler of the Realm and Lucifer’s own Father, to respond to such an 
aggressive and argumentative opening statement.

When Father didn’t respond, Lucifer rudely turned his back on him. 
The move evoked a sense of shock and awe among the council mem-
bers. He saw it on their faces. But still, they only watched and waited.

Their mere presence was an insult, a slap in the face, uncalled for and 
entirely unjustified. How dare Father abandon his fate to the prejudices 
of men and women who understood nothing of his intellect or accom-
plishments! They had proven their disdain of truth and consequences 
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during the election, and now they stood to debate his accountability 
– to sentence and convict him of a crime they didn’t understand under 
the law? Ignorance emanated from their pores like poison, but here he 
was, called forward against his will, made to stand idly by as this council 
of morons prepared to pass judgment over him. He would not go easily. 
No, he would not go down without a fight, for he was Lucifer, a worthy 
and very powerful adversary, especially when riled.

After the silence had sufficiently prevailed, Lucifer, with an exagger-
ated flourish of his floor-length cape, strode out to the direct center of 
the council chamber’s polished stone floor and stopped abruptly. The 
cape stirred dramatically around his highly polished black boots. His 
movements were meant to goad and insult, but for the cape, its flourish 
was to serve a greater purpose, to first distract and then captivate the 
attention of the council members. Lucifer wanted them enthralled - to 
be under his dark influence – so he could control them. The purpose of 
the cape was to serve and amplify Lucifer’s will over them, to sway them 
to his desires.

But to his immediate annoyance and concern, not one of the forty-
seven council members present revealed that they’d been affected by 
him, or the cape in any way. Lucifer knew it was time to push harder. The 
cape was not some piece of flashy apparel, but a finely-tuned instrument 
of influence, a weapon, one unlike any ever used in a council chamber. 
And it had to work; his life depended on it.

His efforts again revealed nothing. Lucifer was beginning to ques-
tion the energy used to create it, and he wondered briefly if he might 
have been tricked once more by Mahan, the master of the Dark Order. 
Indeed, Lucifer wouldn’t put it past him, for he had beguiled him into 
conducting the attack for which he now stood accountable. Mahan had 
revealed himself to be a self-serving traitor to the highest order, provid-
ing further proof to Lucifer that he could trust no one. If Father would 
not avenge such treachery, then Lucifer would take matters into his own 
hands. He would destroy the disloyal rogue and all he stood for.
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It made him angry just to say the name, Mahan, and Lucifer used 
that anger to push his energetic influence out, through the cape, and 
into the stands. It had to work. His life depended on it efficacy. Either 
way, he was committed. There was no turning back. The cape was acti-
vated and he had no other choice but to succeed.

Still nothing, not a single sign that the cape was functioning prop-
erly. Lucifer wondered if the council members had been too pre-occu-
pied with Father’s reaction to his entrance – or lack thereof – to feel the 
power of his activation phrase. Conversely, he wondered if he’d over-
stated it. Concerned, Lucifer’s only option was to push harder, channel-
ing his energy to influence the council’s vote in his favor.

In his mind’s eye, Lucifer willed his influence up and over the tiered 
rows and into the elevated seats circled around him. Like dark tendrils 
of smoke, his influence reached up to the council members, moving 
silently but steadily toward their feet. They could not see it as he did, 
but Lucifer knew it would bind them in place and deaden their harsh and 
unworthy judgment against him.

He dared a quick glance to either side and could see that many of 
the council members were still staring intently at Father. He wanted to 
scream at them, “Look at me!” but that would only serve to draw atten-
tion to his weakness, and break the strength of his influence. Besides, 
he really didn’t want them looking at him, he wanted them looking at 
the cape. The cape was the weapon, the draw, and the hope for his con-
tinued existence. Look at the cape! he screamed in his mind, willing the 
command with his next push of energy.

Lucifer was tempted to kick the cape out with his feet, to flourish 
it again, but too much attention could expose his purpose, so he con-
trolled himself and waited. With his hands clasped firmly at the small of 
his back, Lucifer continued to concentrate and push. Apparently, his dis-
play of rudeness, and from an elite, or one from the upper ranks within 
the Order of Light, was their key distraction. To remedy that, Lucifer 
rotated his shoulders slightly and sent the cape swirling subtly around 
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his body. It moved like thick, black crude oil spilled from a broken barrel. 
The power of the cape, combined with his intent, invigorated him.

Finally, evidence of his efforts began to manifest. First there was one 
solitary gasp, and then another, and another. The cape was working. 
Lucifer stifled a smile. But he wasn’t satisfied with only a handful of cap-
tives, not when more than thirty remained.

Lucifer pushed again, harder this time, and waited for more council 
members to react to his influence. When he’d estimated that close to 
half of the council members were under his influence, Lucifer turned 
around and faced Father and the remaining half of the council members 
in the chamber. The cape swirled out from his legs once again, and as it 
settled around his feet, it elicited more gasps and moans of submission. 
In a minute more, Lucifer believed he’d have the entire council under 
his dark influence.

All but Father, that is. Lucifer knew Father was impervious to such 
influence. When it came to Father and the cape, Lucifer’s plan was only 
to hide it’s intended purpose from his awareness, to keep it beyond his 
senses. That had been the greatest challenge in designing the cape, to 
make it appear innocuous to Father. Lucifer didn’t know if it was work-
ing, so he dared a quick glance at Father to assess the situation, careful 
not to make eye contact. To do so would likely reveal everything, but it 
would also ruin his concentration. Instead, Lucifer kept his head bowed 
in mock humility, and intensified his influence to move more quickly and 
reach the council members sitting in the upper tiers of the chamber.

It troubled Lucifer to know that Mahan helped design the cape. 
But Lucifer fashioned it, and it was working. So, he allowed himself to was working. So, he allowed himself to was
relax, to pace himself as he continued to push. Indeed, the accountabil-
ity hearing wasn’t a surprise, only when he would be made to appear 
before the council. Lucifer had kept the cape close in preparation for 
the call, for he was not strong enough to refuse it. No one could refuse 
a summons from Father. Now, if he could only manage to influence the 
council of his innocence, to have them agree and release him, he would 
leave and never return.
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The remaining council members were more resilient than he’d imag-
ined. He felt their resolve. So, Lucifer pushed harder and a few more 
council members succumbed to his influence. Soon they would all be 
his. He just needed a little more time. As for Father, Lucifer reasoned he 
was either entirely oblivious to Lucifer’s efforts, or was acting unaware. 
Both worked. All Lucifer cared about was regaining his freedom. If 
Father turned a blind eye to his influence, then so much the better. It 
was, after all, the only way he saw to escape their judgment, a judgment 
that would most certainly result in him being reset.

The thought of being reset troubled Lucifer more than anything 
else. The complete renewal of oneself, an energetic wiping of all cor-
ruption, was the last thing he wanted. Such oblivion, to lose everything 
he’d worked so hard to become, was worse than physical death. He had 
no intention of starting over again, not with such admirable progression 
behind him, at least not without a fight.

The cape gave him a fighting chance. The weight of it was comfort-
ing on his shoulders, and stood as a testament to his intellect and ability, 
as well as to his craft. The dark, luxurious material, intricately adorned 
and enhanced with particles of fine matter, was meant to influence all 
who gazed upon it. Inlaid to resemble a countless collection of black 
diamonds and blood rubies that sparkled in the light, with miles of gold 
thread embroidered into special designs of dark symbols to further daz-
zle and enchant the mind, was Lucifer’s finest weapon, ever. The igno-
rant, naïve council members would think the cape extravagant, classic 
Lucifer, but they would not recognize the threat of it.

Indeed, the cape was a worthy weapon to stand against any light-
bearer, but it was designed especially for the council members, those bearer, but it was designed especially for the council members, those bearer
who held the highest status within the Order of Light; people like him-
self before he’d been exiled. Though he’d lost most of his light, Lucifer 
remained a force to be reckoned with, a tempest of anger they didn’t 
understand and sought shelter from. But the council had underesti-
mated his resolve and will to live. Everyone, including Father, underesti-
mated him. He would leave on his own terms, not the council’s.
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Another few seconds passed and there were more gasps. It had 
been only a few minutes since he’d first activated the cape, but the 
efforts, and his quick mind, made the process seem longer. For Lucifer, 
time had slowed down. He continued to push his influence outward, 
aiming for the far corners of the council chamber, stressing himself and 
the cape to its energetic limits.

He wasn’t sure how much longer he could continue to push. His 
energy was quickly depleting, and his supply was limited, but he 
couldn’t stop now, not when he was so close to accomplishing his 
objective. He was eager to finish his work of subversive influence, to 
convince the council that he was completely innocent. If given the 
chance, they would do it, too. All they had to do was listen to his voice 
in their silent, dull minds.

To Lucifer, the council members were Father’s ignorant flock of 
sheep, and sheep should not be allowed to pass judgment on an alpha - 
be it a wolf or a lion. As sheep, they were beneath him. Not one of them 
was worthy of his attention. After the election, the best and brightest 
of the independent thinkers had followed him. The still empty council 
seats bore witness to their departure. The council would never be the 
same again, and those called to fill some of the vacancies had no idea 
what they were dealing with. He would be their worst nightmare. If they 
somehow managed to avoid the spell of influence and vote for his reset, 
Lucifer would draw his knife and fight. He would not go peacefully, not 
when he knew he was innocent of their ridiculous charge.

Father could, he knew, overrule the council’s decision to reset, but 
such a break from tradition was rare. If Father chose to refuse him and 
support reset, Lucifer would be made to appear before the Versal High 
Council. Since they were the only authorized body to approve and exe-
cute a reset, Lucifer knew he’d have a better chance to survive if he 
influenced Father’s council here and now.

Lucifer suspected his reset would please most, if not all the council 
members, and perhaps even most of the citizens of the Realm, but he 
refused to believe it would please his Father. Father, he knew, preferred 
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recompense over reset, but recompense had its limits. Lucifer could only 
hope that Father would consider the magnitude of the sentence and 
overrule the verdict to avoid setting a precedent. If sentenced, Lucifer 
would be the first of Father’s begotten children to face reset, and he 
really wanted to believe his own Father wasn’t ready to abandon him to 
oblivion, that he was worthy of a second chance.

Father had personally helped Lucifer achieve many great things, 
many marvelous things, and to throw it all away seemed a counterpro-
ductive waste. It would reflect poorly on the Realm and Father’s ability 
to maintain good order and discipline. Maybe it would even affect his 
ascension. Lucifer wondered if Father would risk his own progression to 
punish Lucifer. Would he turn his back on Lucifer for an act he wasn’t 
even solely responsible for committing? He didn’t know.

Lucifer had never been called to stand accountable before, and he 
despised the unfamiliarity of it from the floor. To bare oneself to such 
scrutiny, and by lesser people, irked him beyond measure. He’d sat in 
prominence through many such sessions before, and they’d been gener-
ally boring, even when the accountable individual had wept and begged 
for mercy. But this was different. He was Lucifer. He would not beg for 
anything. No one as high as him had ever been called to account for 
their actions. He was obviously a spectacle, and he pushed out against their actions. He was obviously a spectacle, and he pushed out against their
the council members in his anger. Then again, none before him had ever 
bothered to deny their mistakes before Father, or come prepared to 
influence the council. He was the first, and he would accomplish his mis-
sion. At least he hoped, because he was quickly running out of energy.

Lucifer slowly and carefully glanced up to gauge the overall effect 
his influence was having on the council. With his peripheral vision, 
he noticed Father staring intently at him, as if examining a curiosity. 
Lucifer immediately knew that Father was aware of his efforts, but just 
as suddenly Lucifer wondered why Father was allowing him to continue. 
Apparently, this hearing was about more than his accountability.

With renewed hope, emboldened by Father’s apparent acquies-
cence to his influence, Lucifer began to gather up his remaining energy 
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for another valiant push. It had only been five minutes since he’d first 
declared his royal status and activated the cape when he’d entered the 
chamber, but he wasn’t finished. He’d given nearly all he had to this 
endeavor, and was weary, but he wasn’t done yet.

He looked slowly around and surmised that he was still short of the 
clear majority vote he needed to dismiss the most serious of charges. 
The council members were stronger than he’d anticipated, but they 
were falling. One at a time, they were succumbing to his influence. A 
minute more and they would all be his, or would they?

For the first time since entering the council chamber, Lucifer’s doubt 
caused him to falter. The momentary lapse in concentration shifted the 
balance, and he lost influence over two council members. Frustrated, 
fighting to survive, Lucifer pushed again despite his almost completely 
depleted state.

As he continued to push, Lucifer wondered why his brothers and 
sisters in the Realm could not see that Earth would ruin them. Their 
ignorance of veils and agency was obvious, but so too was their choice. 
He’d offered them more, and yet they chose Yeshua’s plan. The fools. 
They deserved their impending misery. He was done with them, and 
wanted nothing more to do with Father’s physical worlds. Perhaps after 
I’m reset, I’ll unwittingly become one of Father’s sheep . . . be just like 
them, he thought with bitter irony, glancing up at the council members 
as another member slipped from his influence.

Anger began to boil up inside of him. What did he expect? They 
had the veils to thank for their ignorance. Sheep worthy of the slaugh-
ter, thought Lucifer, as he felt the last bit of energy leave him through ter, thought Lucifer, as he felt the last bit of energy leave him through ter
the cape. Your unwillingness to challenge the laws that enslave you 
makes you weak. You bleat for guidance and direction when you can-
not find your own way, even in an open field and under clear skies. You 
content yourself to eating of the sweet grass at Father’s feet, growing fat 
and stupid, all the while forsaking your freedom.  

Lucifer considered their blind commitment to tradition the most 
despicable sign of their ignorance. Anyone who willingly subjected 
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themselves to Realm or Versal law, especially for the sake of the law 
alone, deserved to suffer. Because a precept was ancient, did not mean 
it was true or right. Lucifer had, he felt, effectively challenged many 
of the old perceptions during the election, but he’d been summarily 
rejected for it. In anger, he’d departed with his followers, first to the 
Outlands, and then to Araphel, his home star, now darkened as punish-
ment for his disobedience. 

Still, under Lucifer’s leadership, his followers quickly organized and 
built a place for themselves on Araphel, one patterned after the life he’d 
proposed during the debates that preceded the great election. Despite 
the loss of that election, Lucifer had been free to teach and train his fol-
lowers after his own dictates, and things were going well for them, or at 
least they were until he became side-tracked by Mahan’s plan for Eloise. 
He was here because of it, because of her, of what he did to her, his sister.

Standing in the middle of the council chamber floor, about to be 
judged by inadequate men and women, irritated him beyond reason. 
They might be seated in their tall white chairs, all lofty, comfortable, 
and ready to condemn, but he knew he was better than them. And if all 
worked according to plan, he’d subdue them and their threat. Lucifer 
wanted to hurt them, to make them taste of his judgment. Perhaps one his judgment. Perhaps one his
day they would, but for now, he would play their game, but using his
rules.

The feeling of raw contempt he had for the council members sent 
a shiver down his spine. Lucifer used it to make one final, desperate 
push of energy through the cape. He could not fathom starting over 
again. The cape was his only hope, and he embraced its comfort. All 
the knowledge he possessed, all his service and experience had made 
him powerful, and he would use that power to make the Realm pay for 
its disloyalty, and Mahan and the Dark Order for their treachery. He just 
needed to survive the next few minutes of his accountability hearing, 
uninterrupted.

Long ago, when Lucifer first heard whispers of the Dark Order, 
he’d thought they were mostly legend, little more than a disreputable 
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boys club. He deemed them beneath his standing and unworthy of his 
thoughts and time. However, by the end of his third life-phase, feel-
ing jaded by the never-ending monotony of the ways of Light, Lucifer 
decided to investigate the origins of the Dark Order out of intellectual 
curiosity.

He soon discovered some interesting secrets about them, how they 
came to be and what they stood for. The secret that most interested Lucifer 
was how to maintain one’s memories when passing through Father’s veils. 
The simplicity of the secret shocked him, so much so that he doubted 
its efficacy until he tried it for himself. The results were impressive. After 
passing through the veil with his memory intact, Lucifer discovered that 
he could not only master the physical challenges he’d faced, but that he 
could hold onto the intelligence and knowledge he’d established from his 
previous life-phase and take it with him into the next. It was a skill no one 
else had dreamed of, let alone mastered, and it made him more powerful 
than any mortal.

It was a great discovery, and Lucifer immediately began to search 
for other important secrets that might lay hidden within the Dark Order. 
He wanted to know, for example, if he could be like Father and control 
time, see into the future, and fold space and travel wherever he wished; 
all things the Order of Light did not offer easily. Greater yet, Lucifer won-
dered if he could conquer physical death, or more importantly, survive 
reset. To do any or all of those things would make him unstoppable. 
The allure had simply been too great. Lucifer had found himself firmly 
under the hold of the Dark Order long before Eloise became a matter of 
personal interest for him.

However, maintaining a simultaneous connection to both orders 
had not been easy. In fact, Lucifer knew it had never been attempted. 
Participating equally, existing between the two orders, pushed him to 
his mental limits. His mind literally struggled to maintain the balance; it 
wanted to lean one way or the other, toward light or darkness, but not 
both at the same time. The exercise was tiring and taxing, and in the 
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end, it’s what drove him mad enough to attack his sister, and derail his 
progress. 

Lucifer had worried that Father would discover his association with 
Mahan and cast him out before the attack, but now that he was exiled, 
it seemed a ridiculous concern. In fact, everything was ridiculous. The 
attack, the weakness of it, and how it consumed him, his trust in Mahan, 
standing here in chamber - all of it. Lucifer owed his current disgrace 
to it all, but Mahan was the architect. If he could, Lucifer would find his 
revenge. No one used him like that and avoided reprisal.

He reflected on his relationship with Mahan while he pushed. Lucifer’s 
mind, quick and precise, moved swiftly through the catalog of experi-
ences and events that lead to this moment. The pull of dark knowledge, 
the secret combinations, that they would give him great power, was too 
much to ignore. Through it all, Lucifer was not once called out by the 
Order of Light. He came to believe that Father didn’t care about what 
he was learning. Believing himself free to explore new truths, Lucifer had 
felt justified in his new path and direction.

While Mahan taught and trained him in the secret ways of the Dark 
Order, Lucifer continued to maintain a pretense of loyalty and duty to 
Father. But even before the election, Lucifer had already begun avoid-
ing Father. And thought the duality of his existence was diminishing his 
light, he felt a new and interesting power begin to grow within him. But 
he was alone in his discoveries. The Order of Darkness taught him things 
he’d never imagined, but he wanted to share what he’d learned with 
someone. He chose his closest friend and ally, his bonded pair-mate. His 
desire, that they grow and discover the mysteries of the Verse together, 
would be realized, or so he had thought.

Lucifer, during their shared life-phase, lost his pair-mate to trag-
edy. Devastated by the loss, he managed to complete his mission. 
But upon return to the Realm, he was informed that she’d sought for 
and was granted reset. They were effectively separated, no longer 
bound together, and Lucifer was furious. He remembered it well, those 
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conversations with Father, how he’d ignored Lucifer’s pleas for access to 
her, and recovery of what they had lost.

Father had, essentially, denied Lucifer his one and only source of 
true happiness, his pair-mate. In deep sorrow over the loss of his love, 
and blaming Father’s veils for the tragedy, Lucifer turned to denial and 
revenge. Everything Father and the Order of Light represented had 
become contrary to him. The balm to that rage surpassed even that 
he held against Mahan. His enemies were many and powerful, but he 
would persevere.

When the result of the election for the Savior of Earth was announced, 
Lucifer decided to no longer hide his feelings of animosity towards 
Father. Against tradition and rule, he left with the third who’d supported 
him during the election, which was seen by many as a great sin. Father’s 
ways, his veils and work, had destroyed everything Lucifer loved, and he 
vowed to not let it go unanswered. That decision, to turn his back on 
the Order of Light, is what changed everything for him. And Mahan was 
there, ready to offer his help and support.

Growing tired, Lucifer looked up and around at the council members 
and wondered why Father chose such a public display for his account-
ability hearing. Their assent wasn’t required for a ruling. The spectacle 
of it fueled his anger. Father should have offered him a private meeting. 
As the High Judge of the Realm, it was certainly his prerogative. But 
Father apparently wanted to humble him. Nothing else explained it.

Lucifer reached out with his mind to try and read Father’s intent, but 
it was futile, like hitting a brick wall. Even while in full possession of his 
light, Lucifer could not read Father. The man was a closed and tightly 
bound book, a story beyond comprehension even at its shallowest depth. 
Of all his time serving with Father, Lucifer envied his power, but not his 
responsibility. To willingly account for so many, with such arcane Versal laws 
hanging around his neck like a millstone, and still show love and infinite 
patience, was beyond Lucifer. After having spent so much time in the Dark 
Order, Lucifer considered such virtues a weakness, and such laws outdated 
and ineffective.
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The more time Lucifer spent in darkness, the greater the gulf that 
separated his intellect from Father’s. After the attack on Eloise, Lucifer 
knew he’d lost the last remaining connection he’d had with Father. He’d 
lost all but a small portion of his light, and possessed only enough to 
set foot in the Realm when called. What remained of it was no longer 
sufficient to keep him aligned or interested in pleasing Father, or even 
slightly connected to his intent, but it was enough to stand before him 
and not wither.

All Lucifer could do now was watch for Father’s patterns. Lucifer 
had always recognized Father’s vastly superior intelligence, but the 
man liked patterns, which meant he was sometimes predictable. The 
accountability session was one such pattern Lucifer’d anticipated, but 
Father was apparently holding it for more than one reason. What’s your 
agenda, Father? Why did you allow such a dramatic and negative chain 
of events to transpire before interfering? What can this chess move 
mean?

Indeed, Lucifer had learned a lot by serving Father, but he’d also 
learned a lot from serving Mahan. In fact, when he’d first met Mahan, 
Lucifer’d believed he could learn enough from Mahan to overcome 
Father, but that had been a short-lived reality. Lucifer quickly realized 
even Mahan was no match for Father. But still, there was something that 
needed doing, something to hurt Father and propel Lucifer into the 
upper ranks of the Dark Order and show him and the Realm that there 
was a price to be paid for betrayal.

For Mahan had agreed to accept Lucifer’s inclusion into the Dark 
Order as a revered high priest, with the price of admission being to 
damage to the third-degree, someone of equal or higher rank to him in 
the Realm; someone from the opposing order, someone from within the 
Order of Light.

When Lucifer realized he was the only recruit asked to pay such a 
high price for admission, he should have suspected deceit. However, his 
pride convinced him that the act would not only assuage his pain, but 
earn him a place of honor on a stage that could catapult his ambitions.
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The third-degree attack that Mahan requested, the highest level of 
harm a person could endure without needing a healing reset or spe-
cial sacrificial healing, was entirely unheard of within Father’s Realm, 
especially against an elite. Lucifer was comforted by one fact, he wasn’t 
asked to do the unpardonable: to take the attack to the fourth, or high-
est degree. A victim to such abuse begged for reset because the mental 
damage was too great, and complete recovery was impossible. For the 
abused, it was better to be reset than to continue existing in a perma-
nently injured and scarred state.

Sacrificial recompense was possible, but the perpetrator, or respon-
sible party, had to offer themselves up for the victim’s sake. Such a 
contract required Father’s blessing in balance to the offense - the sac-
rifice had to equal the crime – and that was a difficult balance to strike. 
Besides, the Dark Order had offered protection, sanctuary if you will, 
after the attack was successful. But his plan had been subverted when 
the attack was broken up, and he’d fled to Araphel, knowing full well 
Mahan had set him up.

Lucifer wondered about the sentence. A third-degree assault would 
most assuredly mean he’d be stripped of his title, but it was a title he 
no longer cared about. He would not accept a sentence for anything 
greater. It wasn’t his fault. Even the strange attraction he had for Eloise, 
Mahan’s chosen target, made the plans, and the attack, desirable. Once 
he’d learned from Mahan of the Versal prophecy that spoke of Eloise’s 
mission - a mission that would culminate on Earth and aid followers of 
darkness in gaining a second chance to return to the light - Lucifer knew 
his act held a higher purpose. The attack would keep Eloise from fulfill-
ing her mission and lead his followers away.

While he continued to plan under Mahan’s dark influence, believing 
he was serving his own target objective, Lucifer prepared for the attack. It 
would be no small accomplishment to keep his plans hidden from Father, 
so with Mahan’s help, Lucifer formed a small combination of conspirators. 
The combination included his two most loyal captains, Zurell, and Beshur, 
and when the time was right, they managed to isolate and attack Eloise.
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But something had gone terribly awry. Zurell, usually loyal to a fault, 
had disobeyed and pushed the attack on Eloise to the fourth-degree as 
if Mahan’s puppet. However, when they’d fled the scene of the attack, 
Lucifer knew all responsibility would be leveled firmly against him. He 
was, after all, the prime instigator, or so it seemed. Now, instead of 
Mahan standing here with him, Lucifer stood alone for a judgment that 
included inevitable reset, and for a crime he didn’t even manage to 
profit from.

Mahan had used him for his own agenda. With Lucifer’s unwitting 
cooperation, Mahan had devised a plan to eliminate him and Eloise 
simultaneously. Why? That was a question he still considered. The one 
most pleasing to him was that Mahan feared his intelligence. But more 
likely, he was concerned about Lucifer’s ability to gain such a large and 
loyal following, and in such a short amount of time.

But that didn’t matter. Now that Eloise, the darling begotten daugh-
ter of the Realm, lay hidden away in one of Father’s private healing 
chambers, still seemingly on schedule for Earth despite the severity of 
the attack, his plans were all but unrealized. For some reason she, or 
perhaps Father, refused to approve a healing reset. Instead, she was 
undergoing some unknown healing process. There was no sacrificial 
recompense possible because neither he, Zurell or Beshur would offer 
themselves up. Then the question was, what was Father up to, for even 
a third-degree attack should have interrupted Eloise’s mission.

Father had every right to be angry. Eloise was his beloved daugh-
ter, and Lucifer had been instrumental in laying her to near utter waste. 
But Father was slow to act. He hadn’t even confined Lucifer to solitary, 
which was normal for such crimes. He certainly wasn’t surprised by the 
summons. He had, after all, prepared the cape for it. But he was still 
annoyed and humiliated by the council. To call him out like this, when 
he’d already left of his own volition, was excessive and unnecessary. 
Wasn’t exile enough? Wasn’t losing most of his light, enough?

Now, for the first time since entering the council chamber, Lucifer 
looked up boldly to see the three men sitting on the judgement dais. 
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Yeshua, Lucifer’s brother and victor, was absent, which was but another 
great insult to his summons. Jeshjuan, Mother’s official representative on 
the council, had moved over to occupy Yeshua’s vacant seat to Father’s 
right.

But what raised Lucifer’s anger to a fiery intensity was whom he saw 
sitting in Jeshjuan’s seat. Michael, called to serve as the new director 
of Earth’s operations, stared back at Lucifer with disdain. Sworn ene-
mies since the election, how Father had found Michael worthy to fill the 
temporary vacancy was beyond Lucifer. But there he was, sitting there 
above him, all smug and self-assured.

Lucifer’s anger empowered his curse, and he pushed the last of his 
waning energy toward the dais. If, by some miracle, his influence worked 
on Father, Lucifer knew there would be nothing stopping him from leav-
ing the accountability session a free man. With his hands clasped firmly 
behind his back, Lucifer concentrated on magnifying the remaining 
power of the cape in one final, concentrated, desperate push to influ-
ence Father and the judges.

The result was tangible. More gasps came from the last few stalwart 
council members, those sitting nearest to Father, who were enjoying 
the benefit of his dampening effect on Lucifer’s work, were now falling 
under his influence. With the last push, every sign, every mark and sym-
bol sewn onto the cape, was glowing with energy.

“See here!” shouted Michael suddenly, as he rose to his feet, hands 
planted firmly on the ornate armrests of his chair. He turned to Father 
and said, “I’ve had quite enough of this! Father, with your permission, I 
will bind and remove this creature from the council chamber.” 

Lucifer grimaced at the interruption and turned to glare hotly at 
Michael. He was filled with raw contempt, but he quickly looked away so 
as not to lose control. But it was too late, the smoky tendrils of influence 
were already retreating away from the judge’s platform and slipping 
back to the council chamber floor. Lucifer wanted to scream at Michael, 
but he dared not speak for fear of losing the last bit of hold he had over 
the council members he’d already conquered.
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Michael had been his finest pupil, his best student, and now he 
was his main enemy. Lucifer pushed again, but was spent. Fatigue and 
failure clawed to the surface of his mind, and still he denied it. I am 
great! Greater even than this council. He looked at Michael and added, 
Curse you and your interference! Curse your treachery in the election! 
You were my brother. You knew my heart, yet you betrayed me! Lucifer 
sighed heavily, and pleaded to himself while abandoning the purpose 
of the cape, I am finished. I am done. I was a fool. I am worth nothing to 
you, Father. Please, just let me go. 

“I recognize your worth, my son,” said Father aloud. For the first 
time, addressing Lucifer directly.

Irritated that Father had read his thoughts, Lucifer faced Father defi-
antly. But before he could reply with a threat or insult, Father added, “I 
did not call you here to insult or belittle you, my son.” His words were 
sweet and soothing, filled with patience and compassion, but neverthe-
less troubling to hear.

Lucifer remembered well the range of Father’s voice. Oh, how he 
had loved to sit at Father’s feet as a young child, learning and growing. 
With a start, Lucifer jerked his head as if to clear his mind of Father’s lov-
ing influence. He quickly suppressed his childhood memories, pushed 
them away to keep them from clouding his mind, and steeled himself 
with more anger. But he knew the fight was over. The last of Lucifer’s 
influence had receded from the seats to pool around the edge of his 
cape. It swirled around his feet like black serpents coiling at the base of 
a dead and rotten tree.

The council members, first the ones nearest Father, and then those 
farthest away, began to awaken from the effects of Lucifer’s influence, 
and stir. They looked about at each other and then to Father with shock 
and surprise. Even though it had only lasted a few minutes, those most 
aware of what Lucifer had attempted, expressed their disgust and called 
for immediate justice.

Father held up his hands to quiet the council, and said, while speak-
ing directly to Lucifer, “Despite your efforts, you are not in contempt 
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here, my son.” He had been right. Father had known all along. The cape 
was a failure. Lucifer looked down at his feet and remained silent. “I’ve 
called you here to account for your actions against your sister. Now tell 
me, why did you attack her?”

“Who am I to account for my sister?” replied Lucifer, looking up con-
fidently, defiantly. Though no longer broadcasting Lucifer’s influence, 
the cape was still active, and it emboldened him to lie.

Lucifer considered another push, maybe just one more, and heard 
someone shout, “Subdue your countenance, this instant!”

It was Michael. Lucifer growled in reply and said, “Come down here 
and make me!”

He hoped to infuriate Michael as much as Michael infuriated him. In 
fact, he’d love to goad Michael into joining him on the council chamber 
floor. The dagger under Lucifer’s cape would flash quickly, and Michael 
would leave the session with a scar, one long remembered.

“Lucifer, please control yourself,” said Father.
Lucifer did as he was bidden, and relaxed his countenance, but only 

so he could speak more calmly to Father. He then said, “I know not what 
you speak of, Father. I did not ask to come here. You . . . summoned 
me. Besides,” he added, while pointing a finger at Michael, “do you 
honestly expect me to remain calm when he attacks me so openly and 
with such disrespect? How can I hope to remain calm under such circum-
stances as this?!”

Michael pointed at Lucifer and said, “You’ve flaunted your evil skills 
here and tried to influence this court. You’re despicable . . . void of 
all light, and I know what you carry at your hip.” Before Lucifer could 
respond to Michael’s rebuke, Michael said, “In the name of Father, I 
stagger your weapons.”

Immediately, the stones and threads on the cape lost their luster as 
if dipped in acid. The cape grew entirely flat and featureless, like a cold 
shadow. Without more than a passing glance at his cape, for that would 
have satisfied Michael, Lucifer didn’t react to the insult, not even when 
the dagger at his hip turned to dust-like energy and faded away. But 
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then, Lucifer lost the last shred of self-composure when he saw Michael 
grin.

He roared, “You dare attack me?!” Lucifer’s face grew red with anger 
as spittle flew from his lips. A long string of obscenities proceeded the 
scream of, “I’ll tear you limb from limb!”

“Enough!” commanded Father, and with a wave of his hand, Lucifer’s 
cape also turned to dust and disappeared entirely. He then added, 
“Michael was justified in using my name, Lucifer. There is no need for 
your tools of darkness here, in this chamber.”

Lucifer looked down and said, “You could have fooled me.” He then 
began to brush cape residue off his finely appointed jacket, seemingly 
unperturbed, though the act did help to calm him. Long ago, back when 
he lived a life of renown in the Realm, Lucifer was described as looking 
like a cross between a college professor and a male model. He’d liked 
that description, but only because he believed looking good was a tool 
to be used for his advantage. As such, he was accustomed to wear-
ing fine clothing, and carefully examined his coat for blemishes out of 
habit. When he’d finished, and after running both hands through his 
thick brown hair, he said, “The cape was only an experiment. Little more 
than a child’s toy, really.”

“An experiment? A toy?” challenged Michael. “You wish to talk your 
way out of this as well?”

“Who are you to question my life . . . my works? You are little more 
than a footnote to my greater contributions to the Realm,” snarled 
Lucifer. He took a step forward while he spoke, eager to engage Michael 
who was still standing, and leaning forward as if to leap down to the 
floor and confront him directly.

But Michael did not jump down to the floor. He simply nodded, as if 
in great sorrow, and said, “I once looked up to you. You were my men-
tor and friend. How can you live with yourself, after all the harm you’ve 
caused?”

“Ah, yes,” replied Lucifer, with a more rigid calm, “a back-stabbing
friend who hid behind Father’s robe during the election. You knew my 
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argument against veiling and consequential agency had merit, yet you 
made me look like a power-hungry usurper.”

“I supported the candidate I thought most worthy of Father’s plan 
for progression,” replied Michael.

“That’s easy to say now that Father has openly declared his support.”
Michael shook his head and said, “You’ve lost your way. Instead of 

conceding the election to the victor . . . as the law dictates . . . you 
turned and embraced darkness. You are not the teacher I once knew. I 
no longer understand you or your ways. I would have never done what 
you did: not after the election; not to this council; and never to Eloise. 
You should be ashamed of yourself.”

“Your words mean nothing to me,” said Lucifer, dismissively. “I pos-
sess an intelligence far greater than anything you can imagine. I don’t 
expect you to keep up with me. You will always be nothing more than 
a student. You know nothing of my reasoning, and you never will. You 
are wrong. If you knew what I knew, you would have made the same 
choices.”   

“You may try and justify your lies to me, but here, before Father?” 
asked Michael, incredulously.

Lucifer’s anger returned in full force, and he swore a new string of 
obscenities at Michael before declaring, “You dare speak to me in such 
an accusatory tone . . . as if you’re worthy to judge me? You are nothing 
to me! Do you think your role for Earth entitles you? I think not!” Lucifer 
puffed out his chest, and with a raised voice yelled, “I’ll crush you under 
my boot heel, you insolent . . .!”

The command, “Peace, be still!” filled the council chamber. It wasn’t 
yelled or spoken in anger, but the words were powerful, complete and 
undeniable. Not one in the council chamber could deny the authority of 
Father’s words. Immediately, Lucifer’s dark tension fled from the cham-
ber, and he dropped to his knees on the floor, head bowed, in absolute 
submission to Father’s will.

He remained crumpled to the floor for several minutes before he 
had sufficient strength to regain his feet, and when he stood, he looked 
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to Father while pointing at Michael, “Please, Father. I cannot face him 
and his insults and hope to remain calm. He is not justified in issuing 
orders.”

“You take orders from no one, it seems, except Mahan,” replied 
Father, though privately, again through mind-speak.

Surprised by Father’s second private communication, Lucifer replied 
in kind, “I was tricked . . . he fooled me.”

“Indeed, you were fooled. Still, you were free to choose. Your 
choices cannot go unanswered,” said Father.

Lucifer looked at Father and replied through mind-speak, “Mahan is 
the one who should be standing here before you, not me.”

Father replied mentally, as a respectful segue, “We must continue 
this conversation openly.” Aloud he said, while still addressing Lucifer, 
“Michael was justified in his rebuke of your acts and weapons. I, alone, 
stand accountable for it.”

When Lucifer refused to speak, Father continued. “Do you not know 
why I summoned you here, my son?”

“You should be thanking me for helping you,” replied Lucifer, using 
the sweetest, most sarcastic tone he could muster. “I’ve done noth-
ing more than resolve an issue of great importance for you. I solidified 
Yeshua’s role in the plan, and exposed Mahan as a terrorist.”

“Lucifer. Please answer the question. Why did I summon you here?” 
repeated Father.

“Eloise,” he replied, flatly. “But more importantly, you summar-
ily rejected the concerns of a third of your people. Now they are my 
responsibility, and I’m just trying to shield them from you and the Verse. 
Yes, . . . I succumbed to Mahan’s deceit and influence. When he told me 
of Eloise’s calling on Earth, how I could benefit from preventing it, I saw 
no better way to escape the tyranny of the Realm. Mahan coerced me 
into attacking her. I was set up from the beginning.”

Father seemed to consider Lucifer’s words for a moment, and 
while he thought, Lucifer saw an unbidden image of the crime scene. 
Sometime during the attack on Eloise, all but a small portion of Lucifer’s 
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light had bled from him as quickly and freely as Eloise’s essence had 
been made to soak into the ground beneath her. Her wounds were 
egregious, and the loss of his light was compensatory in nature. He had, 
in effect, almost killed himself while trying to kill her.

Even Araphel, Lucifer’s Morning Star, had reacted in kind. He 
watched in his mind’s eye as it grew dark and silent. He knew then 
that he was fortunate to retain any fraction of his light. Without any, 
he would have been made entirely forfeit. His fate had been, and 
would be for the foreseeable future, connected to Eloise in a way 
he’d never considered. The reality of it shocked him to his core. How 
could it be?

Lucifer looked at Father and realized that he was entirely at his 
mercy. “What more is there to say?” Lucifer asked, when the vision lifted 
from his mind. He then turned to scan the faces of the council members 
staring down at him. He made eye contact with each of them, daring 
them to consider his position.

Indeed, Lucifer could no more explain his obsession and attack on 
Eloise, than he could his entire life’s work. The vision that Father had 
imprinted upon his mind had also revealed how Mahan had possessed 
Zurell to push the attack to the fourth-degree in hopes of eliminating 
them both.

Lucifer realized that Father knew all of it, that he was not entirely 
responsible for the heinous crime against his sister. But the question 
now was, what did it mean for his defense?

Father opened another private mind-speak channel to Lucifer, and speak channel to Lucifer, and speak
said, “I know your dilemma, but you must account for your own choices. 
You went to him willingly, and you cannot deny your part in the attack.”

Aloud, Father said, after having read the hearts and minds of the 
council members, which was the way of the council, “Lucifer, for the 
crime of Intent to Harm Eloise to the third-degree, and for your part in 
the fourth-degree attack, I pass the following judgment upon you: by 
unanimous vote of this council, you are hereby excommunicated from 
the Order of Light and stripped of your elite status. Your power and 
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authority, associated with your status is no more. You will stand account-
able to the Versal High Court, at their bidding.”

In unison with Father, Jeshjuan and Michael said, “So it is spoken, 
so it is written.”

The entire council repeated the phrase, and Lucifer’s verdict was offi-
cially and unanimously passed. Lucifer was speechless. Losing his elite 
status was not a surprise, but facing Versal Court was, given the circum-
stances. Father knew the truth, and still Lucifer was made to fear losing 
everything.

But then, he forced himself to be calm. Lucifer had anticipated all 
of it, and he was now confident Father’s goal was not reset, at least 
not immediately. He was up to something, but what? Possessing only a 
small fraction of his light meant he was of no use to anyone in the Realm, 
or the Order of Light. But then Mahan treachery entered his mind and 
the anger returned, “What of Mahan and his part in the crime?! How can 
you ignore him?! Will he not stand accountable as well?!”

“His crimes will not be overlooked,” said Father. “He has already 
been summoned by the Verse to account for his part in the attack.”

“Am I then not free of the threat of reset?” asked Lucifer, still angry 
and tense.

“Is that what you desire, or think you deserve?”
“I don’t understand,” said Lucifer. “You wish for me to surrender to 

it?”
“You were once very wise in the ways of light. You cannot serve two 

masters, Lucifer. It is a simple rule.”
“I do not serve Mahan. He is dead to me,” replied Lucifer.
“And I? Am I dead to you as well?” asked Father.
Lucifer rubbed the back of his neck, numb and in shock from the pro-

ceedings. “I don’t know who or what I am anymore,” he said, “Please 
don’t ask me to explain what I think you are to me,” and grew quiet and 
withdrawn.

“Would you like to meet with me in private and discuss your future? 
It’s not wise for you to return to Araphel before we’ve had time to talk.”
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“You’ll allow me to return to Araphel . . . without confinement?” 
asked Lucifer, surprised.

“I see no need to confine you before a Versal hearing,” said Father.
Lucifer nodded and said, “Yes. If you will permit it, I request a con-

tinuation with you . . . in private.”
“Very well,” said Father. “It will be done.”
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TWO

ACCOUNTABILITY

T
he time to formally close the session had arrived. Father stood up 
to better see all faces looking back at him. He took in their expect-

ant and curious looks, their kindness and awe, their wisdom and intel-
ligence. As a body, they were the best and brightest of the Realm, those 
who had served Father well throughout their many callings. They were 
men and women of age and experience. Not quite as old as Father, but 
neither young, all have completed seven or more life-phases of service. 
Age wasn’t a requirement to sit on the Council, but service was, and 
great service could only be achieved over time and thus, experience.

Michael was the youngest in attendance, but senior to more than 
three-quarters of the men and women in the Realm, so he was no young-
ster by Father’s accounting. There were a few council members close to 
Michael’s age, but age was hardly a standard if the service requirements 
were met. The requirements were not some hard and fast policy, written 
down in one of Father’s book. Everyone knew Father’s selection criteria 
for everything. He called as he would because he knew the contribu-
tions of an individual before they knew it themselves. He was, for all 
intents and purposes, absolute in his formula of placing the right person 
in the right job at the right time, or “People, Placement, Progress,” as 
he called it.
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He looked slowly around the chamber, pleased with all their com-
mitted service and support. The darkness Lucifer had pressed upon 
them had been unconventional and entirely unexpected. Father had not 
warned them because to do so would have made them unfairly aware, 
and sometimes it was best to learn from experience, so he’d allowed it 
to happen knowing how it would end. It was a menacing exposure, but 
Father was pleased with their resistance, so much so that he wanted to 
congratulate them.

He couldn’t though, at least not presently. It would clue Lucifer 
to the fact that he’d known about Lucifer’s plans, and he knew Lucifer 
wasn’t ready for that knowledge. Father felt it better Lucifer continued to 
believe he could mask some of his thoughts from Father. It wasn’t mind-
reading, more like seeing their countenance and discerning thoughts. 
When you’d been doing it as long as Father, well, it was easy to do. There 
were very few things he had not seen at least once, and many he’d seen 
countless times.

“Thank you, council members, for attending this most worthy of 
accountability sessions,” said Father. “I appreciate your dedication and 
service, and look forward to our next session. But you may leave us now 
as I will continue this session in private with my counselors. At the con-
clusion of the private session, I will provide the results for your review.”

Lucifer cocked his head and looked at Father, curious about what 
he’d meant when he’d said, “results.” If it was a private meeting, then 
the discussion should remain sealed. Once again, Father was changing 
his pattern, altering the normal procedures. Lucifer’s shoulders sagged 
as he considered the weight of his impending judgment. Apparently, 
Father was going to follow through with a sentence of reset. It was 
the only “results” Lucifer believed applied. His mind reeled with the 
implications of reset, of spiritual death, oblivion of the mind that was, 
the hard-earned intelligence and countless missions of service. A few 
council members were glancing at him, so he straightened his posture, 
determined to remain proud and strong despite his impending fate.
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“Are there any questions from the council before I officially close the 
session?” When no one replied, Father said, “I record this part of the 
council session officially closed, and dismiss you all with my love and 
blessings. Ah’men.”

The attending body of council members stood together, and offered 
a polite bow of respect to Father and his counselors while replying with 
a chorus of ah’mens. Then they began to depart from the chamber 
directly from their seats, jumping away to their various personal destina-
tions, which was perfectly acceptable given the design of the chamber. 
Essentially, there was just one formal way into the chamber, and that 
was for those who’d been summoned. That entry was thought a short 
twenty-foot tunnel that opened into the council chamber on the far wall, 
directly opposite of Father’s seat on the judgment stand.

When summoned, the individual appeared in the tunnel and walked 
out onto the council chamber floor, taking more than twelve paces to 
reach the middle where a plate of purple stone marked the spot for 
reporting. The council chamber was used for other types of sessions, 
but accountability was the most common, and rarely did that account-
ability require a forced summons. The tunnel also afforded the person 
summoned a moment to collect their thoughts before facing the council.

The stands where the council sat were inaccessible from the coun-
cil floor. The ten-foot stone wall, topped with a short rail that circled 
the entire chamber, meant the person appearing had to stand in the 
middle to be seen by everyone in the stands. Only Father, and those 
to either side of him on the judge’s platform, could see the entire floor 
without standing.

When Father stood to bid the Council farewell, Jeshjuan and Michael 
stood with him, and remained standing until the last of the council mem-
bers left. Only Nathaniel remained, the Council’s Sergeant at Arms, after 
having been delayed by Father for a brief word. As the two talked qui-
etly together, Jeshjuan and Michael looked at each other, nodded once, 
and then sat down together.
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Lucifer snorted at the display. Jeshjuan cued Michael to the proto-
cols of the Council because Michael was still new to them. But that’s now 
why Lucifer snorted. He snorted because Michael had no business even 
being on the judge’s platform. He certainly doesn’t have any business 
judging me, thought Lucifer. All because Yeshua was absent.

Since the election, he’d been away, out visiting the neighboring 
Realms, speaking to council members of the Versal Council, and sell-
ing the attributes of Father’s plans for Earth to the Verse. Because the 
judging platform always required three, Father had apparently elevated 
Michael to fill Jeshjuan’s seat when Jeshjuan moved up to fill Yeshua’s. 
The rub for Lucifer was that Michael was even present. He had no busi-
ness being there, let alone on the stand with Father. He’d had done 
nothing to earn such a huge honor and responsibility. Lucifer reasoned 
Father brought in Michael to insult, humiliate and torment him.

While Father spoke with Nathaniel, Lucifer stared at Michael and 
Jeshjuan, and they stared back. No one spoke while Father talked qui-
etly to the cherubim commander. A minute later, when Jeshjuan was 
apparently confident that Father would continue talking with Nathaniel, 
he reached down and brought up a large book and began reading from 
it. Michael, however, continued to stare at Lucifer. Contempt was etched 
on his face, and Lucifer wanted to leap the wall and slap him.

But Lucifer also noticed something strange about Michael’s counte-
nance and hard expression. It looked a little forced, as if he maybe didn’t 
like sitting on the stand, which surprised Lucifer. Everyone wanted to sit 
next to Father. Indeed, all the rising stars longed for an opportunity to 
be near Father, wherever he worked. To develop an understanding of 
the inner workings of the Realm, even if only for a few short minutes, was 
a distinct opportunity. Lucifer knew because that’s how he’d progressed 
and earned his elite standing in the Order of Light

Lucifer looked back to Father to shake off Michael’s stare, and caught 
Nathaniel doing the same with him. He assumed Father was talking to 
Nathaniel about him, and he subdued the impulse to yell, “What are 
you looking at?” But he had no quarrel with Nathaniel. If anything, it was 
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the other way around. Besides, arguing with Nathaniel would only anger 
Father, and right now, Lucifer had no desire to further anger Father, 
especially before his judgment was read.

Finally, Michael was no longer staring at him. He now looked lost 
in his thoughts, and Lucifer wondered what was going on in his mind. 
He was hiding something, to be sure, but Lucifer had no idea what that 
could be. Maybe he was nervous about his new calling. Being called 
as Director of Earth was no small thing. Still, Lucifer thought it a waste, 
the entire project. Maybe Father chose Michael because if it did fail, 
Michael could be blamed for it.

But Lucifer knew that Father didn’t make mistakes. When he called 
someone to a mission, it was for a reason, and that person rarely declined 
his personal invitation to serve. They trusted Father, but mainly because 
he was always right. For that reason, elites from around the Verse trav-
elled to the Realm in response to Father’s call to serve.

There was no one better to serve and learn from in all the Verse than 
Father. Like many of the elites who answered his calls, he was also a rising 
star, destined soon to sit on the Versal High Council as the High Judge 
and ruler of the Verse. When Earth was complete, and Yeshua proven 
worthy through sacrifice, then he too would ascend and fill Father’s seat 
in the Realm. It meant Earth was significate on many levels, all of which 
irked Lucifer to no end.

Father’s one weakness, at least from Lucifer’s perspective, was that 
he never gave up on his children, especially his lost ones. Lucifer didn’t 
consider himself a “lost one,” at least in the traditional sense of the 
word. He saw himself more as a dark one, or one who preferred dark-
ness to light. Therefore, he didn’t want to be treated as another rescue. 
He just wanted to be left alone. Lucifer also reasoned that Father’s weak-
ness for lost causes would serve him. It might even help him avoid being 
reset.

Finally, after staring at Michael for what seemed like hours, Lucifer 
decided he didn’t care about him anymore. He wouldn’t let Michael 
aggravate him. He was nothing, little more than a simple nuisance. 
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Besides, reacting to Michael made it a victory to him. There was noth-
ing Michael could do that would upset him if he remembered who he 
was, an elite, and he’d been a great one at that, greater than anything 
Michael would become.

When Nathaniel jumped away, Father turned to Lucifer and said, 
“Thank you for your patience.”

“My pleasure,” said Lucifer, flatly.
Father resumed his seat, and after adjusting his robes, said, “So 

tell me, my son, why did you attack Eloise? And no excuses or blame, 
please. I want your truthful answer.”

Michael snorted and said softly, as if a whisper, but still loud enough 
for Lucifer to hear, “Surely you jest, Father. There is no truth in him.”

Lucifer bristled at Michaels taunt, but managed to remain composed 
enough to politely say, “Father, if you wish for me to remain calm, please 
instruct Michael to keep his mouth shut.”

Father turned to Michael, and Michael shrugged and said, “I have 
no issue with his request, Father. I have nothing more to say to him, and 
wish there was nothing more to hear. I am tired of his lies.”

Father turned to Lucifer. “If you believe Michael’s silence will bring 
you peace, then so be it. He will remain quiet and respectful. Now then, 
please answer the question.”

“I know you said not to cast blame, but there is plenty to cast around. 
I was not the only one who attacked . . . her, nor was it my plan alone. I 
was tricked into it, coerced even. Mahan is the one who should be here, 
standing accountable before you, not me.”

“Did you not swear an oath to him?” said Father.
“I was deceived,” reiterated Lucifer.
“But you did swear an oath to him,” said Father, “and no small one 

at that. And in that oath, you committed to a darkness deeper than any-
thing you’d ever before studied. When did you move from curiosity to 
application?” When Lucifer didn’t answer, Father added, “Did you think 
to test all the dark theories you discovered, and that not one of them 
would affect you, or even those closest to you?”
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Lucifer assumed Father believed he knew everything about him, 
about what he’d done from the beginning, but Father didn’t seem to 
understand the root of Lucifer’s motivations, what actually drove him 
from the light, which meant Father didn’t know him at all. If Father knew 
that, he wouldn’t be asking questions at all. Indeed, if Father knew why 
Lucifer turned to darkness, then maybe he wouldn’t even be standing 
here. Father was as much to blame for it as Mahan. Attack or no attack, 
Lucifer went to Mahan because Father wouldn’t help him recover his 
pair-mate.

But Father wasn’t asking why Lucifer went to Mahan, he was asking 
why Lucifer had attacked and harmed Eloise, and that was a much more 
challenging question to answer because he didn’t really understand it 
himself. He’d done. He was there. But he didn’t understand it. It was like 
his mind was in a fog. At first, he believed he had wanted her, but that 
desire came suddenly and out of nowhere. It had happened sometime 
after he’d lost his own pair-mate, which he believed intensified his desire 
for Eloise as a reasonable substitution. But it didn’t explain where the 
desire for her came from. She was beautiful, smart, glorious, and all the 
things he loved about his former pair-mate, but she wasn’t his to covet.

When he’d looked back on his time, long before the attack, Lucifer 
didn’t remember having any feelings for Eloise; even when they were 
young, when the strongest of pair-mate bonds were usually formed. 
She had already been betrothed to Nathaniel, and when they came of 
age, they were bonded by Father. Such pair-bonds were never broken 
save through reset alone. It was said that Father only joined couples 
who were compatible in eternal love, and because Father could see the 
round, there was no mistaking the truth of a pair-bond once he’d sealed 
it. Lucifer enjoyed such a pair-bond with his mate, but it had failed. She 
was lost to him, and it was Father’s fault. He had broken up what he had 
sealed.

After many long hours of self-reflection, Lucifer concluded that his 
desire for Eloise must have stemmed from some kind of curse Mahan 
set upon him. It was the only thing that made sense. Mahan used that 
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curse to first interest Lucifer in Eloise, and then motivated him to attack 
her. It was the only explanation that made sense. Mahan used him to 
eliminate Eloise, and set him up to be captured and held accountable 
for it. He’d been manipulated to serve as Mahan’s hit man. Lucifer never 
meant to eliminate her to a degree that would require his reset, or hers, 
but he had been there. He led the attack. Something more terrible had 
happened.

When Lucifer was satisfied with his attack on Eloise, his captains, 
both loyal henchmen, wanted a turn with her. Zurell was the last, and the 
worst. Against the plan, and much to Lucifer’s horror, Zurell pushed the 
attack to the fourth-degree. In that moment, before they were discov-
ered and fled, Lucifer saw the eyes of Mahan working through Zurell. He 
knew then that they’d been set up.

Lucifer didn’t know exactly how it happened, possession most likely, 
which was highly illegal, but Zurell was gone, pushed to the rear, and 
Mahan was there, acting in his place. All Lucifer could do was watch as 
Mahan pushed the attack beyond a reasonable degree of recovery. And in 
that moment, Lucifer knew that he’d been set up, that he alone would be 
held accountable for the attack. Everything he’d worked so hard to earn 
was in jeopardy of absolute oblivion. And Lucifer thought he’d literally felt 
the shift of light within him. He’d effectively removed himself from light and 
a Versal eternity therein. For the first time in his long existence, he didn’t 
know what to do.

After the attack, he’d returned to the Outlands, but something had 
changed. He’d lost a bit of his light every time he’d met with Mahan, but 
the attack had stripped all but the last of it from him. His once bright and 
glorious Morning Star had become little more than a dead and silent 
rock, thrust out beyond the Outlands where space was cold, dark and 
silent. However, it was still home for him and his followers, and where 
he’d been when summoned to appear.

Lucifer didn’t know if Mahan would face accountability for his part 
in the crime, but hoped he would. If anyone deserved to be reset, it 
was him. If he wasn’t so angry about how everything turned out, he 
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might consider throwing himself upon Father’s feet and beg for mercy. 
But it was revenge Lucifer wanted, and freedom from Father’s binding 
laws. He wasn’t in the mood for bargaining beyond his continued exis-
tence, and he didn’t believe such bargaining was necessary, not when 
everything about the meeting seemed out of the ordinary. Now that 
the cape failed him, he’d save the best of his defense for the Versal 
High Court.

“I . . . I don’t know what came over me,” he managed to say. “I 
would add that Mahan used me, but that dissatisfies your request for 
personal responsibility. But you know him, Father. The Versal Opposer is 
crafty and wise, I fell victim to his deceit.”

Michael coughed loudly.
Lucifer ignored it and kept his eyes firmly on Father, lest he lose his 

last vestige of self-control.
“I would not call him wise,” said Father, “but he most certainly is 

crafty. However, you made a choice and now stand accountable for it, 
as Mahan will stand accountable for his part. But it was not wise for you 
to go to him, Lucifer.”

“I agree, but that knowledge is of little use to me now,” replied 
Lucifer. He wanted to challenge Father on his part in it, how he’d 
forced Lucifer’s hand to seek Mahan’s help, but he didn’t. It was an argu-
ment Lucifer planned to use when he was standing before the Versal 
court to request clemency for being reset.

“Do you serve him still?” said Father.
“What? Surely not, Father. I serve only you,” replied Lucifer with a 

deep bow, followed by a complex flourish of hand movements to accen-
tuate what he hoped would be taken as genuine respect.

Michael coughed again, this time much louder. Lucifer glared at him 
for a moment before looking at Father. “I sense there’s more to this 
accountability hearing than my attack on Eloise. Is it because I led away 
so many of your children?

“Hardly,” said Father, “though you know it pains me.”
“Because I rebelled against your plan?” he asked.
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“You opposed the plan within the limits of the law. I have no com-
plaint over it.”

“Then there is nothing more to say,” replied Lucifer. “I’ve done 
nothing to deserve this accountability.”

“My son, do you think to deceive me in my own house? Do you 
think that you might bring about calamity to the Realm and not stand 
accountable for your many dark choices?”

“Many?” asked Lucifer.
“Yes. Many,” replied Father. “They are numbered in this book,” he 

added, pointing to the book sitting on Jeshjuan’s lap. “Would you like 
me to read them?”

Lucifer shook his head, seething with anger and barely able to hold 
his tongue. “It was you!” he wanted to scream at Father. “It was you 
who led me here through Mahan! It was you who stole from me the only 
person I ever loved! It was you who set the impossible and unrealistic 
conditions on existence with veils and agency! It was you who made sac-
rifice the only payment for advancement!” But aloud and calmly, though 
seething below the surface, Lucifer said, “I didn’t think it would come to 
this. My apologies.”

“An apology will not reconcile your acts. You anticipated this hear-
ing, which means you were aware of the potential consequences.”

“I never . . .”
Father held up a hand to stop Lucifer. “You brought your dark prod-

ucts here, into my council chamber, and tried to sway the minds of the 
council members through dark influence.”

“The cape was Mahan’s idea,” declared Lucifer.
Father narrowed his eyes and said, “You made it . . . no doubt with 

his help, but it was yours to use.” Father sighed and said, “Now then, 
for the record, tell us why you attacked your sister?”

Lucifer wondered why Father remained so focused on Eloise, espe-
cially when there were mitigating circumstances relating to the attack, or 
at least those involved. Father already admitted to knowing Mahan was 
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culpable, if not responsible, so why he continued to press Lucifer for an 
explanation was both curious and a little disconcerting.

“I’m asking,” replied Father through mind-speak, “because I want 
to know what Mahan knows about her mission.”

Lucifer could feel Father’s anger, which was not outwardly apparent 
but definitely present, just below the surface of his overarching love and 
patience. Such feelings were always much more apparent and direct 
when communicating through mind-speak, and for the first time since 
arriving, Lucifer was worried for his future. “Tell me what you know of her 
threat, and no more games,” said Father.

With a discernable flinch, as if he’d been slapped, Lucifer looked 
up at Father and replied aloud, “I see that you are beyond deception.”

“Hear, hear, and ah’men,” said Michael in an apparently uncontrolled 
outburst. This time, Father and Lucifer both turned to look at Michael, 
who promptly stood up and bowed in apology. “Forgive me, Father. It’s 
just that I didn’t believe I’d ever hear such words from his lips.”his lips.”his

Father ignored the interruption and said, “Continue, please,” with 
a nod to Lucifer.

“You are indeed greater than Mahan. I never assumed he was more 
powerful than you. I wished only to unburden myself from the Realm 
and appeal to his . . . assistance, in a personal matter. I thought he could 
help me. I realize now that he is a diabolical, self-serving fiend. I have 
learned my lesson, I assure you.”

Lucifer took a short but meaningful step closer to Father and added, 
“I did not attack her to prevent her mission. I don’t even know what her 
mission was. I know nothing more than anyone else in the Realm.”

Lucifer saw Michael and Jeshjuan exchange a quick, rueful look, and 
he despised them for their arrogance. He wanted to hurt them, but he 
quickly cleared his mind. It disturbed Lucifer that Father could so easily 
read his thoughts, and he didn’t want to be called out on his feelings 
toward his brothers, not when his life was set in the balance.

“Come now. You know more than that,” replied Father.
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Lucifer nodded and said, “All I know is that her mission is singular in 
scope, and that it will serve the Verse, but that is all.”

Father nodded and said, while turning to Jeshjuan, “We’re not the 
only ones interested in Eloise’s mission.”

Lucifer shrugged and said, “Mahan believes she poses a threat to 
the status quo. Not to him personally, or to the Dark Order, but a threat 
just the same. He finds it interesting that you have included her in your 
plans for Earth. I believe he wishes her eliminated for political reasons, 
not personal.”

“But it’s personal for you, is it not?” asked Father.
“I was an instrument for his purpose of destruction, but no more 

than Nathaniel is the instrument of yours.”
“You compare me to Mahan and yourself to Nathaniel?” asked 

Father, somewhat amused.
“What? No. My apologies, Father. I meant only to say that her elimi-

nation was relative to your orders for the Order of Light. It is well known 
that Nathaniel is your instrument of destruction, as I was Mahan’s.”

Father sighed and said, “Your persistent comparison to Nathaniel 
is interesting but entirely unrelated and irrelevant. Nathaniel was called 
to resolve issues of justice for me, and he is sanctioned by my word. By 
comparison, he will not be made to stand accountable for his actions 
because those actions are, in fact, my actions. You were not called to 
resolve justice for Mahan, nor does Mahan have any claim for justice. 
You were also not a member of the Dark Order when you carried out 
your attack. There is no justification for the attack, not by me, and 
not by the Verse. But I ask you this; do you believe Mahan wants you
eliminated?”

“I believe he does . . . yes,” replied Lucifer.
“And why is that?”
“I’m not entirely clear on that, but I believe he might see me as a 

threat,” replied Lucifer.
“He sees you as a threat. Do you know why?” said Father, curious 

with Lucifer’s persistent refusal to engage the truth.
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Indeed, he had several ideas, but none of them made strategic 
sense. Lucifer was neither interested in the Dark Order, or in being the 
Versal Opposer. That alone was enough to warrant peace on his behalf. 
Sure, when he first dallied in darkness the thought to usurp Mahan had 
crossed his mind, but after learning more of it, of them, he lost interest. 
When it came to tradition and protocols, they were worse than the Order 
of Light. The way he saw it, he was finished with both orders. Something 
in the middle, between the two of them, now that interested Lucifer. The 
only logical things that made sense to Lucifer was Mahan wanted Eloise 
eliminated, and he’d needed Lucifer to carry it out and insulate himself 
from accountability. He looked at Father and said, “Honestly, I do not 
know why.”

“Very well,” said Father, “then let’s return to the matter of your sis-
ter, and high-standing elite in the Order of Light”

“I know this might sound contrary, Father, but I didn’t intend for the 
attack to . . . damage her so severely. I . . . I love her, and . . .”

“You love her?!” interrupted Jeshjuan. “You know nothing of love if 
you think pain and torture are its attributes.”

Lucifer looked like he was about to scream at Jeshjuan, and Father 
quickly held up a hand and said, “Order . . . please . . . gentlemen.” 
When the mood of contention dissipated, Father said, “I can’t help but 
agree with Jeshjuan in this. There is contradiction to such a declaration 
as yours for your sister.”

Then quickly in mind speak, Father said to Jeshjuan and Michael, 
“He responds to the curse, the cloak of burden Eloise was made to bear 
in response to the Verse’s requirement for her mission of validation. As 
you know, Lucifer is not the first to succumb to it. So please, let’s hear 
him out without further interruptions.”

“Yes, Father,” replied the two men respectively through Father’s 
open mind-speak channel.speak channel.speak

Jeshjuan and Michael were, like Lucifer, familiar with that method 
of communication with Father, and they knew not to display an obvi-
ous outward appearance that they were engaged in silent conversation. 
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Though effective and, at times, necessary, that method of communica-
tion was much less common than those in the Realm realized. Father 
was the only one who could open a mind-speak channel, and he didn’t speak channel, and he didn’t speak
use it often because he preferred face-to-face conversations. But no one 
really knew how much Father used it except Father. It was a privilege of 
his calling.

“Please, explain your feelings,” said Father aloud, as he studied 
Lucifer intently.

Lucifer considered the implications of mentioning his belief that 
Mahan had cursed him to have an unnatural attraction to her, but 
again, he decided to reserve that argument for the Versal reset hear-
ing. Instead, he said to Father, “I want her, but she doesn’t want me. 
She doesn’t understand that I’m the only one who can make her happy. 
I didn’t want to eliminate her. I didn’t want the attack to go beyond 
the third-degree. She belongs to me. I’ve earned the right to be with 
her . . . we deserve each other . . .” Lucifer abruptly stopped speaking, 
aware that he’d allowed his mouth to run away from him. He turned 
away, momentarily embarrassed by the display of weakness, before 
turning back to face Father with defiance. He’d said what he’d said. 
There was no denying his want for her. He hated it, but was helpless to 
control it.

Apparently, it was the answer Father was expecting, because he said 
to Lucifer, “Thank you. Now then, how do you respond to the crime, one 
that demands justice, one deserving of reset?”

Even though he’d expected it, hearing the threat from Father filled 
Lucifer’s mind with dread. It was one thing to think about it himself, 
another entirely to hear Father’s threat of judgment. With one simple 
process of energy release, the entire complex composition that was his 
mind, his intelligence, his soul, would be wiped clean and reborn as 
someone new. Everything he had done, all his work and service, would 
be nothing more than a memory. He would be forever lost, never again 
to contribute to the progression of the Realm of the Verse. Erased. 
Oblivion. Lucifer would be no more. Lucifer steeled himself and said, 
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“This is more than a simple matter of guilt and innocence,” replied 
Lucifer. “You know what happened, and yet you still make me stand 
accountable!”

“Your answer, please,” insisted Father.
Angry that Father didn’t seem to care about his continued exis-

tence, or that Mahan had played a significant part in his fall, Lucifer grew 
instantly angry. He began to scream. His face turned red and spittle flew 
from his mouth, “You must have known about the attack before it hap-
pened! You let it happen! You wanted me to fall from grace! Why?! Why 
did you allow me to commit such a crime?!”

“You believe me culpable?” said Father.
“It’s your Realm!” yelled Lucifer. He was beginning to calm from the 

outburst, but just a little. “You’ve used me from the beginning, as did 
Mahan. There is no fair justice in this Realm if I am to stand accountable 
for the crimes of others!” he spat. “Where was my protection, my ben-
efit of mercy?”

“While it is true that I can see the round, it does not mean I’m free, 
or even capable, of seeing all things. There are laws of access involved, 
parameters even, that define the limits of my sight and involvement. But 
I need not explain it to you. You are well versed in the laws of agency. You 
also know that I support growth through learning, and learning through 
trial, sacrifice, and service. If I endorsed or opposed every action here, 
every argument, campaign, or movement within the Realm, I would be 
no different than Mahan. I will not make choices for my children. They 
must choose and learn for themselves. Even you . . . especially you, 
Lucifer. It’s why I remained entirely neutral during the election. Do you 
not see the purpose of it, my son? Have you forgotten all that you have 
learned from your service to me?”

“But if you truly loved me . . . if you loved Eloise . . . you would have 
stopped me,” Lucifer said, while dropping to his knees and lowering 
his head slowly to the floor. He was completely drained from the ses-
sion, and found he didn’t have the strength to argue any further. With 
his face buried in his hands, he added, “You never found my service 
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and sacrifice sufficient. I now, I can never hope to achieve a return to 
glory . . . I am dead.”

“Perhaps you could recompense your sins by leading your followers 
back to Father,” said Jeshjuan, compassionately.

Lucifer jerked his head up and glared at Jeshjuan. “You have no 
voice here,” he said. “Of course, everything looks bright and white from 
your perspective. Besides, they exercised their right of choice. They can your perspective. Besides, they exercised their right of choice. They can your
do it again if they desire, though I believe they are as fed up with the 
veils and consequential agency as I am.”

“But you influenced them away, brother. Surely, you could help influ-
ence them back,” said Jeshjuan.

“You’re a fool,” replied Lucifer, as he regained his feet. “Why do you 
think my argument appealed to so many? It’s because they’re scared . . . 
afraid of failing and not being able to live up to Father’s exacting stan-
dards. They’re worried about agency on a world where knowledge of 
their God will be hidden from their senses.”

Lucifer looked to Father and continued, “They’re worried that, even 
if Yeshua can manage his sacrifice and resurrection, they’ll be aban-
doned, unable to ascribe themselves to the promise of salvation . . . of 
having to pay more than anyone else. The cost is too great.”

“We know your follower’s feelings on this. They chose to follow you 
and your skewed and dark perspective. You are responsible for their 
departure. You should have stayed and supported the election results. 
Instead, you rebelled, and in the process of your rebellion, you led so 
many away. You broke up families, threatened relationships, and killed 
friendships. Your choice was made their choice. They are in exile with their choice. They are in exile with their
you because of you,” replied Jeshjuan.

“I am tired and have no further patience for your ignorance. Father, 
can you please also command Jeshjuan to shut his mouth?”

“Do you know why you are tired, my son?” asked Father, ignoring 
Lucifer’s rudeness.

Lucifer shook his head ever so slightly, so Father continued. “The 
purposes of the veils are many, but for you they were designed to 
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support learning by degree. You denied yourself the necessary time to 
absorb what you’d learned during each life phase, and to rest. It’s begin-
ning to take a toll on you, Lucifer. You retained your intelligence and 
enjoyed other advantages, and you hid it well from the others, but you 
also denied yourself the necessary time to review and heal between 
phases. The consequences of ignoring the veils are grave. There are no 
shortcuts to achieving great glory, my son.”

“I hear your words,” said Lucifer, sounding tired. He wanted the 
hearing to end, and no longer cared about the outcome.

“Do you?” asked Father. “Perhaps in theory, but certainly not in 
practice. To ignore a single veil is costly, and you have done it many 
times. Do you not see how that relates to Mahan, and his desire for 
power at any cost?”

“What!? If you knew this . . . if you knew that I was passing the veils 
to my detriment, again, why didn’t you stop me!? Or at least counsel 
me?” moaned Lucifer, exasperated.

Father nodded and said, “It is not in your nature to be restrained, or 
even guided, unless you seek after it,” replied Father, though tenderly. 
“Lucifer, my son, I’ve watched you closely, but it’s no accident that I dis-
tanced myself from you. But there is much more than veils and agency 
we need to discuss. However, we must first address the formal require-
ments of this hearing. Jeshjuan, please read the charge as it is written.”

With the book already open on his lap, Jeshjuan read with a smooth, 
deep voice that filled the entire council chamber without effort, “Lucifer, 
you were summoned here to face the charge of Intent to Harm to 
the fourth-degree against a High Daughter of the Realm and Elite in 
the Order of Light, Eloise, your sister. You also stand accountable for the 
contract she was thereafter unable to fulfill due to your crime. If found 
guilty of the charge, it will be forwarded to the Versal Court for final 
disposition. There, they will consider your argument and rule on the 
sentence. How do you plead?”

Lucifer heard, “Cast your burdens at my feet,” but he was too tired 
to tell how the words were delivered, aloud or silently, to his mind. 
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Lucifer looked up at Father to see if he had spoken them. When Lucifer 
saw Father’s face, he knew Father meant what he’d said, but Lucifer 
didn’t understand why, or even how. “You don’t want what I hold, or 
have become,” whispered Lucifer.

“There’s much more at stake here than you realize, my son,” said 
Father through mind-speak. “But we will talk more about it later. For 
now, please, enter a formal plea so we can conclude this meeting. There 
is work to be done, and I’m eager to begin.”

“Is there hope for me . . . a respite?” asked Lucifer, through Father’s 
now fading mind-speak channel.speak channel.speak

When the private communications link was completely closed, 
Lucifer heard Father say aloud, “Your plea, my son.”

Lucifer said aloud, “Is there any hope for me?”
“Would that be the same hope you offered Eloise,” said Michael, 

not as a challenge, but neither were his words tender.
“Father, can we not speak privately?” asked Lucifer. “I do not wish to 

state my plea here, before him,” said Lucifer, again pointing at Michael.
“First, we must close this session for the record,” said Father. “Your 

brothers do not hate you, Lucifer. But they do represent the Realm in the 
law. We must record your plea.”

“Can I summon my aide, Dege, so that I might present more evi-
dence on my behalf?”

“No further evidence is needed,” said Father. “We have weighed 
all the facts.”

“Does not my fate, and all that I’ve accomplished prior to this hear-
ing, not also deserve fair and adequate consideration?” remarked Lucifer.

“I will not argue this point with you any further. You will be allowed 
to appeal the verdict at the appropriate time. Until then, you must enter 
your plea, or the evidence will be left to stand uncontested.”

“I have done nothing to deserve this!” declared Lucifer.
“Will your lies never cease?” snapped Michael in reply.
“You are the only lie present,” replied Lucifer with venom. “You 

think yourself better than me? Even in excommunication, I am still more 
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glorious than you.” He then faced Father and said, “You are making a 
mistake by elevating this man.”

“Nevertheless, it is the choice I have made,” said Father.
Father opened another mind-speak channel to Michael and speak channel to Michael and speak

Jeshjuan, and said, “Do you see it now? He is well suited for the role 
of Opposer for Earth? He is resilient and defiant . . . the best choice for 
such a difficult calling.”

Michael replied in like method, “I don’t know, Father. I don’t think he 
can get past his anger. It makes him rash and unpredictable.”

“I have shown you enough of his round to see that he’s the best 
and therefore the only choice,” said Father. “Now we need to help him 
reach the same conclusion. If he doesn’t, then we have the threat of 
reset as a motivation, but I do not believe in threats. It’s far more effec-
tive to show the consequences of choices than it is to threaten.” While 
still looking at Lucifer, Father continued, “I thank you both for your help 
with this matter. But remember, Lucifer cannot learn that we are sympa-
thetic to his course. It would ruin everything.”

“Eloise should not have been sacrificed in such a way,” added 
Jeshjuan.

“That hurt me more than you know,” said Father. “But she will not 
be the first to sacrifice for the sake of the plan. Still, despite her ravaged 
body, she’s strong . . . my beloved daughter. Her course was changed 
only slightly by his attack. Not enough to endanger it, or her, from com-
pleting her mission. She will recover. All is moving forward according to 
plan.”

Both men replied their acknowledgement to Father’s words through 
mind-speak, but Michael added, “Certain periods of Lucifer’s time were 
blocked to us. I think we should resolve those blank periods through 
gaming . . . to better predict the plan’s course and set up appropriate 
influences for the sake of balance. I think we should delay his Versal 
hearing for as long as possible.”

“There’ll be no need for that,” replied Father. “I’ll meet with him 
after this session. I’m confident he’ll agree to oppose, so here will be no 
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appeal because I will not issue a verdict. His service as Opposer will put 
him on a path of recompense that no other path could hope to accom-
plish. It will satiate his hunger for darkness, and through it he’ll learn that 
he’d been wrong to embrace it.”

“Will it be enough to bring him back to the light?” asked Jeshjuan.
“Only time will tell,” said Father.
“And Eloise?” persisted Jeshjuan. “I worry that she will not be able 

to endure time on Earth. Her physical life will be very difficult under 
Lucifer’s influence. And the Dark Order knows about her. They will all try 
and convince her to end her own life.”

“The contract that binds me, also binds the Verse and everyone in it. 
She will not fail. She cannot fail,” said Father, somberly.

“How long must her curse endure?” Michael asked.
“Yes,” said Father. “There is that. When she reunites with Nathaniel, 

that matter will also be resolved.”
Michael sighed, and replied to Father through mind-speak, “I sup-

port your choice in Lucifer.”
“I too, support it,” added Jeshjuan.
“Excellent,” replied Father in kind. “Earth will be home to the best 

and worst of the Realm. I feel your surprise at those words, but I say 
worst only because there are some still with us in the Realm who have 
aligned to Lucifer and other dark desires. When they are given physical 
bodies, they will be quick to turn their brothers and sisters against us.”

Both men acknowledged Father’s comments; they knew the plan 
and its many intricacies very well. Father continued by saying, “For 
Lucifer to return to us, he must first reach his lowest point. And that will 
not be a pleasant thing to witness. There is also the matter of his valida-
tion. The Verse will be watching him . . . watching all of us in regards to 
Earth, very closely.”

“Is he to be Aleric?” asked Jeshjuan. Father had not yet shared that 
strategy with them, and it surprised them both.

“I’ve not been permitted to see it, but I feel its Lucifer’s best path 
for redemption. I’m not convinced the Verse even knows his outcome. 
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But be that as it may, we must do what we can to assist him on his path. 
I’ve seen the other . . . candidates, and they are not good for the Verse. 
We don’t need more of the same darkness. What we need is innovation, 
something new and more balanced. I believe Lucifer’s our best hope. 
But I’m also forced to submit a second candidate, one who’ll be given 
time to oppose when Lucifer steps down.”

“The Anti-Christ,” said Michael.
“Yes. The physical opposer for Earth,” added Father.
“Lucifer’s staring at us. He knows we’re talking privately about him,” 

said Michael.
“I have stopped time, so he will not notice the lapse,” said Father. 

“But let’s conclude this session and withdraw. Are we aligned, my sons, 
my friends, my counselors?” asked Father.

“Yes, Father,” replied Michael.
“Yes,” replied Jeshjuan. “We are of one mind.”
“But if he says no to being the Opposer?” asked Michael, before 

Father was able to close the private channel of communications.
“He won’t. He’ll not sacrifice his continued existence to avoid the 

calling. He might not like it, but he’ll agree to be the Opposer,” said 
Father, patiently.

“I understand the need for opposition on Earth, but why facilitate 
Mahan’s replacement when their dark methods are already known to 
us? I mean, we can handle the Dark Order as it is. Doesn’t planning for 
Lucifer as Aleric come with great risk?”

“The consequence of Lucifer not being Aleric is much worse. I’ve 
seen what the others bring. We do not want more of the same, or worse 
than the same. The Verse needs Lucifer more than they realize. We just 
have to show them the truth of it.”

“For Mahan to attempt such a calculated attack on Eloise, to manip-
ulate Lucifer even, means there’s an informant on this Council,” added 
Jeshjuan.

“It does,” replied Father, “and the informant is known to us. We 
allow intelligence to reach the Dark Order as we may. But rest assured, 
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everything is proceeding according to plan. Michael, I ask that you con-
tinue to encourage your brother toward anger by openly declaring your 
opposition toward him in every way. Though I know it pains you, you’ve 
done very well thus far. I need you to continue to be the target of his 
wrath, and turn Lucifer away from Yeshua.”

“Yes, Father.”
“In a few minutes, I will take Lucifer to my fountain for a personal 

conversation. I will brief you on the results of the meeting when it con-
cludes. Until then, I thank you for your service.”

Both men replied their thanks and Father closed the private chan-
nel before repeating the last phrase he’d spoken before carrying on the 
private conversation with Jeshjuan and Michael. “Nevertheless, it is the 
choice I have made,” said Father.

Lucifer shrugged and said, “I hope you don’t come to regret it.”
“Your plea, my son.”
“Not guilty,” snapped Lucifer, quickly and clearly.
“Very well,” replied Father. He then turned and nodded for Jeshjuan 

to continue.
“Let the record stand that Lucifer, the former Son of the Morning 

Star, entered a plea of, not guilty for his crimes against Eloise,” declared not guilty for his crimes against Eloise,” declared not guilty
Jeshjuan. He then pressed his finger against the open page of the book 
and handed it to Father. Father made his own mark and handed the 
book to Michael, who then also signed in it in like fashion. When Michael 
had finished, he closed the book and rested it on his lap.

Father stood up and said, “Gentlemen, this meeting is now officially 
closed. You have your instructions,” he said, while turning individually 
to first Michael and then Jeshjuan, who stood to shake Father’s hand. 
Father smiled kindly to both and said, “Adieu,” and he was gone before 
they could reply, taking Lucifer with him to their private meeting place.
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Three

PRIVATE CONFERENCE

N
ow that they were alone, Lucifer paused to take in the scene of the 
surrounding courtyard, to feel it more completely, the energy of 

it. Tall stone columns, carved from fine, pearlescent white stone, sup-
ported an exquisite pergola crafted from the same material, which 
wrapped around the top of the inner courtyard wall and spread halfway 
toward the center, near the fountain, to leave a wide, heavenly view of 
the sky and stars above. The fountain, also of exquisite craftsmanship, 
splashed and gurgled politely as it filled the elevated pool that was its 
base. The edge around the pool, wide and comfortable to sit upon, 
offered another option to relax and enjoy the courtyard.

There were three other long benches, like the one Father had been 
sitting upon, stationed around the courtyard on opposite sides of the 
fountain. They were bracketed by lush flowering shrubs that grew along 
the inner wall, and added depth to the open arched windows and door-
ways that formed the courtyard’s comfortable boundary. The same white 
stone, used to construct the columns, pergola and fountain, also lined 
the floor at his feet. Though Lucifer didn’t realize it, the boots that he 
wore had hard heels but they made no sound on the floor tiles as he 
walked up to greet Father.
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The courtyard was a very pleasant and private setting even with its 
generous openness. There was something intimately familiar about it to 
Lucifer, though he didn’t recognize how or why. Maybe it was being so 
near to Father again. He didn’t know. He never recalled being in such 
a place as this. But then again, Lucifer knew Father could create such a 
beautiful setting with very little time and effort. Father enjoyed a rela-
tionship with energy that few could emulate, let alone comprehend. He 
was a master creator.

Lucifer also noticed there were no guards posted at any of the open 
doorways, not even for the sake of Father’s royal formality. He knew 
Father didn’t need protecting, he was more than capable of defending 
himself from any threat, or even a multitude of threats in his own Realm, 
but Lucifer thought it strange that he didn’t at lease present some form 
of authority over Lucifer.

He just watched and waited for Lucifer to talk. There was no sense of 
urgency in the air. Everything was calm and peaceful. Father was appar-
ently content to simply allow Lucifer to enjoy the setting despite his busy 
schedule. It pleased Lucifer to not feel rushed, especially after all that’s 
happened. It had been a long time since he’d had a private audience 
with Father, and he wanted to make the most of it despite the agenda. 
He also needed time to collect his thoughts before Father revealed the 
true reason for why he’d granted Lucifer the meeting.

Lucifer walked up to the fountain’s pool and looked in, seeing him-
self in reflection for the first time in quite some time. One didn’t need 
mirrors in the Realm because the proprietor of the energy knew the 
energy, so Lucifer knew how he looked. But it still surprised him to see 
himself looking back at him. Though mirrors were used decoratively 
throughout the Realm, he hadn’t. They revealed something in his eyes 
that disturbed him, and he never looked at himself. This time, he saw 
added to the blue of them, fear, and he quickly looked away.

He’d also lost his light, which had changed him more than he 
wanted to admit. There was no radiance about him, no deep and abid-
ing love; only the darkness of anger - anger and fear. Lucifer turned 
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away in disgust, and noticed that Father had been watching him closely, 
as Father always did.

“What did you see?” asked Father.
Lucifer looked away and said, “I saw a wretch of a man.”
“You are no wretch, my son.”
“Where are we?” said Lucifer, wanting to change the subject. He 

wasn’t in the mood to talk about himself, even now that he’d been 
reduced to little more than a common citizen of the lowest order in the 
Realm.

“This is my private courtyard,” replied Father. “Beyond that doorway 
there,” he added while pointing to his right “is the way to my court. And 
in that direction,” he added, with another hand gesture beyond Lucifer, 
“is the entrance to my personal chamber. Few know of my courtyard, and 
fewer still have come here. It is one of my most personal sanctuaries. I 
come here often to pray and meditate with Mother,” finished Father, as 
he looked around the courtyard as if seeing it again for the first time.

It was obvious that Father enjoyed the place much more than Lucifer, 
and he forced down a rising criticism of it and pretended to enjoy him-
self. It was hard to appreciate beauty of any kind when his mind was a 
troubled mess of darkness and shadows. Besides, he wasn’t there to 
fight or celebrate with Father. He only wanted to learn his fate; would 
he be reset, or be sent far away to resolve the issue of his punishment, 
perhaps some distant prison where only the worst offenders of the law 
were sent.

Lucifer stepped up to one of the columns, and rested a hand 
against it while bowing his head in fatigue. There was no doubt he was 
exhausted from the recent session, but there was something about the 
courtyard that drained him more than he’d expected. It was probably 
due to his newly diminished composition. Being around so much light 
that pushed against him was like being in a winepress. Never before 
had he experienced the immense energy of Father’s light as a dark one, 
and it surprised him. Father had reduced the light of everything in the 
courtyard for Lucifer’s visit, but not enough to make him feel unaffected.
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At the ground, in a pot at the base of the column upon which 
he leaned, Lucifer noticed a thin, silvery-green vine that had eagerly 
climbed up the height of the column to reach the pergola. The vine’s 
wispy tendrils wrapped up and around the column like delicate arms, 
and had produced hundreds, perhaps even thousands, of tiny bluish-
white flowers. Lucifer followed the vine upward and saw many more 
flowers were hanging from vines on the pergola.

He looked beyond the flowers, up to the sky, and noticed the glori-
ous expanse of countless stars. To Lucifer, it looked as if the little flowers 
had taken flight and settled upon the dark velvety backdrop of night to 
lend their support to the heavens. It was beautiful, and it pained him to 
look upon such beauty and realize that it was lost to him.

“I see you still enjoy the beauty of the stars” said Father.
“Yes . . . the stars and the flowers,” replied Lucifer, “though they 

were taken from me.”
“The light of your star was lost, not taken,” said Father.
“And my property?” asked Lucifer. “What of that? Surely it’s not 

awaiting judgment on my behalf?”
“All that was made of light for you was returned to the source.”
Lucifer nodded and said, “Am I also to return to the source . . . and 

be reset?”
“Do you think I wish it upon you . . . more than you wish it upon 

yourself?”
Startled, Lucifer turned to face Father and said, “What? I do not wish 

for reset!”
“Are you sure? I see a part of you that longs for release.”
“Not through reset!” exclaimed Lucifer. “Only a fool would willingly 

choose such a path.”
Father looked at Lucifer a moment before saying, “Choice is some-

times a matter of consequence over circumstance, don’t you think?”
“You speak to me in riddles,” replied Lucifer, as he reached up and 

plucked one of the small, delicate bluish-white flowers that hung from 
a vine near his head. As soon as the flower was separated from the vine 
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its light began to fade. By the time it rested in Lucifer’s palm, it was flat 
and lifeless, having lost its glory. Even the flowers mocked him. “Can we 
talk in the library? I prefer it to this . . . place,” said Lucifer, as he crushed 
the dead flower in his hand.

“You have always enjoyed the library over any other place,” replied 
Father. “You were a very fine student; a prodigious seeker of knowl-
edge. There is none like you in all the Verse, Lucifer,” said Father, as he 
held out his hand for the damaged flower.

Lucifer dropped it into Father’s open palm, and the sight of his hand 
like that reminded Lucifer of his childhood, of sitting at Father’s feet to 
listen and learn from him. What strength those hands had possessed – 
still possessed. They wielded great power and majesty, but also deep 
love and compassion. He knew them well, and was surprised at the 
surge of emotion that flooded into him from the mere sight of it held 
out before him.

He had, on several occasions through his childhood, and even into 
his adult years, sought the comfort of those hands. To lay my damaged 
heart in your hands for some healing, just one last time, he thought, and 
then abruptly turned away, afraid that his emotions would reveal some-
thing to Father he wasn’t ready to reveal.

He’d fallen from favor, literally turned his back to Father’s counsel 
and assumed the sole responsibility for a desire to achieve self-aware-
ness and advancement beyond the scope of anything anyone had ever 
before tried, and it had cost him everything. Overcoming the veils made 
him smarter and strong, but in the end, it made him feel stupid and 
weak. The strain of so many life phases, all of which turned incessantly 
in his mind, daring him to be more than he was, to step beyond the 
parameters of the law and be a force unto himself, had denied him the 
rest he needed to find balance. In essence, he’d tipped his own scale 
beyond recovery, or so he wanted to believe. He decided he didn’t 
need Father’s support and wisdom, and began to trust no one but him-
self. He’d turned away from Father, and thus squandered his inheritance 
while seeking refuge in the darkness.
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Lucifer watched as Father gently closed his hand over the tiny flower 
he had crushed in anger. When Father opened his hand again, the flower 
was whole and new. Father returned it to the vine from where it had 
been plucked, and it immediately glowed with renewed energy. Father 
offered no commentary on Lucifer’s act of desecration, or his obvious 
pain. Instead, he just walked back to the stone bench and patted the 
space beside him with his hand. “Come, let us talk of what was, so we 
can talk of what will become,” said Father.

“I have no desire to talk of the past,” replied Lucifer. “But I do wish 
to understand why you’re willing to meet with me like this . . . here in 
your sacred place. Do you believe I need your tender mercies?”

“Yes, I offer you tender mercies, but also hope. Do you not wish for 
hope?”

“Is such a thing possible after having lost everything?” said Lucifer, 
annoyed at having to state the obvious.

“You have not lost everything. You still have me,” replied Father, 
with a smile. “And do not forget your Mother. She loves you beyond 
measure. When is the last time you have conversed with her?”

“I cannot . . .” said Lucifer, but then he stopped. He could not do 
what - face her in his lowly state? Face her after having fallen so far? 
Pride prevented him from completing his sentence. He was loath to 
admit defeat, that he’d been wrong; especially to Mother.

“You were saying,” said Father.
“I know what I’m doing,” replied Lucifer, albeit sulkily. “I have a plan.”
“Yes, a plan. But an incomplete one, I believe,” replied Father. 

Before Lucifer could reply to that, Father added, “I believe in you, 
Lucifer. I always have. There is no accident in you, no fluke. Like me, you 
are not a believer in wasted energy. But do you understand the gravity 
of your predicament? Your plan for increase was flawed from the start. It 
is why I brought you here.”

Father paused and looked at Lucifer, reading his countenance, 
studying him closely. Lucifer looked back in reply, silent, waiting, know-
ing that this was where Father would reveal his plans for him. When both 
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men were ready, Father said, “I have a proposal for you . . . one that will 
not only appeal to your sense of worth, but also your desire to recover 
your glory. Both can be returned to you, but they will have to be earned. 
To earn them will require both service and sacrifice. The only way to and sacrifice. The only way to and
emerge from darkness is to start anew.”

“I don’t need a new start,” snapped Lucifer.
“Please, my son,” said Father. “Let us speak honestly together. I 

know your heart in this, and many other things pertaining to your path. I 
know the span of light and darkness. I have seen things that you cannot and darkness. I have seen things that you cannot and
dare to imagine. Through it all, there is no place that I cannot see. And 
I have seen you, Lucifer, from the beginning to the end. Come, sit with 
me and let us at least talk as friends.”

Lucifer complied. He walked over to sit next to Father to learn of 
his supposedly new hope. But he also wondered about the cost of such 
a hope offered by Father. He was not one to underestimate, and cer-
tainly not one to pull punches. So, if proportional to his crime, then what 
Father planned to ask of him would not be. He also doubted it would be 
related to any of Father’s developing plans, especially Earth. He’d done 
more to turn his children away than anyone previously. At first, he’d 
been proud of that accomplishment, but now, sitting next to Father, 
waiting to hear about his fate, he was less than thrilled by what he’d 
done. “Very well, then. What do you propose?” asked Lucifer.

Father smiled and said, while patting Lucifer’s knee, “First of all, I 
will see to it that Mahan is held accountable for his part in the attack on 
Eloise.”

“That should happen anyway,” quipped Lucifer.
“True,” said Father, “but probably not to his being reset. He had 

many allies and a great deal of influence in the Verse. But I will expose 
him to the Versal Council . . . regardless of the outcome of this meeting. 
I want you to know that he will not escape accountability.”

Lucifer wanted to thank Father, but he couldn’t, not before he 
learned more about his fate. But he was pleased to hear Father address 
a matter, and said, “You will do that for me?”
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“I will do it for you, and the well-being of the Verse,” replied Father.
“So, what will come of me? Surely my accountability demands jus-

tice. When will I face the Versal council?”
“Perhaps later, when you have completed your mission,” said Father. 

And before Lucifer could ask about it, he added, “I have something 
important for you to do before you face another accountability hearing. 
Do you recall the conditions of my plan for Earth?

“Yes, of course I do.”
“How man cannot progress without consequential agency . . . heav-

ily veiled, consequential agency . . . and with effective opposition?”
There it is, thought Lucifer, surprised. He wants me to oppose on 

Earth. Lucifer knew what Father had meant as soon as he mentioned 
the two elements that split his children during the election. Only Earth 
would offer the conditions Father had mentioned: consequential agency 
and a heavy veil. He turned to face Father and said, “I thought you 
already had someone in mind for that mission, a dark one from without 
the Realm?”

“I plan in depth,” replied Father, easily keeping up with Lucifer’s 
leap. “I like to keep my options open. But you were always my first 
choice,” said Father.

“Before the election?” he said. “That’s entirely improbable.”
“Perhaps for some,” said Father. “But your purpose is written in the 

stars. Your work is not yet complete.”
“And Yeshua . . . he knows of your choice?”
“Of course, he does. You were his first choice as well. The impor-

tance of this mission cannot be understated. I need the very best. I have 
gamed out countless possibilities, and none of them worked out nearly 
as well without your direct influence as Opposer.”

“In all the Verse . . . I find that hard to believe,” replied Lucifer. 
“Surely there are countless other Dark Ones more suited for the task Dark Ones more suited for the task Dark Ones
than I.”

“I want someone from the Realm, Lucifer, one of my own children. 
But there are other conditions as well.”
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“Such as?”
“Earth will conclude my work in the Realm. It will either be my final 

masterpiece, or my greatest failure, depending on the results. I know 
you can help me like no other.”

Lucifer chuckled blandly and said, “You call opposition, help?”
“I need a world willing to sacrifice their living God . . . a sacrifice 

worthy of atonement and resurrection. As such, I require a committed 
and intelligent Opposer, one who can lawfully balance a contract with 
me . . . you know, keep up.”

Lucifer nodded.
“While it is true that I considered other candidates, none of them can 

accomplish what you can accomplish, Lucifer. As my anointed son, you 
are the best candidate for the mission. Consider it a calling, if you wish. 
So then, what’s your answer? Will you serve as the Opposer for Earth?”

But Lucifer was still busy contemplating the pre-determination of 
the calling. “You had me in mind from the beginning? You planned for 
me to oppose before the election?” said Lucifer, as he came to his feet. 
“That means everything was a show, a ruse to get me to this point . . . 
troubled and compliant . . . worried about my future and willing to agree 
to anything to avoid reset?” he added with growing anger.

“Calm yourself, my son. The reality of your contributions exceeds 
your present understanding of the circumstances. Being upset will clar-
ify nothing for you. You influenced your own choices, made your own 
decisions. Do you think I wanted you to attack your sister? Everything 
would have been different if you had not, don’t you agree?”

Lucifer dropped his hands to his sides and turned away.
Father gave him a moment to calm down, and after reading Lucifer’s 

thoughts, and said tenderly, “I did not set you up.”
“Then you wish to control me!”
“Yes, something I’ve managed successfully to date, don’t you 

think?” said Father.
Lucifer faced Father, and with a tilted head, he looked both per-

plexed and annoyed.
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“It is a great honor, this calling I ask of you. All eyes will be turned to 
Earth. This is your opportunity to prove your value to the Verse.”

“Again with the threats,” barked Lucifer. “What if I say no?”
Father rose to his feet to stand before Lucifer. He then took Lucifer’s 

hands in his own and said, “Understand that this is not a threat, but I 
have seen your round. If you say no, you will remain in a state of dark-
ness and isolation pending your Versal hearing; the time of which will 
not likely be resolved until I ascend, and that will not occur until Earth’s 
last days.” Father squeezed Lucifer’s hands warmly and said, “Would 
you not rather be active and busy, than left to sit alone in the darkness, 
left to worry and wonder if you’ll be reset?”

“And the others, my followers . . . what of them . . . Zurell even? He’s 
a victim of Mahan.”

“Do you wish him returned to you?” asked Father.
“Has he been punished?”
“He is in deprivation awaiting accountability,” said Father.
“If you surrender him to me, I will see to his . . . behavioral control,” 

said Lucifer, bluntly.
“Then you accept the mission?” replied Father.
“What will come of my followers . . . either way?”
“If you agree, they will remain with you on Araphel until your mission 

is more clearly defined, and the contract amended.”
“And if I refuse?”
“Not all will suffer your fate. Those who broke the law will be held 

accountable. The others will be permitted to return to me, or move to 
another Realm if they so desire, and are accepted.”

Lucifer walked over to the fountain to consider Father’s offer. 
There were many more questions he wanted to ask, and also many 
he didn’t. Asking questions revealed motive and agenda, and Lucifer 
wasn’t prepared to resolve either one. It was better to just keep his 
mouth shut and let Father do all the talking. But he was intrigued. 
He’d never once considered the possibility that he’d be Father’s 
Opposer for Earth.
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The personal cost of accepting the mission was probably much more 
than Father would admit, but it wasn’t like Lucifer was unfamiliar with 
Father’s mission calls. He’d performed them for him many times before. 
Although the missions were challenging, even difficult, there was always 
something to be learned, which meant growth and progression.

Lucifer turned to face Father and asked, “If I decide to accept the 
mission, what will come of my punishment? Perhaps it’s better to sit 
around in the dark for a few days than expose myself to greater viola-
tions of the law while serving as your Opposer.”

Father shrugged and said, “Nevertheless, the choice is yours.”
“Will you lessen the severity of the sentence if I do?”
“That depends on how honorably you perform your mission,” said 

Father.
Lucifer grunted and asked, “Is there honor in darkness?”
“Honor can be found everywhere, but it is harder to find in the dark. 

However, that does not mean it doesn’t exist.”
Then a thought occurred to Lucifer. “When Mahan is gone . . . who 

will replace him?”
“That very subject is being discussed. Does it concern you?” asked 

Father in turn.
Lucifer shrugged and said, “Only if he might trouble me as Opposer 

here.”
“I can assure you, he will not trouble you.”
He wondered if it was possible to become the next Versal Opposer. 

Perhaps, after serving as Earth’s Opposer, he could submit his name for 
consideration. “What will come of the Dark Order when Mahan is . . . 
relieved of command.”

“The Dark Order is in violation of many things. I do not believe they 
will survive accountability unscathed.”

“I see,” said Lucifer. He knew the Dark Order to be a well-run and 
formally established organization. Their line of heirs denied inclusion of 
any light-bearers, even former ones. Indeed, a very long line of dedi-
cated Dark Ones had filled their leadership ranks, and the Order would 
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never consider someone with his past, no matter how much trouble he 
caused. They’d let him join their ranks, but never lead them. Even with 
Father’s endorsement, Lucifer doubted he’d be able to just waltz in and 
take over. But maybe, just maybe, he could create a new order.

Was that the Verse’s plan, to change everything about the Dark 
Order? He knew it was possible. They had many who could see the 
round. Perhaps this was their first move to change things.

Still, Lucifer was leery of Father’s offer. He knew what Father 
expected of his elites when it came to service in the Order of Light, but 
not when it came to serving darkness. He began to pace around the 
fountain while he thought, wondering, weighing his options and all the 
associated risks; wondering, as he had on countless occasions, what 
would have come of him had he won the election. Would Yeshua have 
become Father’s Opposer? The answer was obvious: most certainly not. 
Yeshua was closer to being like Father than anyone in the Verse. No, it 
would not have played out that way.

Still, despite the loss, he still believed his proposal was sound. It 
was logical. It made perfect sense. Instead, love and sacrifice personi-
fied had won the prize. There would have been choice on his world, 
just not as broad as Father’s. With a reduced veil, the choices would 
have involved only right answers. One answer would have been 
slightly righter than the other, but either would have been acceptable. 
Therefore, the consequences of bad choices would have been neg-
ligible, and in that, he would have saved his people. He would have 
been a front-loaded savior.

A world with no wrong answers was a world of peace and prosper-
ity. All of Father’s children would have returned with honor, not having 
lost their agency, or having had to drink of the bitter cup of sacrifice. A 
world of sweet and sweeter, where carnal pleasure carried little or no 
consequence. It was, in Lucifer’s opinion, a perfect plan. But try as he 
might, he could not convince a sufficient number of the sheep to accept 
his plan.

If only Father had endorsed him then.
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Lucifer noticed Father studying him closely, watching him think, as 
it were. Are you reading my thoughts, old man? Father showed no sign Are you reading my thoughts, old man? Father showed no sign Are you reading my thoughts, old man?
of having heard Lucifer’s rudeness, so he tried again. This is all a big 
game for you, isn’t it? Again, Father offered no response. “Why do you game for you, isn’t it? Again, Father offered no response. “Why do you game for you, isn’t it?
offer your help to me now? I could have used it during the election!” 
said Lucifer as he approached Father who had just recently returned to 
the bench.

“You ask what you already know,” replied Father with loving 
patience.

Such tender love was disconcerting to Lucifer, and he almost 
laughed out loud in frustration. “I know nothing, as you are well aware. 
Truly, if I knew what you knew, I would know something of the future,” 
said Lucifer.

Father smiled and said, “Wisdom is all that you lack, and that cannot 
be earned by cheating the veils. Nor can it be learned through study, or 
even observation. Wisdom comes from experience, and not any experi-
ence, but experience from service and sacrifice. Can you articulate your 
history of sacrifice for me?”

Startled by the question, Lucifer stopped and stared at Father with 
an openly blank expression. Never before had he been asked to detail 
his many past sacrifices. Yet when he thought about it, he realized that 
in every pre-existent or physical life sacrifice he agreed to in contract, 
none were more than average; definitely nothing compared to Yeshua’s 
proposed sacrifice for Father’s children on Earth.

“Is that what this is all about,” snapped Lucifer. “You feel I’m in need 
of additional sacrifice?”

“Are you?” asked Father. “You’re a smart man. I need not point out 
your strengths or weaknesses. You know yourself.”

“I know the plan, and I think it’s ridiculous. It’s so difficult that I doubt 
Yeshua can accomplish it without your direct assistance. Surely you don’t 
think me foolish enough to compete against you without light?”

“You’re clearly not a fool,” replied Father. “But sacrifice brings a 
unique and distinctly relevant reward. You have been privy to portions 
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of my past. Now, let me illuminate you further.” With that, Father pre-
sented a vision of his past to Lucifer.

Lucifer watched and learned that Father passed through various 
stages of sacrifice in his many physical lives. Some of them he knew 
from study, but others he’d never before realized. From the slightest to 
the most significant, Father progressed through his lives of sacrifice in 
a precise and developmental manner of progression. Never once did 
he surrender or fail. Each of his trials of sacrifice built upon the last until 
finally, he achieved that which few others achieved.

It pained Lucifer to see that he fell so miserably short of Father’s 
example and expectations. He realized he never stood a chance against 
Yeshua in the election, and he hated him for it. But to have a chance at 
something meaningful, something rightful, was . . . promising. “What is 
this sacrifice you require of me?” asked Lucifer, as he settled onto the 
bench next to Father.

Father ran his fingers through his hair and said, “First, you honorably 
oppose on Earth.”

“I got that much from the conversation,” quipped Lucifer.
Father chuckled lightly and said, “It will not be as easy as you 

think . . . the greater part of your sacrifice. But I know you can do it, and 
do it well. But I also want you to submit your name for Aleric.”

“Aleric? You mean replace Mahan?”
“In a manner of speaking, yes. But it will different than the Dark 

Order. The scale is tipped in favor of the Dark Ones, their numbers grow 
beyond limits. The Verse is searching for someone to . . . correct the 
error. And I think you could be the perfect candidate.”

“After Earth,” replied Lucifer.
“That’s correct,” said Father.
Lucifer looked at Father before turning his gaze to the stars. It was 

a choice without a choice, a undeniable option. He’d be a fool not to 
accept the Opposer calling, and an even bigger one to not consider the 
consequences of success. To turn the Dark Order on its head was prize 



The Opposer

61

enough. “I will do this mission you ask of me. I will facilitate your desire 
for opposition on Earth,” replied Lucifer.

“But we have not yet discussed the contract. Do you not wish to 
know the details?” asked Father, as he stood up to address Lucifer and 
close the deal.

“I’m not afraid of your challenge,” he said. “As proof, I accept your 
terms and conditions uncontested. I ask only that I be allowed to oper-
ate from Araphel.”

“Very well,” said Father. “It is written. When Earth is complete, your 
mission will begin with Adam and Eve. Do you recall the scope and sig-
nificance of your influence of them?”

“I do,” said Lucifer.
“You will be the only one allowed to Earth for that mission.”
“I understand,” said Lucifer.
Father nodded and said, “Very well. I believe you’re up to the task. 

Remember what was said here, about choice. Choose wisely and learn 
from your sacrifice. I’m proud of you for accepting this mission.”

The two men faced each other and locked eyes. They stared deeply, 
examining, looking for clues and searching for answers. It was Lucifer 
who turned away first. He found that looking into Father’s eyes was like 
looking into the deepest pools of clear, cold water. One could drown 
in those eyes without hope of rescue if it wasn’t for the truth contained 
within them.

“I will make short work of tempting Adam, and then we’ll meet to 
discuss the next phase of the contract,” said Lucifer.

“An excellent idea,” replied Father with a smile.
It took a great deal of strength for Lucifer to resist that smile and not 

smile back, but he managed it. “I would like to see the plan once more 
if I’m to be the Opposer,” he said. “Can I have access to it once again?”

“You may, but it is not yet complete. I can give you the first draft, the 
one you knew before the election. Will that suffice?”

“It will. May I call upon you to discuss the parameters of Opposition?”
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“Of course, my son,” said Father. “Given my growing commitments 
to the Verse, I will be as available as I can. I will not manage your mis-
sion. It will be your responsibility. Just know that there will also be Versal 
conditions applied to the contract. Some of those conditions will extend 
to you.”

“I understand, and I say again, the conditions do not worry me. We 
need each other for Earth to succeed.”

Father smiled at Lucifer’s confidence and put a hand at the back of 
his neck to hold him for a moment before saying, “This is a very impor-
tant matter, my son. If you serve well, you will be rewarded. Stay true 
to the contract and you will not fail.” With those parting words, Father 
turned and left, leaving Lucifer to stand alone with the stars, under the 
flowery pergola.

Lucifer put his hand at the back of his neck where Father had held 
him, and just as quickly he drew it away. He grinned at the pleasure it 
would bring him to torment Adam to the point of disobedience. After 
that, he didn’t know what would happen, but he had time to formulate 
a plan of action. Earth was still on the drawing board.

After a quick glance around the courtyard, Lucifer reached up and 
plucked another flower from the nearest vine. It immediately died in his 
hand, like the other. But he didn’t care. Creation was never his strong 
suit, but destruction, now that was something he was beginning to 
enjoy.

Lucifer looked at the tiny flower, now dead and dried in his palm. He 
walked over to the fountain’s pool and tossed it in. The flower floated 
on the surface before coming back to life. A moment later, it began to 
glow as if it still hung from the vine. But Lucifer didn’t see the flowers 
recovery. He stepped into the portal Father had opened for him and 
returned to Araphel.

He welcomed the enveloping darkness like an old friend, and made 
his way comfortably back to his office to tell Dege that all was well. He’d 
been given a reprieve, a chance to redeem himself, and he planned to 
make the most of it. He had a mission to share with his followers.
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Four

DARK GATHERING

T
he sound of countless voices filled the broad expanse of the plain 
like that of a wide and deep river falling from a great height. The sur-

rounding mountains, barren and cold in their dark and jagged distance, 
amplified the sound, reverberating it across the plain to the point where 
it resembled stark acoustic feedback.

The noise became all the more deafening when Lucifer appeared 
above them, standing high up on an ornately carved tower of stone. 
With his arms outstretched, Lucifer absorbed the rising volume as if 
soaking it in. He seemed to grow with the roar as the energy from the 
throng ebbed and flowed around him like a great, dark ocean tide.

All eyes were turned, looking up, eager - hungry eyes – eyes that 
waited for understanding. Eyes that wanted to know how things had 
gone so terribly wrong with the plan, and resulted in their absolute ban-
ishment to the dark fields called the Outlands.

All but a very few were worried about their future. It was the first 
time they were made to live away from Father’s light and they were 
scared, angry and worried. With no true light present, they were filled 
with a literal chill, and many people huddled together in groups as if 
trying to survive in a blizzard. There was no snow on the plain, only 
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shades of darkness, but it helped to show Lucifer who the weak ones 
were. Those huddled together craved the warmth of the light. Those 
that didn’t were too angry to care.

Still, even those who didn’t miss the light, they were nevertheless 
concerned about their future. They were all promised something from 
Lucifer, and they wanted to know when they would be paid. Despite his 
public discomfiture, he remained bold and confident. Lucifer was known 
for keeping his promises, but they wondered how he could manage it 
since being stripped of all his glory. Many now doubted his strength, 
and many more thought themselves equal to him. But he was far from 
weak. Though stripped of his light, he retained his intelligence. And with 
such intelligence there came knowledge, and with knowledge, ability. 
He could still make things happen. Essentially, he saw himself as the 
same man, only without the blessings and benefits of the light.

They took his star, Father and the Versal Council. They collapsed it, 
rendered it a dark and silent feature in space, and then placed it in the 
Outlands where it would continue to serve as his home, and a home for 
his many followers. What was once a great and glorious star was now lit-
tle more than a cold, metal rock, out in the distant reaches of the Realm.

The host that had gathered on the plain below Lucifer represented a 
variety of political parties, groups and families that were made to leave 
the Realm. There were individuals, to be sure. Those caught up in the 
frenzy of hope offered in Lucifer’s grand proposal. But they were few and 
far between. The greater portion of the resistance came from those who 
followed him into the shadows because they would not abandon their 
friends, family and loved ones to - what they considered - deception and 
deprivation. Instead of abandoning them, they accompanied them to 
the outlands to endure whatever fate awaited.

Lucifer knew of them, the troublemakers, but try as they might they 
could not save their dearest ones, and now, for the sake of their fami-
lies, they were beholden to him. The holdouts still fighting for truth and 
light, when found, were kept locked up in solitary confinement. Others - 
those important enough to Lucifer’s cause, but still unwilling to fully 
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commit - were threatened in all manner of dark ways. In some cases, 
entire families were locked up and tortured until the valuable individual 
became totally compliant.

One thing they all had in common was their shared exile, or that 
which was brought upon them by casting their vote in favor of Lucifer, 
the once revered and glorious Son of the Morning Star. Though devoid 
of all light, Lucifer now held absolute authority over them, which was 
different than before. Under Father’s light they enjoyed freedom. Under 
Father, the law of agency was still realized. When sent to the Outlands, 
they were literally signed over to Lucifer’s leadership and completely 
subject to him in all ways. There was literally no freedom of choice in 
the Outlands, only absolute obedience to Lucifer and his most loyal 
followers.

The entire third of the host of the Realm was present and eager to 
hear their fate, and they quickly grew silent as Lucifer raised his arms 
high into the air. This was their first gathering of its kind since banish-
ment, and Lucifer was eager to set the stage for his opening play. The 
mob was under control, but it needed leadership. And he was very 
eager to show them that he was still in charge – that he was more than 
capable of handling the challenge of leading so many souls.

He knew he couldn’t do it alone, so Lucifer picked his most trusted 
agents to form and divide the host into much more manageable groups. 
There was a lot of work to be done, and the only way to accomplish it 
was to organize. Lucifer first appointed twelve captains, and they, in 
turn, appointed seventy lieutenants. He elected to array the host in a 
manner after that of the Realm, both as a way to mock it, but also to 
provide a familiar structure for the host.

For a personal staff, Lucifer named as his top generals and coun-
selors, Beshur and Zurell. They had served together through several 
life phases, and Lucifer knew them better than they knew themselves. 
For a personal assistant, Lucifer called upon another long-time friend, 
Dege. A true and longtime ally, Dege was nearly as smart and cunning 
as Lucifer himself, and only one of a few allies that could speak to Lucifer 
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as a near equal. Though not in the chain of command, per se, Dege held 
great power over the staff and managed many of the operational func-
tions at Lucifer’s discretion.

The fourteen men and women who stood around the base of the 
stone tower represented Lucifer’s elite. They were his personal coun-
cil, at least for the time being, and though they too were stripped of 
their glory by the Versal ruling, they nevertheless possessed significant 
power and influence over the segmented host. They were the highest 
and strongest from the ranks of the outcasts, and each individual earned 
his or her place at his side through loyalty and dedication to the cause.

Though he would never admit it, Lucifer knew that if it wasn’t for the 
fourteen subordinate leaders below him, his following would have been 
much smaller in size – half of what it was even. Lucifer smiled. There was 
a great host gathered obediently around, and he reveled in it. It was a 
host beyond measure, as countless as grains of sand, and they were all 
looking up to him. Now, to inspire them, he thought to himself. I will 
unite them under my banner and they will come to love me as they once 
loved Father.

Lucifer lowered his arms and waited, patient and observant, taking 
in the sea of faces looking up at him. He noted that the gathering lacked 
the reverence common to such events when assembled by members of 
the Order of Light, but he had never before seen such a great number 
of people assembled outside that sanction. Indeed, only the Order of 
Light could summon such a great gathering as this, and yet here he was, 
an innumerable host gathered at his feet.

For the first time since being cast out, great pride filled him. Success 
had barely eluded him. He’d almost won the election. Seeing so many 
people gathered together helped lessen the sting of defeat and the loss 
of so much of his glory, but only a little. There was also a feeling of sat-
isfaction for having drawn away so many of Father’s children. He heard 
that Father wept at the loss of so many of his children, but Lucifer felt 
no pity for him. Anger continued to motivate him despite his calling as 
Opposer, and the possibility of regaining some of his glory.
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Though they didn’t yet know, below him stood an Army of 
Opposition. They were his soldiers now, his personal infantry, and he 
would use them to carry on his fight. His only regret was that he lacked 
the power and authority to create. With creative power, he could build 
his own world, raise his own children, and free himself from the Realm 
altogether. But such abilities were granted only to the highest levels 
within the Order of Light. His was no longer of that order, but rather 
now, by default, entirely of the Order of Darkness. Theirs was an order of 
destruction and denial, to advance as an individual, not as a group. He 
would have to take parts of both orders to construct a leadership plan 
that would satisfy so many who missed the light. It was a challenge he 
believed himself entirely capable of handling.

As a result, Father would get more opposition than he bargained for. 
Lucifer would do everything in his power to destroy everything Father 
built. For Lucifer, it was a mission of absolute clarity, and he looked 
forward to facilitating a new strategy against Father’s game of chess. 
To play with so many lives seemed, even to Lucifer, callous. He would 
win Father’s challenge though, and Father would – he hoped – come to 
regret ever having underestimated him.

To establish his own realm required a level of glory he lacked even 
before the election. Mahan had boasted of such an ability, saying that 
the Dark Order could create within the sphere of its influence; that it 
could task and purpose energy in such a way as to duplicate the creative 
power of the Order of Light. But if such a claim was true, Lucifer had not 
yet learned of it. Mahan, he now knew, was the Father of Lies. He had 
toyed with Lucifer in all ways.

Lucifer learned much from that lesson of deceit, and it fueled his 
interest to cooperate with Father. Someday he would crush Mahan. But 
until that time, he could do little more than play along with Father’s 
game.

He hated being backed into a corner, but he would make the best 
of it. He was good at that – making the best of a bad situation. It was his 
greatest strength. Always had been. Always would be.



Kenneth Cary

68

Though Father didn’t say it openly, Lucifer knew that he also wanted 
Mahan removed from the equation. For what specific purpose he didn’t 
quite know, but it was enough for Lucifer to trust Father and accept 
the calling. To replace Mahan and become the new Versal Opposers 
was very appealing to Lucifer. One he never really considered given the 
orders’ nepotism. Versal Opposition was always relegated to someone 
much older than he. To assume such a position by him would be unprec-
edented. Clearly, he couldn’t assume the role without help.

This mission was, he knew, an opportunity to prove himself. If he suc-
ceeded, and he would succeed, it would surely cost him. And if it cost 
him, it would also cost his followers. His Army would suffer under his 
leadership, but the costs of that suffering was nothing when compared 
to the potential reward. And it was the promise of reward, of regaining 
their light, their glory, and their freedom, that would motivate them.

“My brothers and sisters,” shouted Lucifer, “hear me now!” His voice 
carried across the open expanse of the plain as if he stood near each 
one of them individually. He smiled broadly as the last of the host, those 
standing on the outer most fringe of the gathering, grew entirely quiet.

“Yes, you are my brothers and sisters. We are of the same parents. 
We exist in this, the same place and time. As true descendants of the 
Realm, we share the same birthright of light. But we have been cast off, 
forgotten, sent to the shadows. But I offer you something in return for 
your loyalty. I offer you, hope!”

Lucifer lifted his arms high into the air at the word “hope” and his 
voice boomed and cracked like thunder across the plain. Lightning 
played from his fingertips, cracking and streaming across the dark sky. 
Long streams of multi-colored energy arched boldly through the air, 
sometimes connecting with adjacent mountaintops, and sometimes 
with each other to boom and spark in a wondrous display of power. 
The resulting bright flashes illuminated the host in a kaleidoscope of 
color meant to mesmerize and enchant. Lucifer was pleased to see the 
effects. Everyone looked enthralled and captivated, transfixed on his 
every word.
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“Do we not deserve better?” Lucifer added softly, tenderly, like their 
father.

The host roared its approval and they began to stomp their feet in a 
proud salute, shaking the ground with their cumulative numbers. Though 
still high up in the stone tower, Lucifer felt the ground shake under his 
feet. He lowered his hands to quiet them once again, but a few souls, 
those seemingly overcome with strong emotions, screamed out their 
support and adoration for him. “We serve you, Lucifer!” shouted one.

“We’ll follow you to the end!” shouted another.
Lucifer nodded and said with sternness, “Our being here is no acci-

dent. It is not by chance that we are here, or that I am your leader. I am 
here to settle your minds on the subject of progression, and the belief 
that you need light. Many of you feel lost and worried, but I tell you 
now, all is not lost. This is not the end . . . but rather, a new beginning!” 
Another series of cheers and stomps erupted and this time, Lucifer let it 
continue for several minutes.

When the uproar subsided, Lucifer declared, “I have not lied to you 
before, and I will not lie to you now. It serves no purpose to deceive 
you here . . . in this place. As you know, the election was very close. We 
almost won the fight. But alas, here we are. Now, we must find a new 
way and move forward. I have a new plan. A plan that will return what 
was taken from us. A plan that will give us the purpose and meaning we 
desire. A plan of hope. I once promised salvation. I promised a physical 
life free from uncertainty. A plan of experience where not a single soul 
would be lost. But the fools up there,” said Lucifer, pointing up to the 
distant light that was the Realm, “want us to suffer.”

He continued in a calm but passionate voice, “They wished for us to 
willingly risk everything for a few minutes of experience that was to be 
void of all necessary memory, awareness, and certainty.”

Shouts and moans began to build, but Lucifer held up his hands for 
quiet. “Our mission is simple,” he continued. “We will confound them 
in their Earthly experience.” Then, with a steady increase in volume 
and intensity, Lucifer continued to declare, “We will oppose them in 
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their every thought and act. We will trouble them in their beliefs, and 
whisper to them that there is no God. We will drive them to fight and 
kill each other. Make them believe they are little more than animals, 
having come from the dirt. We will teach them to be lovers of them-
selves. To be covetous, boasters, proud, blasphemers, disobedient to 
parents, unthankful, unholy, without natural affection, trucebreakers, 
false accusers, incontinent, fierce, despisers of those that are good, 
traitors, heady, high-minded, lovers of pleasures more than lovers of 
God!”

The silence was deafening. Lucifer turned slowly while addressing 
the host and said, but this time more gently, “And why do I ask you to 
do this – to attack your brothers and sisters thus? I will tell you. It is for 
their improvement.”

Lucifer sighed and said, after allowing a significant pause for the 
message to sink in, “We are called to facilitate the expanse of agency 
on Earth. All those who elected Yeshua’s sacrifice will need us to fulfill 
Father’s plan. In other words, Father needs us!”

A mixed sound of groans and cheers filled the air. Lucifer waved his 
hands down to quiet the host and said, “There is much to do in prepara-
tion for this mission. But the important thing to realize is, if we do well, 
we will be reinstated, given a second chance even. Those who wish to 
return to the light will be granted access. Those who wish to follow me, 
to be numbered among my house, will be free to come with me.”

This time the air was filled with mostly cheers. Lucifer had said those 
words with ease, caring nothing for the truth of it, only wishing to give 
the host some degree of hope for their future. People without hope 
were either lost or desperate, and neither was of any use to Lucifer. He 
wanted obedience and work – slaves, not prisoners.

When the sound once again subsided to a sufficient level, Lucifer 
continued, “I am your brother, and I offer you all that you need, and 
more. The new plan will recompense you for your service and loyalty. 
The new plan will afford you the right to exist where and how you wish. 
But to realize this plan, you must trust me.”
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Resuming a quiet, fatherly tone once again, Lucifer slowly turned 
and scanned the sea of faces that looked up at him. “I offered myself 
up to you in sacrifice once, and I offer myself up to you in sacrifice once 
again. I sacrifice myself to you in service. In this you will have no regrets. 
I pay my debts of loyalty. You will have your reward.”

This time the cheering was absolute. “We will make this place our 
home,” he continued softly. Not a soul present missed a single word he 
said. You deserve respect and glory, and I will return it to you. You deserve 
light, and I will restore it to you. Trust me . . . and I will give you that which 
you seek. Serve me, and I will reward you!” finished Lucifer with a shout.
The roar of the host was, once again, very great. Reaching new heights, 
even. Indeed, so great was the shouting and stomping this time that the 
mountains began to shake, and began to send huge avalanches of rock 
and dirt cascading down the slopes to settle a new angle of repose. The 
host was unabashed, and seemed to draw even greater strength with 
the outcome of their combined efforts.

Lucifer waved his arms upward to encourage their shouting and 
stomping, and while he did he began to walk forward, stepping off the 
tower to walk in the air above their heads. They reached up to try and 
touch him as he strode by above them, but he remained just out of 
their reach. Many, hoping to draw upon Lucifer’s obvious power, even 
jumped into the air with outstretched arms, but Lucifer remained just 
out of reach. He enjoyed driving them into a frenzy, and waved to those 
who sought him the most.

Following a short walk in the air around the tower, Lucifer paused 
and sat above them as if in a chair. Then, after crossing his legs, he 
sighed deeply and waited patiently for the uproar to subside. After sev-
eral minutes, the host finally settled down and grew quiet once more.

Suddenly, a single voice rang out, loud and strong, “When will we 
enjoy the light again, my Lord?” Lucifer looked down at the man who 
shouted up at him. He was instantly annoyed and angry, not for the inter-
ruption, but because the man was staring back at him without awe or 
fear, the two responses most common when he was around. He stood, 
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and then as if walking down a flight of invisible stairs, Lucifer reached the 
ground and walked toward the bold man. Instinctively, people backed 
away. Feeling the energy change around them, they stepped back and 
cleared a large circle around the one outspoken man. Lucifer stopped 
several feet from him and asked, “Do I know you?”

When the man didn’t immediately answer, Lucifer yelled with great 
force, “Do I know you?!”

Shaking noticeably, the man quickly dropped to his knees before 
Lucifer and bowed his face to the ground. With his hands over his face, 
the man, his voice barely discernable above the murmuring voices 
around him, began to plead, “Please, have mercy on me, my lord. I 
meant no offense.” The man’s voice stammered, and he dared not look 
higher than soles of Lucifer’s boots.

The feeling in the air continued to change; it became electric, as if 
a lightning storm was brewing violently above them. Those standing 
closest to the conversation began to back even further away, crowding 
those eager to see more of the conversation. However, those concerned 
for their safety, managed to widen the space around Lucifer and the 
man who continued to cower at Lucifer’s feet.

Lucifer looked around, smiled broadly to defuse the tension, and 
then turned his attention back to the prostrated man. He was angry 
enough to fry the man for interrupting his speech. Who does he think he 
is, interrupting me during my grand speech to my followers? But Lucifer is, interrupting me during my grand speech to my followers? But Lucifer is, interrupting me during my grand speech to my followers?
quickly weighed the consequences of any punishment he felt justified to 
inflect upon the fool. He concluded that it wasn’t the time or the place 
for discipline, not now, not when he was trying to win over the trust and 
confidence of his followers.

But there was something troubling about the man, something 
strangely familiar. Content to resolve it later, Lucifer decided to treat 
him as just another simple but loyal follower. If it turned out the man 
was trying to make him angry, to lose his temper and act contrary to his 
promise of service and sacrifice, he’d make him pay, later. So, instead of 
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shouting, Lucifer laughed calmly at the man and said, “Stand up and tell 
me your name, brother.”

The man remained in his prostrated attitude, refusing to raise his 
head. But he dared say, “Flynn, my lord. Please forgive my interruption.”

“Rise brother, Flynn,” ordered Lucifer. “Now tell me, why do you 
speak of the light, here? Do you think your words, or mine, will bring 
such a thing to pass? Surely, even you understand the condition of our 
now fallen state?” Lucifer gestured with a hand and said gently, “Now, 
stand and face me.”

Slowly and hesitantly the man stood up, and while he did, he said, “I 
understand the conditions of our . . . state. I meant only to inquire about 
your promise . . . when will it come to pass? The light served many pur-
poses for us in the Realm. The darkness here is overwhelming. How can 
we hope to succeed in our plans without Father’s light?”

“Do you accept the Son of Man?” asked Lucifer, sarcastically.
Flynn knew the significance of Lucifer’s question, as did everyone 

else present, but he also knew Lucifer well enough to feel he was walk-
ing into a trap. “Of course not, my lord. I am here,” declared, Flynn. “I 
rejected Yeshua’s plan, and I . . . reject him,” he added, as he shied away 
from Lucifer’s pulsating intensity.

Flynn loathed making such a declaration, even as a spy, but he had 
no choice. The mission was too important. He hoped Father would 
grant him special dispensation for his denial of Yeshua to Lucifer and 
those gathered on the plain. He hoped Father would feel the truth of 
his heart, that he loved Yeshua dearly, and at the same time, he hoped 
Lucifer wouldn’t. It was a dangerous game he was playing.

“Excellent!” shouted Lucifer. “Because all you need for light is right 
here. Behold my glory!” Then, with a sudden flourish of his arms, he was 
radiant; glowing with an intensity of light that literally blinded all those 
who were standing closest to him.

For those in the near distance, they shielded their eyes with their 
hands or arms. For those along the outside edge of the host, the sudden 
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brightness that appeared resembled that of a nuclear explosion at night. 
The blast of radiance illuminated the entire plain in an instant, and left 
the massive host entirely speechless and in awe.

It wasn’t that Lucifer’s radiance surpassed that of anything the host 
had ever before seen in the Realm, it was that the darkness of the 
Outlands made it all the brighter. Still, the surprise at how he managed 
to display such radiance while in a fallen state was entirely revealing to 
the host. How could he have fallen and still call upon such a power of 
light?

Lucifer continued to hold his radiance as he rose high up into the sky. 
The once long shadows behind the people as he stood on the ground 
now began to settle at their feet. The higher Lucifer went the smaller the 
shadows grew. Soon, his light was high and strong enough to cast the 
distant, barren mountains in a cool, gray light.

While Lucifer’s light illuminated the countless upturned faces below 
him, he looked down on them with a powerful feeling of pride. He did 
not know he could draw upon such radiance, not after having been cast 
out of the Realm, but there was something sure about it, something per-
manent. Was it the light Father promised him during their meeting? Was 
it already available? Apparently so, and the man, Flynn, had brought it 
out in him. He would have Dege check up on the man, to determine if 
he was one of Father’s agents.

Lucifer continued to rise up into the air. He basked in the look of 
awe that followed him as he moved. H e didn’t need to read their minds 
to know what they were thinking. The Son of the Morning Star had 
returned. He’d retained his glory.

The host began to cheer wildly, with many jumping up and down in 
excitement and jubilation, having a renewed hope for their mission and 
reward. If Lucifer could summon such light, then surely there was hope 
for them.

Believing that they were to be eternally subjected to the cold dark-
ness of the Outlands made many feel utterly lost and defeated - betrayed 
and abandoned even. Seeing Lucifer’s display of light and glory gave 
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them renewed hope. Like small burning coals, their personal sparks of 
life were but small things of light by comparison. In contrast to Lucifer’s 
sudden, powerful brightness, they felt subject to him in a new and much 
more familiar way.

With his arms extended out to his side, Lucifer shouted, “I offer 
myself unto you, in service and sacrifice!”

The host cheered with wild abandon when Lucifer again descended 
to walk on the surface among them. This time, he allowed them to touch 
him as he passed, to feel his energy and know that it was real. After 
passing through a sufficient number of the host, enough to allow them 
to verify his glorified presence, Lucifer rose quickly up into the air. Then, 
after a brief pause high above their heads, he shot away like a comet, 
leaving behind a long, glowing tail of his radiance.

A collective awe issued forth from the mouths of the host as they 
watched his magical departure. When he was gone, all eyes turned to 
Lucifer’s captains and lieutenants who now stood ready to issue orders 
near the base of the stone tower. Once orders were issued, the host 
quickly divided themselves into their prearranged groups and com-
menced to receive further instructions from their leaders.

The way forward was quickly communicated. It was time to build up 
a great city, and with Lucifer as their guiding light, it would be grand. 
Once all the instructions were issued, the host departed the plain to 
return to their camps. The city, Araphel would rise up in the shadows; 
the stone tower to be set up as its centerpiece. What was once a small 
enclave for the Dark Ones would become a bursting metropolis of sev-
eral billion people.

Soon, construction was well underway to remedy the massive prob-
lem of overcrowding. Several tall and spacious buildings were quickly 
built, with many other tall buildings under construction, but not all the 
construction was above ground. Many grand and elaborate structures 
were also being built under ground and into the surrounding mountains.

Araphel was bigger underground than above. Life, they discovered, 
was easier to resolve when organized in subterranean units below the 
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surface. For this, the groups and clans were given various rights to large 
cubic blocks of above and below. They were allowed to build and orga-
nize how they saw fit as long as the construction melded with Lucifer’s 
greater scheme for the city.

Building above ground was also more restrictive. Lucifer had very 
specific plans for how the city was to look, which is why so many clans 
chose to build in rather than on. Building underground gave them the 
freedom to construct as they saw fit, and the results were nothing less 
than spectacular. Great homes and halls, meeting places and assembly 
areas, rivaled that of any construction found in the Realm.

In time, many of the exiles believed that Araphel, both above and 
below, was greater than any city in the Realm. Despite their exile, being 
forced from their homes and made to endure the perpetual darkness of 
the Outlands, the host settled down to make a life for themselves; all the 
while believing that Lucifer would live up to his promise and unite them 
with their separated family and friends in the Realm, and return them to 
a light where he was their Father.

Flynn knew otherwise. Because of his mission, Father informed him 
that Lucifer had been stripped of his keys and authority, and all but a 
small portion of his light, a light that needed to be revealed to the fol-
lowers. Flynn continued to marvel at Lucifer’s recent display. It had been 
much more than he’d expected, and he wondered if Lucifer managed 
to hold on to more light than Father intended. Or perhaps, Lucifer had 
used some different kind of energy, something not quite light, but not 
quite dark. It was disconcerting, and he wondered what it would mean 
for their future. Flynn felt Lucifer was still too powerful.

But Lucifer was also a trickster who cared nothing for his followers, 
only himself. Still, Flynn’s mission was to watch and report, not assess 
and analyze. It was risky enough to expose himself to Lucifer as he did, 
before the entire host. Now, they would all be watching him closely. It 
would take time for him to meld back into the common perception of 
desired commonality.

One of the last to leave the plain, Flynn watched as Lucifer’s captains 
issued orders to their lieutenants, and the lieutenants to their group and 
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clan leaders. Soon, everyone had cleared the plain to return to work, 
and Flynn did likewise.

As a border guard, Flynn had no one to worry about but himself, to 
which he was grateful. He knew many of the followers, but not as Flynn. 
The long undercover mission would be lonely, but it vowed to recom-
pense his past through service. He would endure it for as long as Father 
required.

When he reached his post, the fifth gateway entrance, the one 
closest to the light and where many still attempted to cross, to and 
from the Realm, Flynn relieved the temporary guard and began his 
patrol. His duties permitted him the freedom to pass information to 
Father’s couriers unobserved by other followers. He also heard things. 
Everyone approaching the border had a story, and every story was 
reported home.

Agreeing to serve as one of Father’s spies was a simple matter of 
choice for him. For one, several of Flynn’s family and friends had been 
caught up in Lucifer’s net of deception, and been led away. They were 
now plodding along in darkness like slaves, and Flynn wanted to be 
ready to help them when he could. But more importantly, there was 
the matter of his recompense. He had failed Father, and offered him-
self up in sacrificial service. It was the only way to stay on his course of 
progression. Still, he only agreed to spy for Father is he could alter his 
appearance, and it had worked. Lucifer didn’t recognize him. Even after 
Lucifer’s close scrutiny. Lucas, who now called himself Flynn, was not the 
same man who had failed Father. A path of redemption was his fate, and 
he would not fail again.

The service was not without great risk. Several spies had already 
been caught and cruelly tortured for their betrayal. They were damaged 
beyond repair, and unceremoniously, even irreverently returned to the 
Realm as a warning to Father.

Flynn wasn’t overly concerned with the possibility of his capture and 
torture, he believed it inevitable. But he was determined to last as long 
as possible. To serve Father in any capacity was a great honor, and Flynn 
planned to make the most of it regardless of the risks. It was, he felt, the 
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most selfless thing he could manage, while at the same time forfeiting 
his only chance of physical life on Earth.

Flynn didn’t know the other spies, but he suspected he was far from 
the highest placed within Lucifer’s staff. It would be better to organize, 
but with organization came a greater risk of discovery. Establishing a 
spy network was not his mission, but he was ready and willing to do 
anything to help the followers stay connected to truth and light.

Flynn traveled the distance of his route, acknowledged the adja-
cent border guard, and returned to the gate. General Zurell was there, 
watching, saying nothing, but examining him as if under a microscope. 
Flynn said nothing. He saluted, hand to throat as was the custom, and 
entered the gatehouse to record his recent patrol. The penetrating stare 
of Zurell’s eyes on his back was unmistakable. He’d been sent to exam-
ine him more closely, probably on Lucifer’s orders, but maybe not. Either 
way, the scrutiny had been anticipated. All Flynn could do was act nor-
mal. To ease the burden of the examination, he decided to conduct 
another patrol. With the gate locked, it was expected. Act normal.

When he was beyond the reach of Zurell’s influence, Flynn allowed 
his mind to ponder the significance of his pending intelligence report. 
He hoped he could adequately capture the scene on the plain with suf-
ficient detail. Father would be pleased to learn that Lucifer had acted 
according to plan. He had boasted of his powers, and showed his light.

Flynn added his report to the crystal before hiding it in the day’s 
dead-drop. He never saw it picked up, and he dared not try to. There 
was no point, and the risk was too great. Everything he did had to 
appear natural, routine. No more conversations with the man. He was 
done painting a target on his back. Low profile, from here on out.
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Five

EARTH APPRAISED

O
nce construction was complete and the building party well away, 
Lucifer ventured down to Earth to have a look around. He traveled 

quickly through a tunnel of his own making, and arrived well outside the 
planet’s physical environment, appearing in space with the sun at his 
back. Still a great distance from the planet - to better appraise a suitably 
unobtrusive approach – he imagined his shadow casting itself across the 
entire face of the sunlit world. A thing to come, he mused.

It was almost as beautiful physically as it was spiritually. The bright 
blue expanse of the ocean, as it peeked through a lattice of billowy 
white clouds, resembled that of a jewel set upon a lush, velvety cloth of 
black satin. It was a wonder to behold, and Lucifer was impressed. He 
watched as the large and single landmass slowly appeared and changed 
Earth’s dominance from blue to a lush and vivid green. Lucifer marveled 
at the uniqueness of the world for a moment longer, and then shifted his 
vision back to a spiritual perspective.

Earth’s spiritual signature relayed a delicate complexity far more 
beautiful than anything he had ever before seen. From space, Lucifer 
examined the relationship between the three: Earth, moon and sun. 
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Waves of energy connected and overlapped to form a unique balance, 
or trinity-relationship, that defined Father’s choice in patterns.

Moreover, Lucifer saw the effects of Yeshua’s handy work, how his 
personal signature was interwoven throughout the entire system, leav-
ing Earth sitting in peaceful solitude among a neighborhood of equally 
spectacular but physically uninhabitable guardian worlds.

Lucifer watched as Cherubim worked in the far distance, seemingly 
setting a guard around Earth to protect it till the introduction of man. 
The angels traveled along the outer edge of the physical atmosphere, 
identifiable only by their slight shift in color when seen at a distance 
through spiritual eyes. Like so many satellites, they weaved a pattern of 
protection around Earth as they went.

The Cherubim commander was also present. Lucifer soured at the 
sight of Nathaniel, and wondered why Father would task him here when 
there must be so many other, more important missions for him to per-
form. He reasoned that Father must have placed him here to hedge up 
his efforts to inspect Earth.

The enmity between Lucifer and Michael was legendary, but the 
enmity between him and Nathaniel was a bit more one-sided. No matter 
how much insult and injury Lucifer applied toward the Cherubim com-
mander and his mate, feelings of neutrality always seemed to emerge 
from him. It was as if Nathaniel was entirely insensitive to all but direct 
attack, and only then when it related to his work. Still, Lucifer was not 
willing to underestimate the man, especially if he was given Father’s 
charter to warden Earth.

Lucifer knew many of the others from the ranks of the Cherubim, but 
he dared not raise their attention for this was an entirely unsanctioned 
mission, one meant to stealthfully reconnoiter and collect intelligence, 
not harass an unsuspecting guard. Besides, he didn’t want to ruin what 
remaining freedom of travel he currently enjoyed. Father, he knew, would 
gladly limit all his travels at the first sign of trouble. He already restricted 
how far he could travel, and if he hoped to return again to Earth before 
his role of Opposer was in play, he knew he had to keep a very low profile.
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He turned to look toward the center of the Realm to get his bearings 
on where the planet was located, and then searched the darkness for 
his distant home. Having been robbed of its light, Lucifer’s star was no 
longer visible to the physical eye. But even with his keen spiritual vision, 
the distance to his dark star was too great to measure with any ability. 
Nothing could be seen of his home from where he stood, hanging in the 
darkness of space above Earth.

After having been thrust to the outer edge of the Realm, his home 
was now a dead rock suspended against an even darker curtain of 
open space. It made looking at the trinity, the light of the sun, and the 
reflected luminescence of the moon and Earth, all the more painful for 
his loss. The sun, bright and healthy, seemed to mock his every failure, 
and he longed to leave its face.

Though Lucifer struggled continuously with the reality of losing his 
entire inheritance, Father’s offer provided him some hope of recovery. 
Besides, he reasoned that serving as Earth’s Opposer wouldn’t be too 
difficult. He knew many opposers who managed their World’s with far 
less intelligence than he possessed. Indeed, he would make easy work 
of Earth, and then regain enough of his glory to start again.

Lucifer waited for a gap in the security patrol, and then descended 
quickly into the planet’s atmosphere where he paused just below the 
first belt of Cherubim security to hide himself in the thick white clouds 
that traveled the sky. When the coast was clear, he descended down to 
the middle cloud layer where he could get a better view of the surface. 
Though many thousands of feet up, he could begin to see sufficient 
detail to marvel at the beauty on Earth’s surface.

He knew much of Earth’s glory was due to the fact that it rested in 
the terrestrial zone, a place where energy was abundant, willing and 
obedient. As such, the terrestrial zone was the quintessential construc-
tion zone for the building of many of Father’s other physical worlds. For 
some, it was also a resting place. Worlds that settled in the terrestrial 
zone were content with the reflection of their glory, even if it wasn’t the 
highest.
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Father’s worlds, he knew, were as numerous and various as his chil-
dren. Some reached the terrestrial zone, and some the celestial, but 
many resolved to remain in their physical or telestial zone, the lowest of 
the three, to continue on until their transformation. All things that were 
physical were subject to physical laws, and as such, they were want to 
pass away, though through a process similar to rebirth.

The final determination of world placement was more about the 
inhabitants than it was about the world itself, but the relationship 
between the two could not be understated. The melding of energy 
involved in creation - the existence of physical life - developed into 
a refined symbiosis. The one could hardly exist in purpose without 
the other. Spiritual and physical creations had their specific purpose 
and functions, and they either existed together in peace and har-
mony, or struggled through corruption and destruction. The latter 
of the two is why many of Father’s worlds didn’t reach the celestial 
kingdom. They denied God’s glory and relegated themselves to a 
physical preference.

Lucifer didn’t care if Earth ever reached its celestial glory, that was 
Father and Yeshua’s problem. His, was to oppose, and through opposi-
tion he would do what he could, despite Father’s parameters, to trouble 
the plan and be the greatest opposer that had ever served. Indeed, he 
felt he got off easy, and as such, he would set a precedent of opposition 
so complete as to earn him the respect and attention of the entire Verse. 
If he could not be great in the light, then his name would be known 
among the dark as the greatest of all opposers.

But Earth, he knew, was different - destined for greatness. Too many 
great ones were called to participate. Indeed, never before had Lucifer 
known so many from the elect class who were willing to volunteer, or so 
many elites, hand-picked by Father to participate on Earth.

As Father’s final work before ascending to the Versal High Court, it 
was certainly a grand and risky venture. He was putting everything into 
it. Giving it his all, as they said. If it failed, well, Lucifer didn’t know what 
that would mean for him or Father. Was failure even an option? Could 
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Father fail? Lucifer drew on his vast memory and tried to recall even a 
single failure of Father’s, but he couldn’t think of one.

Father struggled through personal growth, sure. Trial and sacrifice, 
definitely. But of failure, Lucifer couldn’t recall. Then again, Father was 
older than his reckoning. His records, that being before the time of the 
Realm, were out of Lucifer’s reach even as a researcher in all his glory. 
They were sealed by the Verse, only to be revealed at the appointed 
place and time.

As for Earth’s first-termers, they would be little more than his cannon 
fodder. Try as he might, he couldn’t convince the whole of the Realm 
that they were walking into a trap with Earth; that their physical experi-
ence would be more difficult and challenging than on any other world.

It didn’t matter that he offered countless examples of other worlds 
with lesser veils, or less challenging restrictions. It didn’t matter that he 
offered the pleasures and reward of a physical life without the severe tri-
als. No. All that mattered for them was the reward after Earth life.

But they didn’t understand the cost of that reward or how easily they
could fail. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t convince them that 
they were making a mistake. They just didn’t seem to understand that 
they could have realized their reward if they just turned their attention to 
him, and avoided a challenge made extreme by virtue of previous veils 
and countless other obstacles. If Lucifer didn’t know better, he’d swear 
Father wanted his children to fail. All the cards were stacked against 
them and him. Those who agreed to physically participate were risking 
everything.

“The fools!” spat Lucifer. His mind returned to the mission at hand 
when a lone Cherubim streaked by above. Lucifer looked to see if he 
was spotted, but the angel, a single hand resting on the hilt of his sword, 
flew by unaware and continued on his security mission.

Lucifer shifted his position into a denser part of the clouds while he 
considered all those who accepted a physical life on Earth. They were 
now his enemy, and he would make them suffer for rejecting his answer 
to the plan. He would wreak havoc on them from his headquarters in the 



Kenneth Cary

84

Outlands, and there he would plot, deceive and influence at will, send-
ing his army forth to oppose their every effort to find and join ranks with 
Father and Yeshua.

He would sift them as wheat. The mortals who succumbed to his 
influence would be under his complete control. The greatest from those 
fallen ranks would continue to serve him once it was their time to pass 
through their physical lives and choose his world, his rule. After having 
proven themselves worthy of his honor, he would set them up as special 
agents. They would personally know the extent of physical weakness, 
and be better able to bring to bear the influence thereof, and serve him 
better than even those who now followed him.

Lucifer was confident that he would not only accomplish the mis-
sion of opposition, but also win a larger following through the process. 
Regardless, the numbers would always be in his favor. There was also 
the matter of Father’s parameters, even those that were self-imposed, 
to further raise the question of his existence to everyone under the veil. 
To find Father - to believe in him - they would have to overcome many 
hard questions pertaining to his existence.

He chuckled at the thought of the large, primitive creatures that 
were allowed to dwell on Earth before Adam. Though Father might like 
a good challenge, when their bones were found by man they would 
raise many questions about the origins of their physical existence, and 
Lucifer would be there to encourage them toward evolution. Indeed, 
he would lead many away from Father, and it would be an easy task. 
Countless false gods would be raised up before them, and they would 
soon doubt the existence and nature of their true and living God.

To trouble the fools on their life’s experience would be Lucifer’s dis-
tinct pleasure, and he would make them suffer through the whole of 
their physical lives - give them such a trying and difficult experience, 
have them fail so miserably - that they would never again desire a taste 
for physical life. For many, it would be their first and final life phase, with 
or without Yeshua’s atoning sacrifice.
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Lucifer was as near ready to work as he could be, given the amount 
of time he had to prepare. Fortunately, he wasn’t alone in his efforts. 
Standing beneath him was a strong, close cadre of devout and loyal 
servants. Just beneath them stood an army of followers who, after much 
persuasion, and even a few threats, agreed to follow his lead. Once he 
convinced them that they had no choice but to serve - that they had to 
serve if they wished to regain any portion of their lost light - units were 
formed, and command and control firmly established.

Under his command, Lucifer’s generals, captains and lieutenants 
would issue forth and descend upon the children of men like hungry 
locust ready to devour the children of Adam and Eve through illusion, 
deception and lies. Indeed, it would be their great playground, and 
Lucifer would set himself up as their one true god.

First, everything hinged on his ability to convince Adam and Eve to 
disobey Father - the opening play – and he was confident it would be 
an easy task. What was presently a peaceful and nearly static existence 
would become chaos and forward motion.

Would Father consume the Garden in flames because of their disobe-
dience? Lucifer didn’t know, but he also didn’t care. When Earth moved 
into its telestial zone, the Garden would lose its vigor and become one 
with the planet, just another piece of ground on the surface.

Once Adam and Eve fell, Lucifer would begin his mission, and their 
lives, and the lives of their children, would be Lucifer’s for the taking. 
Adam would lose Father’s personal protection, no longer enjoy his pres-
ence and company or the presence of his many angels, and be left to 
fend entirely for himself.

Even the relationship he would build with the creatures of Earth 
would be forfeit. Adam and Eve would be brought low, made to suffer a 
fate of raw physical existence, and Lucifer would be there to enjoy every 
minute of it.

Father might have presented the mission to him as a choice, but 
Lucifer knew there really wasn’t one. There’s was literally no refusing an 
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offer when his reset was at stake. Still, he couldn’t help but believe that 
Father needed him as much as he needed Father.

Lucifer felt he knew Father’s plan well enough to oppose it - 
enough to construct a detailed counterplan even – but he could only 
guess at the schedule when it came to the placement of Father’s elites. 
He wasn’t given information pertaining to their individual timelines, 
which meant he would have to keep an eye open for them as they 
came, but he was sure they would be easy enough to spot among 
the rank and file of earthly inhabitants. So not knowing who was to 
come, and when, was not a concern at the moment. He had files on 
all of them, and he knew they would be recognized as soon as they 
appeared.

The extensive collection of personnel files Lucifer maintained on 
Father’s elites guaranteed him some degree of success. There was, he 
remembered, a dispensational clause that meant Father was limited to 
the number of elites he could send to Earth during any given period of 
time. It was another element of balance at play, and Lucifer wondered 
if Father was being a bit overconfident. To him, Father seemed to be 
going into the fight with one arm tied behind his back, but Lucifer was 
wise enough to proceed with caution and not underestimate the Chess 
Master. Father was in it to win as sure as anything he had ever before 
done, and Lucifer knew that limitations would extend into his camp as 
well. The elites, by the very nature of their number, timing and place-
ment, would enjoy a certain degree of protection by Father, and be free 
to sway the hearts and minds of mankind back to the fold. Still, Lucifer 
would be ready for them.

As an elite himself, Adam’s temptation posed a significant challenge 
for Lucifer. For one, Lucifer had to perform the temptation alone. But 
more challenging yet, the temptation had to occur when Earth was still 
in its terrestrial placement. That meant Adam and Eve would be under 
Father’s direct protection despite their newly acquired physical bodies. 
Also, being closer to Father meant they would be closer to the truth, 
and therefore harder to deceive.
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In consequence to the challenge, Lucifer realized that the best way 
to convince Adam to disobey Father was with the truth. He mentally pat-
ted himself on the back at that realization as he began to traverse the 
circumference of the world just below the middle layer of clouds. The 
problem, he knew then, wasn’t in telling them the truth, it was getting 
close enough to deliver it.

There was also the matter of Adam’s ability to feel Lucifer’s presence. 
While being physical in a terrestrial world, Lucifer believed Adam would 
be hyper-sensitive to any dark or opposing force in his presence. The 
veil would be thin for Adam while Earth was in its terrestrial phase, so 
Lucifer knew he would have to dampen his spiritual signature. Reduced 
glory or not, Lucifer knew he presented a very strong signature, even 
if it was darker than light. Being highly intelligent didn’t mean he was 
blissfully ignorant of how other people saw and felt him. He was keenly 
aware of how he presented himself, which is why he always managed – 
almost always managed - to control the situations he was in. But he was 
also willing to take risks to meet his goals.

He would need a disguise if he was to observe Adam and Eve in the 
Garden; one that would guarantee unlimited access to them at all times. 
It was the only realistic option given his desire to observe them closely 
and identify their vulnerabilities, which would be a challenge with secu-
rity so close at hand.

But disguising himself as a visiting or attending angel was foolish. 
He believed such an impersonation wouldn’t work in the Garden any-
way, not with so many other attending angels present. Every one of 
them would most likely be known to Adam. As for disguising himself 
as Father or Yeshua, or for that matter, any other glorified person of the 
Realm, was even more than foolish, it was dangerous. Impersonating 
Father was a serious crime, and one that almost guaranteed reset.

That left Father’s creatures as his last remaining option for disguise. 
Still, even hidden in a creature, Lucifer wondered if Adam would feel 
his presence. The enmity between them was palpable. It is why Lucifer 
needed to select a creature endeared to Adam, one that he would 
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befriend before Eve’s inclusion. The creature disguise would have to 
be sufficiently pleasing to Adam to dull his alertness to any external 
influence.

Lucifer knew the creatures planned for Earth, but he had no idea 
which ones Adam or Eve would bond to. Ideally, it would have to be 
one they both enjoyed. Only time would reveal Lucifer’s best possible 
option for disguise.

He recalled the actions of opposers on Father’s other worlds, and 
knew that he would be operating with more restrictions than many 
before him. But in some cases, there would also be more freedoms, 
which is why, he liked to believe, that Father let him retain some use of 
his light.

Lucifer didn’t like all the unique aspects of Earth’s purpose. He 
couldn’t shake the feeling that there was a surprise – a trap even – wait-
ing for him just over the horizon. He desperately wanted to believe that 
Father trusted him, not just to accomplish his mission, but accomplish 
it in grand fashion; something comparable to Lucifer’s renowned intel-
ligence and cunning. Which is why he needed a grand opening move.

With that, and many other mission related thoughts floating around 
in his mind, Lucifer descended below the lowest layer of clouds and 
continued his survey of the world but on a different heading. It was, 
he saw, an Adam-ready planet. He knew the best way to ascertain the 
conditions of the Garden was to walk the grounds, but he was leery 
and cautious of a potential guard force believed to be present on the 
surface. At the minimum, he wanted to identify a few places where he 
could observe Adam while remaining undetectable. A forward operat-
ing base would be nice, but since he was limited to solo operations for 
the time being, there really wasn’t a point. He, and only he, was permit-
ted to travel to Earth from the Outlands. Everything he needed for his 
mission would have to be carried on him, or retrieved at serious loss of 
surveillance while away at his command headquarters on Araphel.

So, until his commanders and staff were allowed to travel to Earth with 
him, there was no point in doing more than taking a cautious look around.
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As for going it alone, he was far from concerned. He did like hearing 
the ideas of his commanders and staff from time to time, but none could 
match his intelligence and experience so it wouldn’t be a real inconve-
nience. Still, they could be effective sounding boards from time to time. 
They even, on occasion, presented good ideas that awakened some 
long-forgotten memories of value for him. After having completed so 
many life phases, and accumulating so much intelligence, he sometimes 
needed the benefit of others to recall a less significant bit of detail.

When he saw a three-man detail of Cherubim streak down toward 
the surface, Lucifer held his position and waited for a moment to see if 
more would follow. After moving away quickly, he dropped down to a 
lower altitude, one that was to the height of a tall building, and contin-
ued his survey of the surface, careful not to alert the guards below.

At this height, he began to notice the fine details and superb 
craftsmanship of the world. Everything from the energetic nature of the 
atmosphere, to the purity of the elements below him, was as tangible 
to him as if he enjoyed a physical body. He breathed in deeply as if 
truly enjoying the environment, and then reminisced about his former 
physical lives. A smile spread on his lips as he considered making Earth 
his home.

It was exhilarating to be so close to the new world, one fresh and 
unaltered by man, especially after living in the desolate ruins of his dark-
ened star. To arrive - to enjoy the bright, open expanse of physical life 
below him - was more pleasant and refreshing than he ever anticipated. 
To make Earth his home was, for the first time, something of a strong 
desire. After turning around to take it all in, Lucifer declared trium-
phantly, “I will make this my home. It will become the center of my new 
kingdom, and it will be my greatest work!”

Lucifer wished he could share the moment with someone, someone 
now lost to him; a woman who was once his closest companion, but was 
now out of reach due to Father’s blasted insistence on absolute agency. 
Even to share the moment with one of his commanders would have 
been better than enjoying it alone.
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Since losing her, he cared nothing for Father’s laws and position on 
agency. His anger over having lost her still burned red hot in his heart, 
always close to the surface and eager to consume anyone who tried to 
offend or insult him. Serving as Earth’s Opposer would help him forget, 
or so he liked to think, but he would never forget her, or the laws that 
sent her away.

Finally, after selecting a particularly lush spot on the ground, one 
near to the center of the large and rather impressive landmass where 
three great rivers flowed through it, looking like blue ribbons draped 
across a fine sheet of velvety green silk, Lucifer lowered himself even 
further.

Soon, he passed through the tall canopy of broadleaf trees. Still above 
the ground to the height of a seven-story building, he noted the more 
exquisite beauty of the Garden that was now set around him in fine detail. 
Every manner of beautiful tree, shrub and plant was growing vibrantly 
around him. Fruit and flowers of countless varieties filled the Garden with 
vivid colors and aromas, and added to the extravagant natural beauty of 
the place. This, Lucifer knew, represented all the best of life from Father’s 
other worlds. It was a beauty beyond anything Lucifer had ever seen.

When he was but a little more than a few feet above ground, Lucifer’s 
eyes were drawn to the right where the spiritual radiance of two unique 
trees demanded his immediate attention. The first, and most important 
to his mission, was that of the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. He 
studied the tree from a safe distance, and marveled at its simple and 
elegant design. With broad green leaves and large, purple fruit, the tree 
looked like the others save for its energetic signature. But there was 
also one outwardly visible physical difference, the tree’s bark was that 
of an iridescent light-brown, one that resembled flowing, liquid gold. 
The trunk rippled in the light, but in a subtle, earthly manner. Lucifer 
knew that the Tree of Knowledge existed in perfect balance between 
the physical and spiritual planes, and was a truly terrestrial creation. 
He also knew that it would not survive the fall. Father would have it 
removed long before Earth entered its telestial phase. Other such trees 
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had served Father before, but Lucifer knew this one was uniquely made 
for Earth, designed specifically for Adam and Eve.

Not a stone’s throw from the Tree of Knowledge stood the Tree of 
Life. It was, by far, the most grand and stately tree in the Garden. Though 
not the tallest of all the trees, it was nevertheless the regalest of the two. 
A white trunk of enormous girth, one that would easily require twenty 
men to encircle with their arms outstretched, supported an intricate lat-
tice of branches, both large and small. The leaves were also white, but 
small with proportional fruit. To Lucifer, the Tree of Life resembled that 
of an ancient and well-tended olive tree.

Lucifer found that he could not look upon the tree for long given its 
spiritual radiance. He turned his attention away and settled the last few 
inches to the ground, eager to be able to set foot on the surface for the 
first time.

He had never before seen such marvelous trees, even the natural 
ones, and he wondered what it all meant. With the two being singu-
larly special, Lucifer couldn’t help but wonder if there were other sur-
prises awaiting Adam. He understood the importance of the Tree of 
Knowledge, and the ‘partaking of the fruit’, but why a Tree of Life on the 
planet? Was it meant to enliven the world?

As for getting Adam to disobey Father and partake of the fruit, 
Lucifer was confident he could manage it. But he wondered if he could 
also get Adam to partake of the fruit from the Tree of Life as well. That 
would surely put a kink in Father’s plans, and quite literally grind the 
entire process to a halt. As entertaining as that thought was, it was far 
from being even remotely possible. Father would never allow such an 
interruption in the plan to occur, agency or no agency. Father’s plan held 
infinite purpose, and he would never let it be upset beyond the scope 
of balance. Still, it was pleasing to entertain such a possibility, for Adam 
and Eve to live on in their sin – never dying or fulfilling the first com-
mandment to multiply and replenish the Earth.

Lucifer considered the relevance of the two trees for a moment lon-
ger, and then turned his attention to the Garden as a whole. His eyes 
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followed the course of life-giving water that flowed from beneath the 
Tree of Life and out into the garden where it energized everything it 
came into contact with. The stream wound its way delicately through the 
Garden, meandering across the valley floor before spilling playfully into 
one of the larger, nearby rivers.

Along the banks of the life-giving stream grew all manner of veg-
etation in great abundance. To Lucifer, it seemed oddly serene in the 
Garden with the absence of creatures, but he found that to be its most 
redeeming quality. Once Adam and the creatures were introduced, the 
Garden would come to resemble that of a zoo, and be a place of busy 
and awkward relationships. Lucifer preferred the more telestial existence 
of life, where it could be taken and given under rules he appreciated. 
The calm, sculpted, and nearly perfect environment of the Garden made 
Lucifer want to protect it from Adam’s arrival - to claim it for himself and 
deny anyone the opportunity of enjoying its beauty.

The thought of preventing Adam’s arrival brought a fresh smile to his 
face. But the reality of that thought was far from the truth. Lucifer knew 
he could no more prevent his arrival than end his sentence as opposer. 
It was weakness to believe he could change the things he couldn’t, and 
Lucifer despised people for their weaknesses. Even himself, if it came to 
that, but Michael, he loathed for his strengths. “Ever so quick to judge 
and hedge up my way,” whispered Lucifer. “Soon the tables will be 
turned on you, my brother, and you will be under my power.”brother, and you will be under my power.”brother

Lucifer anticipated the pleasant and solid contact of the surface, 
and was surprised when it occurred several inches above the surface. 
Momentarily jarred by the premature impact, he was instantly angry. He 
quickly gained several feet of altitude and plunged to the surface with 
great force. Driven to his knees by the impact, he angrily slammed his 
fists against the invisible barrier that kept him from touching the cov-
eted surface of the world.

With fists tightly clenched, he stood, flew high up into the air, and 
after a brief pause he shot downward with great force. Like a bolt of 
lightning, Lucifer bulleted toward the surface and struck it with enough 
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energy to rock the adjacent trees. He saw none of it as blackness 
engulfed him and he lay unconscious.

After later coming to, Lucifer opened his eyes to find himself lying 
face down on the barrier, staring at the surface of Earth that might as 
well have been a thousand miles away. Once he regained his strength, 
he rolled onto his back and looked up through the trees. Large, billowy 
white clouds drifted gently across a pristine canvas of azure sky. A lone 
streak of light high above, indicated the passing of yet another unaware 
angelic guard. Why the barrier, Father, asked Lucifer to himself. What 
are you protecting?

The entire planet seemed to taunt him with serene indifference, and 
that angered Lucifer even more. He rose to his knees and beat his fists 
upon the barrier yet again. Sparks of energy flew into the air with every 
blow, but the barrier remained impenetrable. Tired and defeated, he 
knew there was nothing he possessed that could weaken or damage the 
barrier in any way. With that reality, he stood up and forcefully spat upon 
the barrier. He wondered if the barrier included everything – all life on 
the planet – or just the surface of the planet.

He walked quickly toward the nearest tree, a fruit tree of remarkable 
beauty with large red, yellow and orange hued fruit, and prepared to 
pluck one from its heavily laden branches. He stopped just short of the 
tree and studied it closely for a long minute, trying to see if it was also 
protected by a barrier. He heard a sound and stopped to look around, 
but when he saw no one, he reached up to pluck the fruit.
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SIX

MOTHER EARTH

“D
on’t do that!” came the stern and confident female voice from 
behind Lucifer. It was a command delivered with great confidence 

and poise, and it surprised him enough that he obeyed and immediately 
turned to identify the challenge.

Standing before Lucifer was a woman of clean and natural beauty. 
Of average height with chestnut colored hair and eyes as blue as the 
twilight sky. She stood firmly before him, confident, glaring sharply with 
her hands on her hips as if daring him to challenge her authority. He was 
also surprised by her beauty, and began to study her countenance with 
great interest, believing for a moment that she was somehow familiar to 
him, a former life phase friend, or maybe even a former wife.

“Do I know you?” asked Lucifer, softly, to disguise his apprehension 
and annoyance.

“I believe I would remember,” she quipped.
“You dare . . .” he said, but then quickly stopped. Something about 

her aura urged caution, or maybe reverence. Whatever the feeling, it 
greatly unnerved him. Lucifer shook it off and with a snarl, added, “What 
madness is this?”

“Madness?” replied the woman calmly. “Do you speak of your-
self . . . perhaps to explain why you came here to violate this place?”
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Lucifer squinted at her as he quickly tapped into the well of patience 
that was all but dry as of late. She was not of the Cherubim, he knew, 
for she was not clothed or armed as per the Order of Light. She was 
also alone, and the Cherubim rarely, if ever, worked alone. An angel, 
perhaps. “What is your purpose here?” asked Lucifer, as he attempted 
to lower his threatening demeanor with a smile. “I did not expect to 
find one of Father’s agents traveling abroad at this time. Are you here to 
inspect the world?”

“I . . .” said the woman, but then she paused and began to look 
around as if debating the cost of sharing too much information with 
Lucifer. She looked at him before continuing and said, “. . . do not trust 
you.”

“How could you not trust me, sister? I am not here to challenge 
your presence. I only wish to know your purpose here,” said Lucifer, 
smoothly and with an even bigger smile. “Do you wish to know my pur-
pose here?” he added.

While he waited for her to respond, Lucifer studied her clean, ele-
gant beauty. A long, flowing white gown of delicate gossamer-like silk 
adorned her stately, spiritually-defined body. Shoulder length hair cov-
ered her head, which was crowned with a fine string of small, brilliant, 
white flowers. Bare and clean, is how he saw her, and he wanted to hurt 
her for her purity. The fact that she could withstand his charm annoyed 
Lucifer, but what annoyed him more was the fact that her feet were rest-
ing on the surface of the world. There was no barrier preventing her feet 
from touching the ground, and he clenched his jaw in frustration as his 
fragile self-control began to unravel.

“My purpose is my own,” she exclaimed. “It is sanctioned by Father, 
and that is all you need to know.”

“You impudent wench,” growled Lucifer under his breath. Then, 
resuming an entirely normal tone, he said with what should have 
sounded like a purr but came out sounding more like a growl, “I too 
am sanctioned by Father to be here. He has granted me access to this 
world so that I may prepare for my mission. Perhaps we are to be part-
ners here?” With the close of his words, he attempted to sound more 
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pleased and delighted with the possibility of spending time with the 
woman, but again his comment came out sounding false and apparently 
repulsive.

“You and me?” she replied with understated irony. “Do you now jest 
with me?”

Her contempt for him was obvious, and he was immediately done 
with all pleasantries. “You think yourself too good for me?” he snapped. 
“You are nothing if not a steward. That is what you are, a steward. Bound 
to this Earth without hope of relief. You are a slave till the end.”

“Slaves are taken against their will. I was called and accepted. Of 
course, you are right, I am Earth’s steward. It is my place to watch over 
this creation,” she replied, and for the first time offered a smile that sang 
of contentment and joy.

“Smile and mock me now, little girl. I will turn this place into ruin, 
and you will beg for mercy before I am through,” spat Lucifer.

She ignored the threat and answered calmly, “You are not welcome 
here! You must leave this place at once!”

“I’m not welcome here? Who are you to command me. I’m free 
to travel here, or wherever I wish,” replied Lucifer with a snarl, and he 
began to grow himself in stature, for the first time assuming a threaten-
ingly monstrous and demonic stature. He was twice the size of her, with 
large powerful arms and a bull’s head. Cloven hooves sparked against 
the barrier as he stomped his feet while billowing jets of fire from his 
nostrils. A long red tail hissed through the air, and large claw-like hands 
reached out for the woman.

“You do not frighten me,” she stated with stern serenity. “I am home. 
You are the intruder. I command you to leave, immediately!”

Lucifer slowly shed his demonic form, and with a hearty snort he 
turned his back to the woman and plucked a piece of fruit from the near-
est tree. Then, without pause, he bit into the fruit and began to chew 
upon it with exaggerated enthusiasm. “You see,” he said, while wiping 
his mouth with a sleeve of his robe, “I can take what I want from this 
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world, and you can’t command me!” He then threw what remained of 
the fruit at her feet.

The woman looked at the discharge and declared, “I see that you 
are a light waster . . . he who wastes creation.”

“Oh, yes,” said Lucifer, as he reached for another fruit and threw 
it, uneaten, deep into the garden. “I’m that . . . and so much more,” 
declared Lucifer, and he began to walk boldly toward the woman.

When he was no more than a few steps from the woman, the 
Garden filled with a bright flash of light and a loud crack of thunder. 
Lucifer stopped in mid-stride and looked on in surprise. Seven armored 
Cherubim stood between him and the woman. Armed with special 
swords of light, and dressed in their ceremonial white armor, complete 
with large and fiercely powerful white wings, they formed a semi-circle
barrier between Lucifer and the woman.

Lucifer knew the captain well, Eloise’s mate and Father’s obedient 
servant, the Cherubim commander, Nathaniel. He stood tall and noble 
before Lucifer, a small frock of light brown hair protruded out from 
under the brow-edge of his commander’s helm. His penetrating green 
eyes, highlighted with flecks of gold, squinted tightly at Lucifer as if to 
scrutinize in preparation for a fight. Nathaniel stepped boldly forward, 
and with a single finger he touched the helm’s raised visor while asking, 
“What brings you here, my brother?”

Lucifer smiled and shrugged. “Nathaniel. Why do you trouble your-
self in my business? I’m only here to admire the handy work of this 
world.” He then glanced over Nathaniel’s shoulder toward the woman, 
nodded once in her direction and declared, “She must be very special 
indeed to command the presence of such a renowned detail as this,” 
Lucifer added with a sweep of his arm at the other guards. “Surely you 
have better things to do than come to the aid of one so capable as 
this . . . woman?”

“Capable she is,” replied Nathaniel, “but she did not call for me. I 
came at Father’s request.”
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“Ah, that is right. Father’s lap dogs, the lot of you. Fine. But answer 
me this, why is she here? I have no memory of her in the plan.”

“That is a question you should take up with Father,” replied 
Nathaniel, calmly.

“It’s unacceptable,” snapped Lucifer. “You must take her away 
immediately!”

Nathaniel reached up, released the chin strap from his helm, and 
removed it from his head. He turned and handed it to the nearest 
Cherubim before facing Lucifer to say, “You hold no authority over me, 
brother. You were stripped of your rank and glory long ago.” Nathaniel 
paused as if to let the message sink in and then added more matter-of-
factly, “I respect your work, brother . . . your accomplishments, but no factly, “I respect your work, brother . . . your accomplishments, but no factly
longer, you. Not after what you did to my Eloise.”

“So . . . therein lies the rub. You are angry with me,” replied Lucifer, 
much too cheerfully for the conversation. He acted as if he had been 
merely caught stealing a cookie from the cookie jar. “You have come 
here to seek your revenge!” taunted Lucifer.

“Your reward will come in due time,” replied Nathaniel. “I do pity 
you, though . . . what you’ve become. You are now a dark and loath-
some creature.”

Lucifer’s hackles raised considerably at Nathaniel’s subtle contempt, 
but he dared not attack for fear of Father’s retaliation. Instead, he spat 
on the ground and said, “I reject you and your pity!” he snapped, and 
then, in a childish attempt to torment Nathaniel further, Lucifer added, 
“I would ruin her again if I could!”

Nathaniel shook his head in sympathy and said, “This is my post. 
I’ve been tasked to secure this world until Adam’s time is complete 
and the world’s path is set.” He then rested his left hand on the hilt 
of his sword and said, “As such, I’m here to serve Father’s will until 
relieved. You, on the other hand, are not permitted to attend, inves-
tigate, or tarry here in any way. I ask you now, brother, will you leave 
willingly?”
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“And if I choose to resist?” taunted Lucifer, baring his teeth under 
a sinister grin that contorted his face into a mask of dark and pending 
destruction.

“I am authorized to use force,” replied Nathaniel quickly, almost 
eagerly.

“I bet you are,” sneered Lucifer.
“What say you, brother. Will you leave on your own, or must we 

remove you under escort?”
Lucifer stared at Nathaniel for a moment, briefly scanned the other 

faces of the Cherubim, and with another head nod toward the woman, 
who seemed not the least bit concerned about any threat to her well-
being, asked, “First . . . tell me her name.”

“I do not know her name,” replied Nathaniel. “But I do know that it 
is sacred, and meant for release in the proper place and time.”

Lucifer’s face tightened into a scowl and he began to grow red in 
anger. Then, just as quickly, he looked down to collect himself. When 
he raised his head and met Nathaniel’s eyes, he appeared calm and 
composed. Now a mask of serenity, he calmly said, “I’ll leave willingly. 
But know this, brother, soon you will have no power over me. This will brother, soon you will have no power over me. This will brother
be my world, my glory. I know this because I have seen it,” and with 
that, Lucifer gathered up a length of his dark robe and departed in 
a flash of light, followed by a crackling, electric sound of discharging 
static.

During the quick journey home, he considered both the nature of 
the woman and the attitude of Nathaniel. If the woman was to be the 
steward for Earth, to supposedly oversee its health, or at least perform 
the functions similar to stewardship that had been done on other worlds, 
did that mean she would be free to trouble his mission there? And 
Nathaniel, what could he do to trip him up? Lucifer knew that Nathaniel 
would come to Earth at some appointed time to perform some secret 
mission for Father, but that would be near to the end, in the last dispen-
sation. Maybe he could do something to prevent his coming. When the 
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challenge of Adam was resolved, Lucifer decided he would then turn his 
attention on Nathaniel.

The portal opening appeared before him and Lucifer stepped 
through to enter the conference room. Dege, his loyal servant, was 
there to meet him as soon as he emerged, and he grunted a greeting. 
When Lucifer was angry, Dege knew, from sufficient experience, to 
give him plenty of space to think and move. He remained quiet and 
waited for Lucifer to talk, all the better to gauge what his master would 
say and do while avoiding making himself a target for his wrath, large 
or small.

Lucifer’s anger was legendary, and having experienced it first hand 
on many occasions, Dege braced for what was sure to be a spectac-
ular tantrum. Surprisingly, this time, Lucifer didn’t take his anger out 
on Dege. Instead, he walked over to the conference table and rested 
his butt on the edge. After crossing his arms, he closed his eyes as if 
to meditate. As Dege watched, he noted an occasional scowl cloud 
Lucifer’s face. His master apparently was troubled by what he saw on 
Earth, but it was only a matter of time before he shared that trouble 
with him.

Dege was more familiar with Lucifer’s personality quirks than anyone 
in the Realm. He could forecast and predict his behaviors as if reading 
his mind, though such an ability was outside of his reach. Mindreading 
was not a gift of the Dark Order. Still, after having spent so much time 
with Lucifer, he knew his master well; better even than Sahar, Lucifer’s 
one and only true love.

Though he had lost her long ago, Lucifer continued to hold on to 
the possibilities of what could have been. To Dege, such reflection was 
a waste of energy, but he could rarely relate to Lucifer’s loss. Having 
never experienced such a binding relationship himself, Dege could only 
look upon Lucifer with pity and, to some degree, sympathy. It clearly 
troubled his master to no end, and Dege wished Lucifer had never met 
the woman.

“What are you looking at?” snapped Lucifer.
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Lost in his own thoughts, Dege hadn’t noticed Lucifer open his eyes. 
He was staring at him with building rage. “My lord,” replied Dege, “I 
only notice that you are troubled. I take it things did not go well?”

Lucifer sighed and stood, allowing some of the anger and frustration 
to leave him like steam. He turned away, and with his back to Dege said, 
“A steward was present. And Nathaniel was there as well. But that was 
nothing compared to the barrier. I was not able to touch the surface.”

“A barrier, you say?” inquired Dege. “I have heard of this before. It 
is usually applied to restrict movement, but rarely so close to the sur-
face. You were able to approach to what range?”

“Inches,” shot Lucifer, and he spun around to face Dege. He then 
described the woman and asked Dege if he knew her.

“I’ll need more information if I’m to find or build a dossier on her. Is 
there nothing more to go on?”

“She reminded me of . . .” said Lucifer, but then paused, and with a 
wave of his hand he said, “Never mind.”

“I can fetch Nathaniel’s file if you wish,” offered Dege.
“I know more about Nathaniel than I care to. No. I want to better 

understand the barrier,” he said as he dropped heavily into one of the 
conference table chairs.

“I can . . .” said Dege, but Lucifer stopped him with a hand.
“Let me think, man!” he snapped, and then closed his eyes again.
The presence of that woman, and one who looked considerably like 

his Sahar, felt like a cruel joke. He wondered what Father was up to with 
that, but decided to explore that topic in greater detail at a later date 
and time. The same with Nathaniel. But why the blasted barrier? Was 
Father hiding something, or just controlling the situation – his situation - 
in some way.

With a mental sigh, Lucifer realized he already knew the answer to 
that question. Father was very good at controlling just about everything. 
He might expound the virtues of agency, how free will was the true path 
of progression, but Lucifer was convinced otherwise. Father created 
conditions, situations in fact, that were impossible to refuse.
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If all was to go forward as planned, he required complete and unre-
stricted access to Earth. Why Father hedged up his way made no sense 
to Lucifer. Everything about the world – his world – seemed somehow 
different, and that worried him. How Father expected him to perform his 
mission - his plan of opposition - if he wasn’t allowed to at least set up 
a forward operating base below the surface, was entirely frustrating. To 
say nothing of the fact that he was the only one allowed to travel from 
Araphel.

“Arggg!” yelled Lucifer, as he slammed a fist down hard on the thick, 
stone conference table. It cracked, but didn’t split. Then, as if mesmer-
ized by the damage, Lucifer began to trace the break lines with a long 
pinky fingernail. Having shed the buildup of dark energy in anger, he 
turned to look at Dege to ask, “What’s Elohim’s schedule? I need to see 
him immediately.”

“I’ll check, my lord,” replied Dege, and in a wink, he left the room.
Lucifer stood and began pacing around the room. For the first time 

since meeting with Father in his personal chambers after the council 
hearing, Lucifer regretted not asking him more detailed questions. He 
felt the fool. The so-called contract between them seemed like little 
more than a debt of service. He realized that he was now the one thing 
he most despised, a slave to Father. Too many details were missing to 
convince him otherwise.

Lucifer, to his own personal admission, realized that he once again 
underestimated Father. “What are you up to?” he said aloud. He was 
asking the question a second time when Dege returned.

“Yes?” asked Lucifer.
“I was informed, my lord, that Elohim is currently unavailable.”
“Unavailable?” snarled Lucifer. “Unavailable! What exactly does 

unavailable mean?” shouted Lucifer, struggling to contain his newly 
acquired anger. “Do I not do his work?”

“His work, my lord?” queried Dege with his trademark neutral tone.
“You know what I mean!” snapped Lucifer. “Why do you trouble 

me? Away with you!”
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“At your service, my lord,” said Dege, and at once he departed the 
chamber.

“Damn thee to hell!” roared Lucifer. With both hands formed tightly 
into fists, he raised them to his forehead and released a long and foul 
string of dark curses. The feeling of being used, manipulated even, filled 
his mind. The thought hung in the air like a flammable gray fog, ready 
to ignite at the slightest spark and engulf the room in wild fire. He told 
himself it was too soon to speculate on the probability that Father was 
manipulating him, but time would tell. The more salient point of thought 
was: What could he do to resume control? What did Father hope to gain 
from manipulating him, especially now before the opening act?

“How am I to do this job if every little thing I do is to be bound by 
your command!?” screamed Lucifer, as he thrust his hands away in a 
sudden and violent pulse of energy. With nothing close at hand to strike, 
the dark energy hit the wall with great force, cracking it open and send-
ing the nearby chairs flying away. Lucifer rubbed at his eyes with finger 
and thumb, to release any remaining tension caused by the outburst, 
and began to appraise the destruction.

Though the space, the furniture and chairs, the wall hangings and 
other articles in the conference room were all crafted by his followers, 
they had, in the true meaning of the word, not created anything. True 
creation was granted only to those who ascended to the highest levels 
of the Order of Light, to bring new life. Lucifer could not create new 
life. Despite Father’s close tutelage, and Lucifer’s numerous life phases, 
all was lost after Sahar. As such, he lost interest in creation and sought 
for destruction. If he could not create, then he would then destroy. He 
wondered if that was yet another trait Father needed of him, the desire 
to destroy.

But dark energy was not without benefit. It could be harnessed in 
ways that few appreciated, let alone understood. That, coupled with 
the limited ability to summon light, as he did on the plain, gave him 
a distinct advantage over the most powerful of his followers. None 
below him could compete with his intelligence and gifts of force. With a 
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combination of both, Lucifer reasoned he could devise an entirely new 
order.

Lucifer allowed a slight smile to cross his lips, and with the toe of his 
boot he nudged aside a plate-sized piece of stone that had fallen from 
the ceiling. He looked up through the ornately carved stone arches that 
formed the conference room’s supports and decided to leave the dam-
aged ceiling as a reminder of this moment. Then, after selecting another 
fallen piece of stone, he kicked it hard against the wall where it hit with 
a thunderous crack and exploded into tiny fragments.

He approached the wall and began to run a hand over the damaged 
surface. With his will, and by using what little light energy Father had 
granted him, he smoothed the cracks in the damaged wall. When every 
crack was smoothed, Lucifer stepped back and commanded the furni-
ture to resume its place against the wall. Good as new. As for the stone 
rubble from the ceiling, he simply commanded it to melt into the floor.

Lucifer walked to the conference table and slowly lowered himself 
onto the tall-backed chair that sat at the head of the table. It was a 
replica of a throne chair he had enjoyed on a previous world, a past life 
where he was a great ruler. He had served Father then, as a noble and 
valiant son, having lead many to him through the Order of Light.

Why he persisted with such a keepsake now, in this place, puzzled 
him. At this particular moment in time, it served as a reminder of his pre-
dicament. He considered destroying it, but knew it would prove noth-
ing; yet more wasted energy.

He sometimes wondered what would have come of him if he’d 
resolved to sustain Father and his views on agency. He was happy once, 
and enjoyed the company of family and friends. Countless people liter-
ally worshiped him, and came from all over to hear him orate on particu-
lar topics of interest. Now he was a villain, an outcast and a fallen elite. 
If not for the turmoil within, he would long for the peace of obedience. 
Indeed, his rebellion involved consequences he could not ignore. Sahar, 
the costliest of all consequences, was a result of obedience to Father’s 
laws. Oh, how he wished he could turn back time.
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With arms crossed, Lucifer leaned over the table to rest his head. 
It was safe to relax when the others weren’t around. Indeed, he never 
showed any sign of weakness before them. He couldn’t afford to, espe-
cially now with opposition as his mission. To succeed as the commander 
of the Army of Opposition, he would need to summon a level of strength 
and intelligence that he was never before required to muster. This would 
exceed even that of the election.

Drawing on his vast memory of former and current opposers, even 
of those who worked on the worlds where he physically lived, none were 
burdened with the type of mission he had been given. Earth was unique 
in so many ways; the sacrifice of one to be Savior being the most sig-
nificant of all. If no other world would sacrifice Yeshua, it meant that no 
other Opposer could manage it. There were other factors, to be sure, 
such as the number and types of veils, but for the most part, his selec-
tion as Opposer was, to coin a phrase, nothing to sneeze at. From the 
light side it might seem self-destructive, but Lucifer believed his reward 
would be worthy of the challenge. He knew of no one else who could 
do the job, and that thought filled him with pride: pride wrought out of 
desperation, anger, vengeance, and even hope.

Lucifer raised his head and rested it back against the padded head-
rest of the chair. With eyes closed he called for Dege.

“Yes, master,” replied Dege.
Lucifer opened his eyes and looked at his loyal servant of many 

timelines. “We’ve been through a lot together, you and I.”
“Master?” he replied with obvious disinterest.
“How many has it been. . . five . . . six life phases together?” asked 

Lucifer while suppressing annoyance at Dege’s obvious offense at hav-
ing been sent away. As far as he was concerned, there was nothing 
to apologize for. Commanders don’t apologize for subordinate annoy-
ances and senseless interruptions. I’m sure he learned from it.

“Six,” replied Dege with continued indifference.
Lucifer was well aware of the fact that he needed Dege’s skill as 

much as Dege needed his authority, but there had to be an established 
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hierarchy, even among friends. However, to recompense the appar-
ent offense to his friend, he added kindly, “I can’t do this without you, 
Dege.”

Dege, now visibly relaxed, said, “Six long and tiring phases, my 
lord,” with a softer tone.

“Six,” repeated Lucifer with a nod and a smile as he looked at Dege, 
seeing him with a different perspective once again. He reflected on the 
implications of the many timelines he’d endured. Dege was with him at 
the first; the woman he loved was with him for only three life phases, 
which made Dege his longest running friend and ally. “Six long and very 
interesting timelines together. Do you ever wonder where we’d be if we 
stopped after the fifth?”

Dege stiffened at Lucifer’s mention of the fifth life phase. Not long 
ago, any mention of the fifth would have set Lucifer off. Lucifer noticed 
his reaction and said, “Relax, old friend. I have come to terms with 
Sahar,” lied Lucifer. “But say we stopped then. Would you have been 
happy?”

“You were the first man on that world,” remarked Dege with respect. 
“And Sahar was . . . your Eve.”

“That we were,” replied Lucifer, fending off the usually strong mel-
ancholy – a consequence of retained memory - that often followed such 
reflection. With fingers interlaced behind his neck, he looked up into 
the dimly-lit recesses of the high, vaulted ceiling. He flexed, bringing his 
elbows together over his head and repeated, “That we were. But look 
where it got me.”

Though it was difficult to manage such an extremely large volume of 
memory, it was possible to keep them all straight with a delicately con-
trived system of mental cataloging, a system only he could manage with 
training. He could literally draw upon his memories from any place and 
time in the past. His only desire now was to look forward through time, 
to see the end before it arrived so he could change it to suit his plans. It 
was the one gift Father had, and the only gift Lucifer wanted.
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“And you, Dege. Would you have stopped at five?” asked Lucifer, 
returning to the conversation and setting Dege at ease.

“If memory serves, I didn’t much enjoy that period, Master,” said 
Dege. “But then, I’m only going off written records of that time. I don’t 
enjoy your memories.”

“You know enough to judge it,” replied Lucifer, with interest. “You 
were a leader of a great tribe of people. I remember it well. You had 
many wives, and hundreds of children . . . you were not happy then?”

“No, Master. I was not happy. I was never fond of the physical form. 
I find it crude and unsophisticated. I would have never agreed had it 
not been for reward. Still, I prefer instead to function without so many 
restrictions. If you know what I mean.”

“I do,” said Lucifer. “So, what do you recommend I do about this 
problem of denial?” he asked as he stood and walked over to Dege.

“Continue with the plan as well as we can, my lord,” said Dege. “We 
both know that Father needs you as much as you need him.”

Lucifer nodded and Dege added, “Also, you must keep close tabs 
on Zurell. I do not trust him.”

“Zurell. Yes, he’s always been a zealot. He was fool enough to betray 
me and paid dearly for his disloyalty. You know what payment I speak 
of . . . I can see it in your eyes. But you’re right, there’s something about 
his mind that troubles me. He reminds me of an Opposer I knew long 
ago, back on another world. A brutal fool bent on power and control, 
who could only administer pain and suffering. An idiot. I would never 
endorse Zurell to serve as an Opposer on any world. I barely trust him 
as a general.”

“Those attributes you mention can be made instruments of pur-
pose,” replied Dege. “But they must be controlled. We will need his 
cruelty if we are to control the rebellious and less obedient followers.”

“True,” replied Lucifer. After a slight pause, he then added, “But I 
need more than cruel idiots. I need smart and innovative leaders. We 
lack such leadership among the captains.”
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“Give them time, master. You have the best at your disposal,” 
replied Dege. Having been the one to recommend the cadre to Lucifer, 
he was confident and sure of his selections. He studied the files of more 
than a million candidates with great care, filtering them through dark 
processes that allowed him to identify the most compatible and loyal 
leaders. It was a lengthy but necessary process, and one that would 
stand the test of time.

“Let me ask you this,” said Lucifer, “and speak honestly. If you were 
me, would you have accepted the challenge to Oppose . . . that is, 
knowing what you know of my life phases and all . . . knowing what’s 
offered and at stake?”

“Do I think Father can be trusted?” asked Dege in reply.
“Precisely,” exclaimed Lucifer. “But that’s a question, not an answer.”
Dege was silent as a statue, his long hands clasped together at his 

belt. Lucifer watched how Dege rotated the gold ring, a wide one with a 
large, black and red inset stone, around on his index finger. It was a sign 
that he was deep in thought, and all who knew him best let him be when 
he was so occupied. Lucifer suspected that Dege was trying to look 
forward, to see into the future, but such skill, he knew from experience, 
was all but lost on the Dark Order. Still, there were some, like Dege, who 
managed it with a great deal of accuracy, which is why Lucifer asked him 
the question in the first place.

“I can’t see that far. There are too many variables at play . . . too 
many moving parts.”

Lucifer clenched a fist and cursed. “But you must have seen something!”
“You can see as well as I can, my lord. My apologies. Have you not 

seen anything forward?”
“Not since the council summons,” snapped Lucifer. “Besides, I see 

differently than you, and you know it. I rely on you to look forward with 
neutral logic. Come, man . . . tell me. What did you see? I know you saw 
something.”

After a few moments, Dege nodded and looked at Lucifer. “I believe 
Father is capable of anything.”
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“Damn you, Dege! That’s not an answer!” exclaimed Lucifer with 
exasperation. “Is this a mistake? Is my being Opposer for Earth a 
mistake?”

“Mistake? No, I don’t see it that way. Besides, after the attack you 
weren’t given much in terms of options. Zurell made sure of that. It’s too 
late to change the course we’re on anyway. Why? Do you think yourself 
incapable of accomplishing this mission? If not you, then who? You are 
the greatest to ever fall. You . . .”

“Stop,” interrupted Lucifer. “I appreciate your support, but I don’t 
need the encouragement. I have played through every possible sce-
nario and I can only guess at any number of potential outcomes. I’m 
trapped . . . we’re trapped. We are bound and committed to this course, 
and with so much glory lost, I can’t seem to see past my nose.”

“I believe it all started when you revealed your hand to Mahan. By 
so doing, you also revealed your hand to Father. I think Father is using 
you to serve his purpose, not yours. But that is still better than serving 
Mahan. We both know what that got us.”

“Yes. Of course he’s using me for his purposes. But through his pur-
pose I plan to serve mine as well. He’ll get more than he bargained for 
with me as his Opposer.”

“That is true. You are the greatest known to serve in such a capac-
ity,” added Dege.

“I will serve,” replied Lucifer. “But the question remains, will Father 
back me as Aleric when it’s through?”

“Why would he not? You should not trouble yourself over it given 
the work at hand. All we can do is make the most of our situation,” 
replied Dege.

“I can’t speak on trusting Father with any degree of confidence,” 
said Lucifer, “but he’s always been a man of his word. He, on the other 
hand, has no reason to trust me. As such, I have no reason to trust him. 
Still, trust him I must. He literally has his hands around my throat. I have 
no choice but to serve . . . serve or submit to total ruin. I dread losing all 
that I’ve accomplished, even at such a cost as this.”
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“Indeed, my lord. We are in bondage,” agreed Dege.
“A bondage facilitated by the craftiness of Mahan,” snarled Lucifer. 

“I will not soon forget his treachery!”
“Nor will I, my lord. We both fell to his ways,” agreed Dege.
Lucifer waved his hand and said, “Well, enough talk of Mahan. Let 

us focus on the way forward. How am I to go about influencing Adam? 
Any ideas?”

“None beyond our previous conversations, my lord. But I know you 
will accomplish it with great style.”

“I believe you’re right,” replied Lucifer. “I’m no fool, Dege. I know 
what will be expected of me, but at the moment I don’t believe it will be 
too difficult a task. The other Opposers were lesser than me, but theirs 
was also a lesser challenge than mine. I believe this to be a challenge 
worthy of my skills and intelligence. Don’t you agree?”

“I do. Even if you cannot more closely examine the playing field, 
you are still better prepared than any other Opposer in the history of 
the Verse.”

“Are you trying to flatter me?”
“It is true, my lord. There have been none like you,” insisted Dege.
Lucifer grunted to ignore the compliment and said, “Earth is an 

important project for Father. Yeshua’s role is proof of that. For them, the 
results of Earth will serve as the foundation for the fulfillment of the plan 
for the entire Realm, if not the Verse. I’m convinced Yeshua will assume 
Father’s place when he ascends, which means I will likely be elected 
Aleric. Something that will be worthy of my efforts on Earth.”

“Then perhaps trusting Father is of little consequence,” stated 
Dege, matter-of-factly. “If you know what you’re in for, you need only 
endure it and wait for the reward. Do you believe he can facilitate your 
reward?”

“I do,” replied Lucifer.
“Then what of the others . . . your command group? What do you 

propose for them? Is there a place for them with you after Earth? Will 
you use them to build up your new empire?”
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“Building up a new empire is an interesting thought, but hard to 
visualize with so much work ahead. I have made promises I intend to 
keep, but if I am to be judged, then so too will those who work for me. 
There is no guarantee all will accompany me. I, like Father, will take only 
the best,” replied Lucifer. He looked hard at Dege; curious about his 
questions and interest in the future. “Leave me now. I need to think. I 
will call for you later.”

“As you wish,” replied Dege, and he left. Nothing remained of his 
presence save the lingering questions of loyalty, namely Lucifer’s to 
them, his followers. As for his loyalty to Father, well, that was a question 
of a different color.
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Seven

RESOLUTE

T
hough there was now but one stable climate in the Garden, that 
being temperate and without the slightest elemental challenge, 

Eden was more notably a place where all creatures lived among the 
natural splendor of creation in peace and harmony. Communication 
between the species and classes was open and unrestricted, with every 
creature content and cooperative in a way that defined heavenly exis-
tence in a physical environment.

There also existed a special bond of learning and friendship between 
man and beast. In his innocence before Eve’s essential arrival, Adam’s 
solitary life was placated through the building up of lasting relationships 
with the creatures that inhabited the Garden with him. However, though 
godlike in every physical way, Adam was the only earthly living creation 
that lacked a complementary mate.

Adam’s awareness of that fact was, at least at first, nonexistent due 
to his tireless activity. He stayed busy and used his time wisely, spend-
ing long hours studying and naming the many creatures, plants, fruits 
and other notable features of the Garden with gusto. Never tiring from 
his task, Adam kept a detailed record of his activities and findings in a 
journal in the belief that it would always serve him well.
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Through the process of naming, Adam came to appreciate the many 
unique qualities of life in the Garden. With a few creatures, he formed 
a very special bond. Indeed, it was a period of great joy for Adam. But 
when his work was nearly complete, a sense of loneliness began to fill 
his heart more surely. Seeing this, God granted Adam the companion-
ship of Eve, and everything resumed a rightful state of balance in the 
Garden.

The couple enjoyed their innocence while living together. As they 
grew and matured, they built their relationship on a bond of love that 
was more meaningful than anything Adam had ever expected to enjoy. 
Though the veil stripped them of their spiritual memories, their love 
grew anew and prospered through stages of delightful innocence. Their 
bond of companionship was so strong that they hardly spent a moment 
separated. But even in its strength, their bond of love remained entirely 
innocent to the carnal attributes associated with telestial life.

The intimacy they shared as a couple was spiritual, expressed 
through prayer and worship, not of the flesh. That very same balance 
existed for all of God’s creatures in the Garden, for there was no procre-
ation of any kind. This sublime state of existence, adhered to by all liv-
ing, was a terrestrial law, a virtual state of suspension that would endure 
pending the outcome of Adam and Eve’s choice to either obey God, or 
be fruitful and multiply. The one law could not exist with the other.

Despite the burden of considering the challenge to honor both of 
God’s commands, they nevertheless enjoyed their special relationship 
with each other, and with the animals around them. Each held a special 
affinity for certain creatures. For Adam, his love was for the horse, and 
for Eve it was the little birds. She especially enjoyed the hummingbirds, 
and loved watching them move gracefully through the air, stopping and 
starting instantly as if they were fish in water. But there were other crea-
tures they favored as well, even together. One such creature they loved 
together was the dragon.

Of all God’s creatures in the Garden of Eden, none held greater 
majesty and delight than the dragon. Intelligent and self-aware, it ruled 
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across the span of environments. Whether moving across land, diving 
deep under water, or soaring high in the sky, the dragon moved with 
unmatched grace and speed. Indeed, no other creature enjoyed such a 
diverse range of access and adaptability than the dragon. However, of 
all its freedoms, the dragon enjoyed flying the most.

When standing erect on its hind legs, the dragon was more than 
twice the height of Adam. A long, lean torso adorned with many fine, 
small scales, the dragon could change color depending on its mood or 
interest. Sleek and supple in both form and function was the dragon 
taken to flight. With wings spread, the shade from its span was equal to 
that of a large tree. To fly, the dragon simply jumped high into the air, 
and with powerful down-thrusts of its sturdy wings, it quickly gained alti-
tude where it could then soar and glide through the air for hours, using 
its long tail to steer it through tight aerial acrobatics.

The dragon was Father’s centerpiece creation for the Garden long 
before Adam and Eve felt the same. Even before Eve’s arrival, the 
dragon pair was Adam’s closest creature companionship. As such, it was 
also known to Lucifer, who observed and noted their close relationship 
since the barrier from the start. Later, when Eve also took to the drag-
ons, Lucifer began to develop a plan that would use them to fulfill his 
mission, now that the barrier was withdrawn.

Lucifer realized that the dragons were the best and only way to get 
close to Adam, especially given Father’s perceived contract restrictions. 
That, coupled with his inability to get an audience with Father, left him 
little choice. The continued presence of the Cherubim also necessitated 
creativity on his part. But when it came to interference, they weren’t the 
only ones to trouble Lucifer’s access to Adam and Eve. A constant flow 
of angels attended to Adam and Eve’s every need. The flow of angel 
traffic was so heavy that it reminded Lucifer of the rush hour commut-
ers he’d known on other worlds. Angels came and went at such regular 
intervals, bringing all their noise of light with them that he wondered 
if he would ever get close enough to influence Adam, even with the 
dragons.
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There was also the challenge of how to effectively use the dragon to 
approach Adam. After eliminating several options, Lucifer decided that 
since there was no way to corrupt the dragon into influencing Adam for 
him, it left only one option – to possess the dragon directly. He cared 
nothing if Father expected him to accomplish this mission. For Lucifer, 
it was about winning, and if he was to win, he would have to affect 
some very drastic and unorthodox techniques. Therefore, taking over 
the dragon seemed perfectly acceptable.

As Lucifer watched the angelic interactions with disdain, and wished 
dearly that he could simply purge the Garden of the troublesome 
angelic visitors, he settled in to wait. Though he was eager to work, he 
was forced to endure patience he did not possess. Lucifer enjoyed quick 
and decisive actions, not the sitting around and waiting associated with 
this mission. But he had little choice. Taking over one of the dragons 
while angels were around would be too risky, so he simply watched and 
waited.

For most of the time, Lucifer could do little more than watch and 
listen to Adam and Eve’s activities from a safe distance. He was ever so 
careful not to reveal himself to anyone or anything lest he be bound and 
placed in solitary confinement, or “time-out” as Nathaniel had so elo-
quently called it. Lucifer was unsure how bound he was to Father’s law, 
but playing by his rules never seemed to work for Lucifer. The parame-
ters, conditions, laws and guidelines were seldom apparent when work-
ing for one of such glory as his. In fact, most usually didn’t know they 
violated the contract until they were being held accountable.

With the passage of time, the visits and instructions began to lessen. 
Eventually, all but a small detail of Cerebrum remained, and even they 
began to patrol along the Garden’s periphery, apparently ordered to 
give Adam and Eve enough room to enjoy their lives free of constant 
and direct heavenly interruption.

Finally, Lucifer saw his opportunity. When Adam and Eve were left 
to consider Father’s commandments on their own, it was then that he 
moved in closer and assessed the viability of his plan. He was immensely 
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pleased to note that the dragons not only enjoyed following Adam 
and Eve around as they explored the Garden, but they also frequently 
played together. Now, with a plan firmly in place, Lucifer prepared to 
exploit the relationship to its fullest. He would use Adam’s and Eve’s 
love for the dragons against them, and thereby win the battle of influ-
ence in grand fashion.

Several days later, when the male dragon, Taneen, rose from sleep 
to fetch a meal for himself and his pair mate, Lucifer was there to fol-
low him. After blinking against the early morning light of the rising sun, 
Taneen emerged from his cozy underground den and stepped out onto 
the thick, lush mat of short grass that marked the entrance. With a pause 
and brief stretch of his long spine, followed by the ceremonious unfurl-
ing of his large leathery wings, Taneen yawned wide and displayed a 
notable set of long, pointy teeth. To see so many teeth surprised Lucifer. 
He had never been this close to the dragon to fully appreciate its anat-
omy. They would be excellent teeth to capture prey, but in the Garden, 
they served only in taking hold of the large, tasty fruit they loved so well.

Taneen knew he was different from any of the other creatures in 
the Garden, but that thought never lingered in his mind. He consid-
ered himself equal in both glory and life, as did all the other animals. 
There were a few creatures that resembled him in design and appear-
ance, especially among the reptiles, but none possessed the abilities 
he enjoyed. Therefore, despite his intelligence and self-awareness, and 
even the special relationship he shared with Adam and Eve, Taneen 
never allowed himself to feel superior to the other creatures. To him, 
nobility was measured through shared glory.

Eager to begin his day following a few more limbering stretches, 
Taneen ran a short distance and quickly took flight. In just a few short 
bounds he was airborne following a powerful leap. He gained altitude 
with sure and powerful strokes of his broad wings, and immediately 
began to scan the trees below for a meal.

Flying was Taneen’s greatest joy, but he also enjoyed swimming in 
the deep pools of clear, icy cold water at the distant edge of the Garden. 
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The pool was his solitary pleasure, but he desired to share it with Adam 
and Eve. The fish there were large and fast, and he enjoyed chasing 
them through the submerged caverns. He knew his friends would enjoy 
it too, but they had yet to explore to the distance of the pool. One day 
soon they would find it with his help. Adam, like Taneen, had a keen 
interest to explore all parts of the Garden, and to do so in fine detail. He 
was excited for the man.

Now soaring high above the treetops, Taneen continued to survey 
the ground below as it moved by with speed. His keen eyes noted the 
variety of creatures that inhabited the Garden: the bear as it scratched 
its back against a tree, the horse as it ran across the meadow, and the 
hare as it nibbled on a root. They hardly ever noticed him when he was 
in the sky, even when his shadow passed over them, but that was fine 
with him. There was nothing to fear in the Garden. Still, his intelligence 
and self-awareness also made him feel different when he was around 
other creatures. They rarely sought his company, which was why Adam 
and Eve were Taneen’s closest companion other than his mate, Saneen.

An occasional thrust of his powerful wings helped Taneen maintain 
elevation, but the flight was effortless despite the distance and desire to 
feed. Taneen spotted a grove of trees most prized by him and his mate, 
and he began to descend toward them. He singled out a particularly 
mature tree with its smooth gray-brown bark and long, slender, dark-
green leaves, all of which served as a backdrop for the generous quan-
tity of large fruit that hung from its branches. The sweet, tender, golden 
fruit, wrapped in red, orange, and yellow hued skin, was the choicest 
above all other fruit in the Garden.

When Taneen approached the ground in a soft glide, he suddenly 
flared his wings before hitting the ground and landed delicately on the 
grass under the tree. After admiring the fruit for a moment, he selected 
one. With a stretch of his long neck, he clasped the fruit in his teeth 
and gently plucked it from the tree. Despite the gentle handling, sweet 
mango juice flowed into his mouth. This particular piece was not for him, 
but rather his mate. He swallowed it whole, storing it in the fleshy pocket 
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just below his jaw, and reached for more. He would collect his share 
from the branches, but only back at the den would he eat with his mate.

Filled and ready to take flight, Taneen turned and felt a strange and 
heavy presence settle in around him. Suddenly, he stiffened in shock 
and surprise as a dark, oppressive weight descended entirely upon him, 
as if pinning him to the ground. The weight of the attack crushed him 
and he involuntarily regurgitated the fruit out onto the grass to catch 
his breath. Blackness as thick as oil smoke began to fill his mind, and 
he rolled over onto his back. In desperation Taneen tried to bite and 
scratch at the unseen force attempting to overpower him, but there was 
nothing physical about the attack.

Just moments before slipping into unconsciousness, as Taneen lay 
panting in the grass where swatches of early morning light reflected on 
his scales through the branches of the mango trees, a ripple of color 
arched across the smooth scales of his upturned belly to signify surren-
der. With eyes closed, and a long forked-tongue lolling limply from his 
wide gaping mouth, Taneen abandoned physical control of his body to 
an unseen enemy.

But the battle for possession was far from over. In his mind, Taneen 
continued to fight tooth and nail against a force that seemed to be 
effortlessly pushing aside his consciousness as if it was so much excess 
baggage. Lucifer had the upper hand of experience and strength, and 
he quickly subdued the resistant dragon. Now, with Taneen’s conscious-
ness pushed aside, Lucifer was free to exert his own consciousness, and 
he flipped the dragon over and looked around.

Lucifer felt him there, still present in the far back part of the beast’s 
simple mind, but he was fine with that. He still needed a part of Taneen 
to live on. The possession was not a permanent thing, oh no, far from 
it. It loathed Lucifer to resort to such as this, but at least Adam and Eve 
chose a dragon as their closest companion, rather than something much 
fouler to him, like a pig or a goat.

Taneen screamed in anger and frustration but Lucifer ignored him 
after issuing a stern threat. Despite Taneen’s best efforts to resist, he 
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finally stepped even farther back into his mind, hiding himself in a den 
of his own construction. Never had he felt so overcome by such dark-
ness and filth. It literally stunned and shocked him to his core, and he 
abandoned all hope of ever recovering from the invasion. All was now 
a matter of survival just to maintain his self-awareness. Concealed deep 
within his inner consciousness, Taneen knew it was better to succumb to 
the invading enemy than to face complete destruction by the devil who 
possessed him.

Near the center of the Garden, Adam found Eve sitting near the 
glade, tenderly scratching the belly of an otter at the bank of a stream 
that ran gracefully under the shade of many tall and stately coniferous 
trees. It was a pleasant spot, and she often spent time there to medi-
tate and commune with heavenly visitors. She smiled brightly at Adam’s 
approach, and smiled even more broadly when Adam returned a smile 
for her. But then suddenly, Adam’s smile faded and he looked worried. 
Eve reacted to the change in his countenance and immediately stood 
up to meet him with an embrace. Worry was not something they were 
familiar with in the Garden, and the mood affected both equally.

Adam began to scan the area around the glade as if a real threat was 
near, and that worried Eve even more. She too began to glance around; 
searching with Adam for what was sure to be a threat of real concern. 
Though there were no apparent threats to their safety in the Garden, 
she didn’t take comfort from that knowledge given Adam’s distress. A 
feeling of dread filled her heart, and it was cold and foreign to her, 
unfamiliar in ways impossible to describe in her present vocabulary. She 
shivered despite the warmth of Adams’ embrace and pushed in closer.

When Adam turned a strand of hair from her face, she frowned and 
said, “I have not seen those lines on your face before. What troubles 
you?”

“Indeed, I am troubled,” said Adam, as he embraced Eve more 
tightly. “I was approached by Taneen, and . . . well . . . we spoke,” he 
added with trepidation. They broke the embrace and clasped hands, 
and Adam began to lead Eve away toward their sacred place, the place 
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of their birth, the place where they awakened and had conversations 
with Father. The place was near to the center of the Garden, and it was 
their home. They called it, Sanctuary.

Their home was not very different from any other spot in the Garden 
save that it was the most comfortable resting place for Adam and Eve. 
It had no roof or walls, but it was a semi-secluded area private in ways 
acceptable to the disposition of the Garden. Adam and Eve spent most 
of their time there, together in Sanctuary, talking, reflecting and discuss-
ing what they had learned. When separated for any reason, they always 
returned to Sanctuary to reconnect. But more importantly, Sanctuary was 
very sacred to them, and was where they communed with Heaven. For 
all those reasons, Adam chose to lead Eve to Sanctuary so they could 
discuss what troubled him most, the strange encounter with Taneen.

Eve waited patiently for Adam to speak while they walked together. 
Theirs was a loving and strong connection, so words didn’t always need 
to be spoken to communicate their feelings. They understood each 
other’s personalities and needs as well as their own. So, as she walked 
quietly by Adam’s side, as he often did for her when she needed his sup-
port, Eve enjoyed the beauty of the Garden and the splendid company 
of her mate.

They walked together without thought of time or distance, as the 
hour of night began to settle in around them. Eve enjoyed the night-
time, especially with Adam. He loved to look up at the stars and talk 
about their future. She loved those quiet moments with him, and hoped 
she could help him with his troubles. Maybe this was a time when Yeshua 
would come down and help them?

Occasionally, when they showed an interest in something new, 
Father would send down an angel to instruct or guide them. Of all the 
instructors, Eloise and Nathaniel were their favorites. They were happy 
and fun, and quick to elaborate on the subtleties of relationships.

Once, when Eve asked Eloise of Mother, Father’s eternal compan-
ion, she explained that it was a sacred relationship not to be revealed 
in this life. Nathaniel went on to explain that Mother blessed her Earthly 
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authority to another, but said that her love was always there. He added 
that Jeshjuan was Mother’s advocate, and that he would serve in her 
capacity for the duration of the plan. That, and many other important 
things were taught to them by Eloise and Nathaniel in the Garden.

When they reached Sanctuary, Adam and Eve settled onto a thick 
bed of moss that served as their couch. After enjoying a quick snack of 
their favorite foods, which was little more than a collection of fruits and 
nuts, they enjoyed a fresh dipper of water from the stream that flowed 
from under the Tree of Life. Once done, they offered up a sweet prayer 
of thanksgiving to Father, and reclined together to discuss Adam’s 
concerns.

From a short distance, and unbeknownst to both Adam and Eve, 
Lucifer watched closely through Taneen’s eyes, and listened with 
Taneen’s ears, to the conversation unfolding below him. Camouflaged 
in colors that matched the tree in which he hid, Lucifer made himself 
comfortable despite the alien body he now controlled. He quickly forgot 
the strange feel of Taneen’s body around him, and focused in on Adam’s 
report.

There was also something comfortable, enjoyable even, about using 
Taneen as his physical vessel, but it took a great deal of concentration 
to pull it off with style. For all outward appearances, Lucifer was very 
careful not to act contrary to the creature’s natural habits, for to do so 
would most certainly raise the suspicions of Adam and Eve, as well as 
the guards. For Lucifer, the only disorder in the entire disguise was that 
Taneen’s mate would have nothing to do with him. She fled the den 
whenever he returned, and hissed at him when he drew near. At first 
Lucifer was worried she would reveal him to Adam and Eve, but those 
fears turned out to be unfounded, for she simply shut herself in to wait 
for the return of her mate.

Lucifer stirred in the tree and entertained a drop-in visit, but he had 
to wait and learn what Adam thought of what he showed him earlier in 
the day. Finally, after a long and contemplative discussion about various 
odd topics that nearly bored Lucifer to violence, Eve asked, “Adam, 
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please tell me of your talk with Taneen. I know it troubles you. Will you 
not share your encounter with me?”

“Forgive me. I don’t know what to make of it,” replied Adam. “I 
have heard the words of the other creatures in my mind when I named 
them, and while I learned of them. But this was nothing like that. My 
conversation with Taneen was like no other. We spoke together near as 
like to two men would, and it troubles me greatly. But alas, I did not wish 
to burden you with this now.”

“You burden me by not burdening me,” replied Eve. “Do you think 
me incapable of helping you resolve your troubles? Remember what 
Eloise taught . . . we cannot hope to succeed without an open and hon-
est relationship?”

“I remember her words well,” replied Adam. “I do not hesitate out 
of secrecy, but rather protection. I believe this to be a challenge beyond 
us.”

“Then perhaps it is best you explain the challenge and we can dis-
cuss and reason through it together,” replied Eve, tenderly. “Tell me, 
what words were spoken to you by Taneen?”

“Taneen showed me the fruit from the Tree of Knowledge,” he said 
plainly.

“And what did you do? You did not partake of it, for surely, I would 
know. Why then are you so concerned?” asked Eve.

“I am concerned because of how he encouraged me. Taneen said 
it would free me of the blindness that is set upon me. To partake of the 
fruit would enlighten us like nothing else . . . it would usher in a new era 
for us. Together, we would be free to bring life into this world.”

“What did you say in reply?” asked Eve, calmly.
“I told Taneen that I would never disobey Father. I then turned away 

from him and sought after your company and counsel,” finished Adam.
Eve was silent for a moment as she considered Adam’s every word. 

Never had a creature offered them anything more than gentle com-
panionship; never instruction or direction. As such, Adam’s report inter-
ested her more deeply than she believed possible. She knew Father’s 
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commands to them very well: Be fruitful and multiply, and do not eat of 
the fruit from the Tree of Knowledge. Eve tucked a strand of hair behind 
her ear and said, “Please, tell me of the entire encounter . . . from the 
beginning.”

Adam nodded and said, “I was walking through the bamboo 
woods and I heard someone call out my name. I thought it was an 
angel, but I did not recognize the voice. When I turned to look I found 
Taneen there, lying on his belly, low in the grass. He was green, like 
the grass itself, as if to hide himself therein. I was surprised at that 
because I had never before seen him present himself in such a man-
ner. I believe he sensed my surprise because he quickly gathered 
himself and returned to his familiar appearance. He then approached 
me,” replied Adam with a frown. “It is a strange feeling . . . to be wor-
ried like this.”

“Should we call for the guards?” asked Eve.
“I do not think we are in danger. But there is more to tell,” replied 

Adam.
Eve nodded and said, “I’m sorry. Please continue.”
“Taneen lead me to the Tree of Knowledge. He told me things . . . 

troubling things. Things I did not know about our bodies. He told me 
of the beauty of the fruit - how it would change me - change us forever. 
Partaking of it would yield a great reward of knowledge. All I needed 
to do was partake of it and my eyes would be opened. Taneen said it 
would be no different than how people on other worlds began their 
lives. Did you know there were other worlds?” he asked Eve.

“I did not,” replied Eve. “We must ask Eloise about that. Did Taneen 
say nothing of the consequences that Father mentioned? Did he speak 
of death?” she asked.

“He did not,” replied Adam. “Perhaps it will mean more than death, 
such as the loss of this place, or something even more important. I’m 
not entirely sure. But to be truthful, I was not interested in conversing 
with Taneen at the Tree, or to lend any credence to his efforts to per-
suade me.”
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Eve nodded in understanding and Adam continued. “As I looked upon 
Taneen, I began to see truth in his argument. But I did not believe him 
enough to disobey Father. I was curious about his words. Still, I decided we 
were done with our conversation.” Then, after a heavy sigh that lead to a 
yawn, Adam added, “I admit, I did look upon the fruit with desire, believ-
ing that it would be sweet, but I dared not succumb. I do not believe it is 
our course. Father was very specific about my obedience, and I’m not will-
ing to disappoint him in that, or any other choice that may come my way.”

“What did you do next?” asked Eve, as she rested her hand on 
Adam’s.

“Nothing. I left Taneen at the tree and came to find you. The dragon 
hissed at my departure, but he did not prevent me from leaving. I think 
there is something wrong with him.”

“I agree. That is strange behavior,” replied Eve. Then, almost as an 
afterthought, she asked, “What manner of challenge is it that Taneen 
would tempt you to disobey Father?”

“I know not, only that it was a sore trial,” said Adam. He looked into 
Eve’s eyes and added, “And I fear that he will come to tempt you next.”

Eve blinked in response to Adam’s declaration, but she had already 
considered such a possibility. She knew there was more to Adam’s temp-
tation than he was saying, but the only way to understand the report 
was to personally visit the Tree. “Thank you for preparing me,” replied 
Eve tenderly, and then she leaned forward and kissed Adam’s forehead. 
After wrapping her arms around his neck and holding him tight, she 
whispered, “I love you.”

Adam replied in kind, and they reclined together, lying down to sleep 
upon their comfortable bed of moss. Within minutes, Adam’s breathing 
changed and Eve knew that he was entering sleep. But for her, sleep 
was much longer in coming. She was troubled by Adam’s words. Their 
love was strong, but she wondered if Adam’s commitment to absolute 
obedience was for, or against the plan.

They shared many lengthy conversations about the consequences 
of disobeying Father’s command; what might occur if they disobeyed 
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him, but none of that mattered if Adam wasn’t at least willing to con-
sider the disobedience. His stubbornness in that was commendable, 
and it made her love him all the more, but there was more to it than 
sheer determination; there existed within the commands a contradic-
tory logic, and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t convince 
Adam to justify it.

Finally, after yawning deeply herself, she said, “I think we should 
pray about it,” whispered Eve.

Adam came partially up out of his sleep to say, “What?”
“We should pray about the temptation. I sense we’re missing some-

thing important.”
“You would consider such a thing?” asked Adam, now fully awake, 

“To disobey Father?”
“I ask only that we consider the decision together . . . as a couple,” 

replied Eve.
“It matters not to me,” replied Adam as he stroked Eve’s hair. 

“Taneen is not an angel. He has no influence over me. I will not partake 
of the fruit save that Father himself commands it.”

“But what if he never does? Surely the decision is ours to make,” 
stated Eve. She turned around to lay spooned against Adam; the 
feel of his body warmth was comforting and reassuring despite their 
disagreement.

Adam didn’t reply, but communicated his love by stroking Eve’s arm 
as they lay together. Finally, after several minutes of silence, Adam said, 
“Let us discuss this on the morrow, my love. Let us rest now and dream.”

“As you wish, my love,” replied Eve.
Lucifer caught the entire conversation and began to plot his next 

moves. Adam had shown an annoyingly strong resistance to his influ-
ence, but Lucifer was already planning to shift his focus to Eve. She gave 
him hope that his mission would soon be accomplished, and quicker 
than he had anticipated. If a question existed in her mind, then so too 
did a willingness. And if she was willing, it was also likely that she would 
disobey. If he could not get Adam to partake of the fruit through Taneen, 
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then he would direct his energy at Eve, and let her act upon Adam’s 
obedience for him.

Careful and cautious, to reduce their apprehension, Lucifer bided 
his time in Taneen, ready to move when the opportunity presented 
itself. He needed Eve to be alone, and until such an opportunity 
presented itself, Lucifer kept his distance, being sure that his use of 
Taneen’s body remained secret and sure. Indeed, to lose the dragon 
through carelessness would ruin everything. Besides, Lucifer didn’t 
trust the beast enough to let him go, not even for a short moment. He 
came to enjoy using the creature, and he liked to believe that Taneen 
enjoyed it as well. But even after such a length of time as they spent 
together, Taneen continued to remain hidden in the dark recesses of 
his mind.

Lucifer had never before possessed a physical creature or being, 
but the ease in which he slipped into Taneen - the useful purpose of it - 
would have to be shared with his subordinates. He wondered what it 
would require to just slip into someone like Adam. Other than the fact 
that it was illegal, he reasoned that there would have to be an opening, 
some kind of weakness or willingness on the part of the individual.

The matter deserved examination, but that would have to wait for a 
later place and time. Besides, Adam and Eve offered neither willingness 
nor weakness, and though it wasn’t written, entering either of the two 
of them would negate the contract; they had to be left free to choose.

When Adam and Even resumed their normal patterns of behavior, 
Lucifer watched as Eve prepared to leave Sanctuary alone. After kissing 
Adam goodbye, she left with Lucifer following close behind. He kept 
Taneen’s body low and hidden, using the tall grass to conceal his move-
ment while sliding along on his long belly.

Lucifer felt, rather than heard, Taneen’s disgust with Lucifer’s dis-
tasteful use of his body. He voiced a challenge, which was little more 
than a mental moan. At first Lucifer ignored it, but then he acknowl-
edged it eagerly. Like an assault on his honor, Lucifer challenged the 
dragon to emerge from him mental sanctuary and show himself, but 
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the dragon remained hidden, refusing to answer Lucifer. Taneen, Lucifer 
knew, was a proud creature, and moving about on his belly was appar-
ently revolting to him, which made Lucifer laugh to himself. He knew 
the dragon would rather be flying, but such travel was not practical, 
especially when stalking Eve.

He watched as his target moved through the Garden with a fluid 
grace, sometimes prancing, and occasionally leaping over small objects 
in her path. Eve moved quickly toward the Tree of Knowledge, and 
Taneen’s heartbeat quickened in response to the exertion and delightful 
anticipation of opportunity.

Maintaining a discreet distance, Taneen easily kept pace with Eve’s 
movements. Lucifer watched her for some time. He knew her moves well, 
but never before had he seen her move with such purpose and energy. 
Eve paused at the edge of the meadow where the Tree of Knowledge 
stood, solitary and distinct, and seemed to consider her next move. 
Then, after staring at the Tree for a few minutes, she settled down on the 
grass, and crossed her legs under her for comfort.

Lucifer knew that Adam was preoccupied with personal instruction 
back at Sanctuary, so he began to slink cautiously forward. When he was 
within casual speaking distance to Eve, he asked, “What do you see 
before you?”

Deep in thought, Eve barely reacted to the voice of Lucifer as it 
came out from Taneen’s mouth. A moment later, she turned to look at 
him. Mildly surprised because she had only before heard the thoughts 
of the animals in her minds, never had they spoken aloud. But she had 
heard from Adam, and knew to expect the encounter. “I wondered when 
you would show yourself to me. Who are you . . . truly?”

Surprised by Eve’s directness, Lucifer sat up on Taneen’s hind legs 
and replied, “Why, I am Taneen, your friend and ally. Have your forgot-
ten me?”

“You are neither friend or ally,” replied Eve. “How is it that you can 
speak openly to me? Have you come to tempt me as you have Adam? 
Does Father know of your gift of speech?”
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“Why mention Father,” replied Lucifer. “Are we not free of him, 
here? Come now, let me show you the benefit of the fruit of that tree,” 
added Lucifer, with a gesture of Taneen’s arm.

“I don’t need your help,” declared Eve boldly.
Lucifer bristled at Eve’s tone, and Taneen’s body shook in anger. 

Noticing the dragon’s reaction to her words, Eve quickly looked up to 
Heaven and offered a quick but solemn prayer. “Father, I beseech thee, 
please guide me though this trial that I may fulfill your command to mul-
tiply and replenish Earth. To do thus, I must disobey. To fulfill the one, I 
must break the other. If I am to make this choice alone, I beg for help. 
Please, show unto me the path that is truth and light.”

When Eve didn’t receive a reply, she began to weep. Taneen began 
to pace impatiently around her, eager and interested in her distress, but 
alert and patient for an opportunity to conclude the temptation. While 
Eve wiped at her tears, Lucifer bounded toward the tree, leaping play-
fully through the tall grass in Taneen’s body like a porpoise in the ocean.

He reached the Tree in a few short bounds, spread his wings wide 
as if to stretch, and then, while thrusting his long neck upward, gently 
plucked a fruit from the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. Lucifer 
returned to Eve’s side, and offered the fruit to Eve. He placed it into her 
open hand and said, “This is the answer to your prayers. Eat of this fruit 
and you will know the path, and many other things that have been hid-
den from your mind.”

Eve held the fruit to her breast and sighed. A moment later, she 
turned and walked away, back toward Adam and Sanctuary.

Lucifer had not expected her to react in such a way. He wanted her 
to partake of it immediately, so he bounded after her, encouraging her 
to eat it now. But then he stopped. It mattered not how she partook of 
the fruit. Alone or with Adam was fine, as long as she did it. So, like an 
obedient puppy eager to see what his master would have of him, Lucifer 
followed Eve into the Garden.

When Eve reached the edge of the meadow, a woman’s voice called 
out to her by name. Lucifer turned with Eve, and he hissed at the sight of 
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Eloise standing nearby, in all her bright and radiant glory. With delight, 
Eve leaped over Taneen and ran up to embrace Eloise. “Father has 
heard my prayers!” she said, and cried again.

“Of course, he has,” replied Eloise, as she returned the young wom-
an’s embrace with warmth and love.

While still holding Eve, Eloise caught Taneen looking at them. He 
had paused briefly to give her a baleful glance before slipping away. 
Lucifer didn’t know why she’d appeared, but her glare was enough to 
convince him to walk away. After slinking away, just far enough to catch 
their conversation from the shadows, he lay down to watch.

He’d been prepared for more overt influence, but patience was now 
in order. The relationship between Eloise and Eve was a well and lov-
ingly established one. After many years of time together in the Garden, 
talking and learning, preparing for the future, they were, in the truest 
sense of the word, like sisters.

Lucifer didn’t care. Eloise knew the requirements as well as he did. 
Eve was the only one in the dark, here. How she came into the knowl-
edge was irrelevant next to the requirement. And she would satisfy the 
requirement. To that, Lucifer was convinced. And Eloise would help him 
satisfy it.

Eloise stroked Eve’s hair aside and said, “What troubles you, my 
sister?”

“I cannot make this decision alone,” she cried. “I wish to take this 
fruit to Adam so that we may think on it and partake of it together. I am 
certain that I can convince him of the truth . . . that we need this knowl-
edge to go forward with life. But he resists. Will you help me convince 
him?”

Eloise smiled warmly and said, “Eve, you do not need my help to 
convince Adam. He will hear your words and follow your lead.”

“My lead?” replied Eve with questioning eyes. “Would it not be bet-
ter for us to partake of it together. If I partake of it first, he might refuse, 
then I will be left a lone woman, cast out from the Garden to live a lonely 
and solitary life without him. How can I reconcile this choice?”
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“Sister, you must trust your heart in this. Adam will not leave you. He 
will follow your lead. But you must decide this alone . . . here and now.”

“I feel the truth of your words, but it is a difficult thing that Father 
asks of me,” replied Eve. Then, upon hearing a voice in her mind, she 
looked up and was silent for several minutes before saying to Eloise, “I 
saw a vision.”

“And what did you see?” asked Eloise with a smile.
With tears running freely down her face, Eve replied, “I saw my pos-

terity, which was great. But I also saw that I will set into motion a huge 
burden upon all women.”

“A burden, yes, but a necessary one,” replied Eloise. “Father has 
shown you the consequence of the choice you have sought to under-
stand. Now, do not fear that choice.”

Without another word, Eve bit into the fruit, and as soon as she did, 
she looked around with new eyes, eyes that were clear of the scales of 
innocence. With mixed emotions, Eve began to weep anew with joy and 
sorrow. “What will become of us?” she asked Eloise.

“New life,” replied Eloise. “You will be the mother of the children 
of man . . . of all living. Embrace that joy and be happy. A great work is 
about to commence,” finished Eloise, tenderly.

They shared the sacred moment together, sister to sister, and after 
discussing the way ahead, they said their farewells and departed to 
resume their courses. Eloise returned to the Realm, and Eve to Sanctuary 
with the remaining fruit still held in her hand. For her, it was a much 
more peaceful walk after having received the vision from Father. But 
the encouragement given to her from Eloise made her glow with new 
confidence. She knew she could do it.

When Eve neared the woods where the trail to Sanctuary began, 
Taneen emerged from under a bush and began to walk beside her. “You 
have eaten the fruit. Now you must go and share it with Adam. It is time 
for him to partake, yes?” The word, yes, slid from Taneen’s mouth in a 
long hiss, and Eve laughed out loud.

“You dare laugh at me?” snapped Lucifer, through Taneen.
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“You do not frighten me, dragon. I know who you are. You were 
thrown out of Heaven for rebelling against Father. You are Lucifer!”

“Your eyes are opened,” declared Lucifer, once again extending the 
s-sound of the word “eyes” with a long hiss, “but still, you know nothing 
of my work her, or before.”

Eve sighed and said, “Leave me alone. And you need not worry 
about Adam. He will partake of the fruit, and we will progress together 
in joy. I have seen it. And do not follow me to Sanctuary, or I will alert the 
guards. You are no longer welcome here. Be gone with you.”
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TO DUST

A
fter having crossed over from the Order of Light to the Dark Order, 
and at such a high rank in the former, and then walking away from 

both, meant two things for Lucifer: he believed he understood the two 
orders better than anyone, and he could form a better order. Thus, was 
the pride of Lucifer and his thoughts and contempt for both. He was 
better than either, and he’d prove it.

Now an outsider to both orders, for he knew better than to believe 
he was working for the Order of Light despite his association and con-
tract with Father, he enjoyed a sense of freedom the few others could 
appreciate. He was literally between them both. There was none like 
him in all the Verse.

The Verse was many things, but declared loyalties was the most 
prevalent of its faults. Everyone was made to declare their disposition, 
their center. For Lucifer, loyalty was for him to decided and direct, which 
made it something else entirely. He demanded it of his subordinate 
leaders, but he had none for Father, Yeshua, or anyone else involved in 
the plan on the side of light.

He would play Father’s game. He would oppose on Earth, and when 
he was done, he would move on and create a new order, one much 
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more balanced and powerful then either. They would not be bound by 
tradition, but explore the possibilities between them. Lucifer’s new order 
would be great, and he would build it around and with his followers.

Existing in the middle was liberating, but it had also been prob-
lematic. He’d lost all the personal contacts he’d had, and the leverage 
and intelligence they could provide. Hardest yet, he’d lost access to 
the libraries of the two orders. Even his own library, large by personal 
standards, was taken from him when he was excommunicated from the 
Order of Light. All that remained of his written knowledge was kept in 
his personal journal. That he had hidden before the accountability hear-
ing, so as not to lose it, too.

Lucifer wanted to believe everything had happened according to his
plan, his doing, his doing, his his choices, but he knew Father well enough to suspect his choices, but he knew Father well enough to suspect his
he’d been played from the start. Indeed, he’d worked for Father on 
many projects, always proving himself worthy of greater responsibility, 
but this was different. Father seemed to need him. It was also differ-
ent because the Verse had their eye on Earth. They would be watching 
everything closely, which thrilled and excited him. Lucifer had never per-
formed before the Verse, at least not as a lead actor, and certainly not 
as an instrument of darkness. It would be interesting. He would certainly 
entertain them.

He’d studied the history of opposition long ago, on a whim, before 
his fifth life phase. The previous probation had been extremely challeng-
ing for him, and he wanted to better understand the skill of influence. All 
the opposers were either very cruel, or too stupid to achieve notoriety. 
Not for trying. The men and women who opposed for Father on his 
other worlds were mostly volunteers. Students of light didn’t desire the 
experience because it darkened their countenance, and they routinely 
declined the calling.

Lucifer had no choice. Indeed, he’d never imagined being an 
opposer. The work was dark and dirty, but now, so was he. It fit him, 
and he quite literally fell into Father’s contract. He’d done it almost as 
easily as he’d fallen into Mahan’s trap. Both times he’d been played, 
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and both times he’d been left with nothing but his mind. He wondered 
would come of him when the mission was complete. Would the service 
recompense for his crimes against the Realm? It was what Father hinted 
at. To oppose was his chance to continue and live.

Operating from Araphel would make the mission of opposition a 
pleasure. Earth would be his personal playground while he and his fol-
lowers engaged in epic battles, conducted precision strikes on select 
human targets, and then sat back and watched the fruits of their labor 
grow. It would be an easy mission for one of Lucifer’s intelligence, or so 
he believed.

As far as the first mission was proceeding, Lucifer was barely man-
aging. So far, nothing had worked according to plan; not since his 
first visit to Earth. With Adam’s refusal to partake of the fruit, and then 
Eve’s, followed but Eloise’s interruption and her convincing Eve to take 
it first, left Lucifer scrambling to keep up with the shifting environment 
of choices. Anticipating them, and then influencing them, was much 
more challenging that Lucifer had imagined. Things might have been 
very different if only he was left alone long enough to properly influ-
ence them.

In the end, it didn’t matter to Lucifer who ate the fruit, and in what 
order, as long as they both did. The challenge from Father was to get 
Adam to partake - to disobey, and he did. Father’s contract said nothing 
about order or technique, only that they had to partake. If Eve partook 
first and then Adam, the contract would be fulfilled. But Lucifer won-
dered about such nuances of execution. He was, after all, dealing with 
the best chess master in the Verse.

Lucifer did have access to the plan, back before the election and 
rebellion, but not to any significant level of detail. Father kept the 
details to himself until the choice was made, and by then, having lost 
his bid to represent the people, he was denied further access. All the 
subtle aspects, the vital important elements of players and events, were 
beyond his reach, locked away in Father’s mind and shared only with 
Yeshua. Therefore, Lucifer didn’t know the finer points of effect; about 
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what would happen when Adam and Eve transgressed. He knew some-
thing would happen, just not what, when or how.

He assumed Earth, like many other worlds before it, would settle 
into a lower plane of existence somewhere near the outer edge of the 
Realm. Such a change would expose Adam and Eve to a telestial life, 
where they would be made to experience the full effects of a physical 
existence with a veiled separation from Father, which was all part of 
Father’s plan. But if he had his way, he’d somehow manage to change 
that plan, maybe trick them into eating fruit from the Tree of Life, and 
live forever in their sin. That would be a sweet victory over Father.

Having served Father many times before, Lucifer believed he 
understood him better than most. But the Darkness Lucifer served was 
beginning to limit his memory, slowly stripping away the light-sourced
knowledge of his experiences and understanding of Father’s former 
arrangements with him. All that was left was the hard and ruthless, even 
cruel knowledge of Father; how he manipulated and punished at will.

As for Adam and Eve, they might desire to ignore him and follow 
Father, but he was successful in planting questions in their minds – to 
seem as a sliver of truth – to fester in their minds until resolution was 
found, or until they came to see everything, something, his way. Such 
were his ways, as persuasion was always his gift.

Lucifer watched the couple from a safe distance as they lay in each 
other’s arms on their bed of moss. The remaining piece of fruit from the 
Tree of Knowledge had been placed on a flat, smooth rock that sat atop 
a neat pile of stones. Like a sacrifice on a small alter, it sat there, radiat-
ing light in the form of spiritual energy. Lucifer wanted to go down and 
urinate on the fruit, using Taneen’s body that remained under his con-
trol, but he ignored the desire and continued to watch the couple from 
the safety of his perch high in a nearby tree.

For Adam and Eve to show no outward difference for their sin 
was, for Lucifer, something of an oddity. He expected more, some-
thing physical - a change, any change. The continued normalcy in their 
Sanctuary prompted him to move closer, to engage the couple even, 
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and determine if there was anything more he could do to aggravate the 
situation. They disobeyed, and should be worried, not sleeping con-
tently. Crying. Yes, they should be crying and worried about their lives.
Lucifer knew it was time to exert a little more direct influence.

But as he drew close to them, he did indeed note that their counte-
nance had changed. There was something different about them, some-
thing physical. There light was different. They no longer glowed with the 
harsh spiritual light of their terrestrial existence. So, now it has begun.

Yet they didn’t seem to notice the change themselves. He would 
address that soon enough. Indeed, they deserved to be awakened to 
their disconnection from Father, not turned to each other in their newly 
acquired love. Their ignorance disgusted Lucifer, and provoked him to 
desire attack: to claw their eyes out, or worse.

The familiarity of it, their new connection to each other, as if nothing 
changed, reminded him painfully of his own place and time, where long 
ago he enjoyed such love with a woman. The scene below seemed to 
mock him. Was it part of Father’s plan, to anger him so? And how was 
it possible that Adam and Eve could continue as if nothing happened? 
They sinned. They disobeyed Father. And yet there they lay, as if noth-
ing would come of it.

With great effort, Lucifer grounded his anger and slithered down 
to approach the couple. Violence all but subdued, he approached and 
whispered, “Ah, so you have consummated your disobedience with 
love, how sweet.”

Moving in Taneen’s body was second nature to him now. After hav-
ing spent so much time in the creature, Lucifer was in fact growing fond 
of it. So much so that he planned to use the dragons further, when Earth 
succumbed to a fallen state. He slithered around the edge of the moss 
bed quietly, and whispered to them as if in a dream, “Here you lay, rest-
ing and enjoying each other’s company as if nothing happened. Do you 
not feel exposed in this, your new found carnal awareness? Do you not 
feel the absence of Father’s presence – his protection even? You are 
vulnerable now, here, in this place. But I can save you. I can protect you. 
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I can help you set things right. No one knows Father as well as I do,” he 
hissed.

Adam sat up in reply to the intrusion. He studied Taneen for a 
moment as if seeing him clearly for the first time, and said, “I know of 
your gift of deception, Lucifer. I pray you do not expect honor from us 
for your efforts to mislead. The love we found . . . the love we shared . . . 
is not sin, but life itself.”

“Honor? No. Of course not,” replied Lucifer. He paused at the foot 
of their bed and sat on his haunches to fold his powerful reptilian arms 
across his chest. With a smooth cadence, Lucifer said through Taneen’s 
mouth, “You are wise beyond your years, young master. I have only 
come to assure you that all is well in Eden. Now that you are free, you 
may do as you wish. You are no longer bound to the law.” Then, with a 
nod of Taneen’s large head in the direction of the Tree of Life, he added, 
“You have but one more fruit in which to partake, a fruit that will seal 
your union to Eve for an eternity.”

“You would have us live forever in our sin?” replied Adam. Then, 
with boldness, he added, “We are not, making merry, as you imply. And 
why do you continue to torment the creature, Taneen? He was a friend 
of ours, and yet you use him against his will.”

“Not against his will,” snapped Lucifer. “I merely accompany him. 
He accepts my presence, as you accept mine.”

“Judge us not so,” replied Adam. He rested a hand on Eve’s shoulder 
as she now sat beside him on the bed. She took it in her own hand and 
Adam continued, “We do not accept your presence. Taneen is in agony, 
and only appeases your presence to survive. You must leave him at once!”

The command was noteworthy, but Lucifer knew Adam lacked suf-
ficient will and authority to command him to do anything, let alone 
something he didn’t understand. Instead of snarling or cowering, 
Lucifer smiled in a way that only a mature, male dragon could do, which 
looked something like a bush of long, white thorns ready to puncture 
Adam’s unprotected body. The gesture appeared even more frightening 
because Lucifer offered it at an odd angle.
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Adam gently dropped Eve’s hand and stood boldly before Taneen, 
who was now laying playfully on his back in the rich grass that cov-
ered the ground of Sanctuary. The playful tone annoyed Adam, and he 
reached down and grabbed a hand-sized stone from the ground.

Adam towered over Taneen, but in response to Adam’s sudden 
threat, he quickly flipped over and stood up on hind legs to reverse 
the menace and tower over Adam. Lucifer lowered his long neck and 
dropped Taneen’s head to eye level with Adam. He then shook his pow-
erful wings menacingly, and stabbed his tail at Adam’s stomach.

Adam paled and jumped suddenly aside to avoid the barb as 
Lucifer began to laugh. He billowed loudly at Adam, “Fool! You lack 
the strength to harm me, and the power and authority to command me. 
You are only human now . . . stripped of all your spiritual rights. Once 
again you are less than me. And yet here you stand, in your iniquity, 
arrogant and haughty, ready to strike me down because I speak the 
truth!” growled Lucifer, as he spread first one wing, and then the other. 
“Worship me, and I will spare your body from damage!” he raged, as he 
clicked Taneen’s talons toward Adam’s face.

Eve gasped, and leaped off the bed to stand next to Adam. They 
stood bravely together as the growing fury of a dragon intensified in a 
display of physical and spiritual threat. Lucifer looked first to Eve, back 
at Adam, and then again at Eve; unsure of who to strike first, or even if 
striking either was something he could afford.

Suddenly, a very strong resistance emerged from deep within 
Taneen. What was once hidden and silent, charged forth to regain con-
trol of his body. The confusion was obvious as Taneen’s countenance 
changed repeatedly from friend to foe. Taneen’s objection to Lucifer’s 
actions forced Lucifer to halt in confusion. He was finding it very difficult 
to maintain his aggressive hold over Taneen, let alone direct his anger 
at Adam and Eve, and he roared in frustration.

Finally, with one desperate push of power, Lucifer regained control 
over Taneen. Acting quickly, he stood erect and spread the dragon’s 
wings wide, flapping them forcefully, stirring the grass and leaves on 
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the ground and forcing Adam and Eve to cover their eyes. Then, with 
a powerful voice, one of great, dark force, Lucifer commanded, “Bow 
down and worship me, or I will destroy you!”

It was then that a much stronger and clearer voice penetrated the 
darkness introduced by Lucifer. It was Father, and all could hear his 
words of light and love, “Yeshua, let us go down and visit Adam.”

Yeshua replied with matching love and light, “Yes, Father.”
At the sound of their voices, Lucifer quickly pulled in Taneen’s wings 

and dropped down to all four limbs. He then craned his neck, looking 
up in terror, scanning the sky above for the source of the voices, and to 
see if they were about to descend upon him.

Adam and Eve’s attention was also diverted skyward, but not in ter-
ror. They embraced each other and displayed open joy, weeping hap-
pily at the sound of their Heavenly Father.

Lucifer noticed this and hissed a long threat. However, knowing the 
balance had shifted, he abandoned the threat, ran a tight circle in place 
to collect himself, and then raced up a nearby tree, where he quickly 
camouflaged himself to watch and wait.

Lucifer wasn’t overly concerned about the proclamation because he 
knew Father well enough to appreciate the fact that he wouldn’t just 
suddenly appear. If that was the case, he would have just done so. But 
what he didn’t know was how long he had before they did come.

Timing was everything for Father, so perhaps he wouldn’t even 
come now that the threat against Adam and Eve was interrupted. For 
that reason, Lucifer was content to believe he had sufficient time to 
involve himself in Adam and Eve’s life a bit longer – to point them in 
the wrong direction before shedding Taneen’s body, and leaving the 
Garden for good.

Adam and Eve cheered over the timely intervention that inter-
rupted Lucifer’s threat. As such, the rock slipped from Adam’s hand 
and he quickly wrapped his arms around Eve, just as Eve did to him. 
Their joy was nauseating to Lucifer, and he quickly considered his next 
actions. Perhaps there was enough time to exploit their joy - a perfect 
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opportunity to not only add to Adam and Eve’s embarrassment, but also 
thumb his nose at Father’s plan.

As the couple held each other closely, no longer frightened because 
of Father’s imminent arrival, Lucifer slithered down and approached 
them slowly, cautiously, delicately. Then, using the smoothest voice he 
could muster from the mouth of the beast, Taneen, Lucifer said, “Worry 
not, little children, I am here to guide you . . . just as I did with the fruit 
of the Tree of Knowledge.”

“We have no desire to listen to you or any of your words,” declared 
Eve, as they released each other and turned to face the dragon head-on.

“Truly?” replied Lucifer. “All is well then?” And then, in a smooth 
and enchanting tone of voice, he added, “But do you not see that you 
are naked? Father will see your disgrace. He will know what you have 
done.”

They looked at each other and then back at Lucifer. Adam glared at 
the dragon for a moment and said, “What do you mean?”

“Just that Father will see your change. He will know your new state 
of awareness and will expect you to represent it with honor, or his anger 
against you will be very great,” answered Lucifer through Taneen.

“What should we do?” said Adam to Eve.
But Lucifer was prepared with an answer. He clicked his tongue to 

get their attention and said, “It is obvious . . . you must clothe yourselves. 
That is what Father will demand of you now that you have sinned. Your 
type of dress will be an outward sign that you understand and accept 
your place . . . a sign that you have accepted the laws of this world.”

“What sign is needed?” asked Adam.
“We know nothing of such signs?” added Eve in turn.
“It is simple,” replied Lucifer. “Take the leaves from the fig tree and 

make yourself clothing.”
“Fig leaves?” asked Eve. She then touched Adam’s face and said, 

“We cannot trust his words, Adam. He attempts to deceive us yet again. 
We both know there is no truth in him, for I know that the fig leaf is ill-
suited for comfort.”
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“I deceive you not,” answered Lucifer with waning patience. To 
Eve he said, “You are to bring life into this world, to fulfill Father’s first 
command . . . to multiply and replenish Earth. The fig leaf is a sign of 
your commitment to fulfilling that command. By so doing, you will show 
Father your wiliness to obey him.”

Adam nodded and said to Eve, “We should go and make clothing.”
“Yes,” encouraged Lucifer. “You must go. Quickly now! Father will 

be here soon. Go and hide yourselves from his anger.”
“He lies, again,” urged Eve.
“Yes,” said Adam, “but he was right about the tree. Let us hide our 

bodies until they are honorably covered.”
Lucifer could see their confusion, and it pleased him greatly to 

know that he could so easily sway their choices with influence. To influ-
ence them to use fig leaves was a stroke of genius. The tree, and thus 
the leaves, represented fertility on other worlds. Having Adam and 
Eve clothe themselves in them would not only advertise the nature of 
their disobedience, but it would forever mark the occasion throughout 
time. Indeed, when the story was told, all would come to see that he 
deceived them with elements of truth. Fooled them into admitting their 
embarrassment.

As such, he could barely maintain his excitement when the cou-
ple left Sanctuary to hide, so much so that he began to dance around 
Sanctuary in the dragon’s body. When Adam and Eve were a sufficient 
distance away, Lucifer began to laugh aloud, heartily and with great 
vigor.

He would love to see Father’s face when Adam and Eve stepped 
out to greet him, all dressed up in their green leafy clothing. He stifled a 
laugh, and knew better than to stick around for such an occasion. Father 
also wouldn’t be pleased with him for using Taneen’s body, let alone the 
symbolism of the leaves. Besides, he wanted to return to Araphel and 
share his success to his commanders and staff. He was especially desir-
ous to report the success he’d had in possessing Taneen. Having never 
done so before, the experience had gone much better than he could 
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have ever anticipated. Such possessions, he realized, would come in 
handy during their mission.

The sound of a trump blared, loud and long, and Lucifer dashed 
away with a quick flick of Taneen’s tail. He moved quickly, leaping and 
gliding across the ground like an eel in water. When he reached a com-
fortable distance from Sanctuary, a spot well outside where the ring of 
guards had previously posted their watch, Lucifer stopped. He searched 
for a spot to rid himself of the dragon’s body, someplace dark and 
secluded from the other creatures.

Lucifer spotted a dark crevasse near the base of a large stone out-
cropping and squirmed his way in, and he wasted no time in separat-
ing himself from the dragon. Surprisingly, the separation from Taneen 
proved to be more difficult than when he’s slipped in and took him over. 
A large part of Lucifer not only desired to remain in the creature, but 
he also found it difficult to sever the ties that had developed between 
his spirit and the flesh of the dragon. It was as if he had grown roots in 
the creature. Thus, when he extracted himself from the creature, it was 
with pain, though more of it was with the dragon than himself. A rip-
ping sound, the sensation of a tearing away, filled his and the dragon’s 
mind simultaneously as Lucifer completely pulled away. Finally, free of 
the filthy creature, Lucifer examined himself closely. Once again, he 
resembled the man he once was, at least in appearance; an image of 
intelligence, and a force to be reckoned with.

Lucifer turned to Taneen. The dragon laid motionless for a few 
moments before the first sign of life presented itself. A twitch of a 
muscle, a pause, then another. After a few more series of twitches, the 
dragon opened his eyes and rolled onto his belly. A few moments after 
that, he snapped out in anger at the unseen presence of Lucifer who 
continued to linger near.

Lucifer snorted and then laughed aloud at the dragon’s confusion as 
it made its way out of the crevasse and took flight. Overall, he was very 
satisfied with his success, and he knew that all mankind would be as easy 
to influence as Adam and Eve. Such a world would certainly make for an 
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interesting time as Opposer. Challenging, perhaps, but also rewarding. 
The thought of tormenting Adam and his progeny thrilled him beyond 
measure. For the first time since assuming the role of Opposer, Lucifer 
believed that his mission would be . . . a piece of cake.

Ready to return to his office, Lucifer opened his tunnel and slipped 
in with practiced ease. There was, he knew, many great discoveries to 
share with his officers - many insights about the world in which they 
would now serve. He’d lost track of how long he was in the Garden, 
but it didn’t really matter. Nothing was to happen until he’d managed 
the first sin. And now that he had, there was sufficient time to prepare 
his followers for their part in the mission, a mission he would lead them 
through to great success.

When Adam and Eve’s children reached an age of accountable, 
Lucifer and his army would be ready to influence them. His plan was 
simple: shape mankind in an image of darkness unmatched throughout 
all the Verse. He would teach them to worship everything but truth and 
light. More importantly, Lucifer and his followers would influence man 
to turn their backs on Father. Indeed, he would raise up the sons of 
Adam, and the daughters of Eve, to reject and then altogether forget 
their Father.

Lucifer saw the approach of his destination and prepared to step 
clear of his tunnel, but as he put his first foot on the floor of his office, 
he felt himself being pulled immediately into another tunnel. For Lucifer, 
the floor of his office literally melted away at his feet, and he began to 
fall away. He knew immediately that it was a tunnel of Father’s mak-
ing, for no one could call him against his will like Father. His calls were 
impossible to ignore, even when prepared.

The joy of his success was quickly quashed as the timing of Father’s 
tunnel worried him greatly. Father didn’t even give him a chance to col-
lect himself, let alone call his captains together for a quick conference, 
but he was helpless to resist.

During the journey through Father’s tunnel, which Lucifer noted was 
considerably shorter than his own, Lucifer prepared himself for what he 
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suspected would be another trial. This time there would be no denying 
his work. Not that he had anything to deny. There was nothing to hide, 
so he assumed a comfortable and confident demeanor and waited to 
appear.

When Lucifer neared the tunnel’s destination, that being a very 
bright and open doorway, he heard Father call out to him, “Lucifer!” 
Father’s voice was neither commanding nor judgmental, but it was 
certainly absolute. So, when Lucifer stepped through the doorway, he 
replied in willing obedience, “Yes, Father.”

When his eyes cleared of the light, Lucifer saw, standing next to 
Father, Yeshua. And near Yeshua stood Adam and Eve. All eyes were 
turned to him, but instead of cringing in surprise and annoyance, he 
acted as if he relished the attention. After ceremoniously straightening 
his robe, he stood proudly before the party and said, “I have come. I 
am here.”

“Oh, my son, what have you done here?” asked Father.
With a shrug, as if to explain the obvious, Lucifer replied, “I did what 

you asked of me. I fulfilled the contract. They have partaken of the fruit, 
and now they understand all that is needed to live here . . . on this glori-
ous world called Earth.”

His reply was both simple and direct, and Lucifer felt the pride of 
his oratory eloquence. He smiled, but also wondered why Father had 
asked the question. Father knew the purpose of the temptation, and 
what had been expected of Lucifer. Was Father also performing for the 
Verse? Was Father setting the stage for Adam and Eve’s expulsion from 
the Garden? He didn’t know, and didn’t care. He accomplished his first 
mission, and was eager to return to Araphel. As far as Lucifer was con-
cerned, he answered Father’s question.

“You have not answered the question,” replied Father. “Once again, 
you have broken the law.”

“What law?” snapped Lucifer. “The laws of this world are intact. 
I have done only that which was allowed.” Added Lucifer with rising 
anger. “They disobeyed you, not I!”
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“You disobeyed a higher law in your act of temptation,” answered 
Father, as he maintained his rebuke.

“How so?” shouted Lucifer.
Father sighed and said sadly, and with apparent pity, “My son, the 

laws of Earth . . . my laws for the Realm . . . are not less than those 
of the Verse. I command a higher law, with greater regard to agency. 
Agency for all. The Order of Light does not condone possession. You 
have affected agency for one in the process of your effort to influence. 
You are guilty of a most serious offense of the law.”

Lucifer silently absorbed Father’s words. While it was true he knew 
the laws, Lucifer believed the arm of them did not apply to the condi-
tions of influence on Earth. Surely, the Verse understood the challenges 
here, and would overlook his offense? Indeed, despite its relative glori-
fied status, Earth still sat on the outer edge of Father’s Realm. As such, 
Lucifer’s influence required boldness and ingenuity. It was ludicrous to 
consider the laws of the Realm and Verse applying to it in any way. It was 
a unique challenge that required unique efforts.

Father was clearly missing the point. For Lucifer, it was a matter of 
influence. He didn’t have any other option to get close and influence 
Adam and Eve without possession. Personally, he didn’t believe it would 
even work. However, once in the creature, the feel of it appealed to 
him, and separating himself from the creature before the temptation 
was ridiculous. Taneen was an experiment, that turned into a necessity, 
that turned into a comfort. He had no regrets. Even now, as he stood 
before Father, he desired to resume control of Taneen.

“I know the law,” he said, after focusing back on Father. “I had no 
choice in the use of Taneen.” He then pointed at Father and said, “You 
gave me no other choice! The guards expelled me once before. How 
was I to approach Adam when I couldn’t set foot on the world without 
alerting the guards? Truly you, of all people, understand the predica-
ment I faced down here!”

“My son, why did you believe deceit was your only option?” asked 
Father. “Did you not think to ask my leave to visit and influence them 
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openly? I would have granted such permission to you, and the guard 
would have allowed you to pass, unmolested. Do you not remember 
your time as a first man, how you were tempted?”

When Lucifer returned a blank stare, Father added, “No?” Father 
nodded and said, “My son, it seems you are losing memory of that 
which was both good, and light.”

Stunned, Lucifer rubbed his forehead before looking at Father with 
growing anger. It was true, he had no memory of Father’s example. 
Trying to bring such knowledge forward in his mind pained him, and that 
angered him even more. However, he managed to subdue his anger, 
believing it the only way to achieve mercy. Still, to think that possess-
ing Taneen would lead to his early downfall, to end his mission before 
it even began, infuriated Lucifer. “The laws of possession have no place 
here!” snapped Lucifer. The words spewed out with clear and definitive 
force, as if he willed them to take control of the argument and convince 
Father of their truth.

“The laws are bound throughout, but especially here, in my Realm,” 
replied Father.

“Your laws, or the Verse’s? When will you cease to become a subject 
unto them? There is no relevance to the law here. This is a new world, 
with a new mission. The scope of influence should be different.”

“All of the Verse watches this world, brother. Do you not yet understand 
the significance of this project under my plan?” replied Yeshua, tenderly.

Lucifer ignored Yeshua and kept his eyes firmly on Father. “I need 
no lecture, Father. Surely you understand my position? How was I to 
appreciate your offer when, after having been denied access on my first 
visit, I should come and seek your permission to visit them in peace? 
Nathaniel works for you. He is your guard commander. He sent me away, 
and I took that as your permission to explore alternative solutions to the 
problem of influence.”

“You are missing the point, my son,” said Father. “When one violates 
the law against possession, charges are deferred to the Versal Court. It 
was out of my hands.”
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“What was . . . out of your hands?” asked Lucifer, snidely. “You’re 
a counselor to the Versal Court. Surely you can develop a more favor-
able outcome to their absurd order of recompense, whatever it may be? 
Speak to them on my behalf. Tell them I had no other choice and let me 
finish this mission!”

“Their verdict is irrevocable,” replied Father, sadly.
“A verdict without appeal. That is no surprise to me! What is it, then?” 

challenged Lucifer. “I wasn’t reset for attacking Eloise, and Taneen’s pos-
session was much less significant than that!”

“You are wrong in part,” replied Father. “Possession is, at least to a 
majority of the Versal Council, worse than your harm to Eloise. To enter 
a body other than your own is a violation of the laws of agency . . . that 
being the individual right to exist in an assigned physical state with-
out duplicity or spiritual intervention against one’s will. Having exerted 
yourself thus, do you not appreciate the damage you have caused to 
Taneen?”

“He is not a person, but a creature. Not one of your precious chil-precious chil-precious
dren, but a beast . . . an animal, therefore less than a man. He was not 
protected by the law,” declared Lucifer, boldly.

“The law applies to all creations, both passive and active. Albeit the 
passive creations are permitted company in the name of stewardship, 
but it’s by their choice alone. Influence cannot be unlawfully forced upon 
them, or anyone,” replied Father.

“Company is another name for possession,” countered Lucifer.
“Do you speak of Earth’s steward?” asked Father.
“Her, and all the others tasked to care for your so-called passive

creations,” snapped Lucifer.
“I will not stand here and debate the law with you,” replied Father. 

“You know, as well as I, that you entered Taneen against his will. You 
then used him to fulfill your contract when we agreed that you would 
act alone to facilitate the temptation. By acting through Taneen, you 
breached the contract. As such, I cannot speak on your behalf to the 
Versal Council.”



Kenneth Cary

148

“The verdict?” snarled Lucifer.
“We, the Versal Court, has seen fit to confine you to Earth.”
“What?! That cannot be!” shouted Lucifer. “You said I would be 

free to travel to and from Araphel! And now, you dare make Earth my 
prison?”

Father nodded sadly and said, “This is your home for the duration of 
the mission. From this point forth, you are bound to the Earth as if dust.”

Lucifer heard the words, but his mind reeled with the implications. 
Never had an Opposer been relegated to a life of confinement within the 
world he was assigned to serve. Not against their will. Some Opposers 
desired it, but not Lucifer. He desired the freedom to travel and move-
ment, to explore options to learn. Father’s sentence was akin to solitary 
confinement, and he moaned in reply.

Like a genie in a bottle, Lucifer was now subject to the confining and 
restrictive creation called, Earth. He spat on the ground and shouted, his 
face growing red. He pointed at Father and yelled, “You tricked me! You 
knew all along that this would happen . . . That I would be locked here.”

“What I can and can’t see is irrelevant to your choices,” replied 
Father with renewed sternness.

“And my followers?”
“They will arrive shortly,” said Father.
Lucifer quickly calculated the numbers and realized the poten-

tial advantage he would enjoy, but it would make for some crowded 
arrangements. Earth could only manage a small portion of Father’s chil-
dren at any one time. Given his willing followers, Lucifer knew he would 
be able to throw an army of followers against Adam and Eve, and their 
children. As he considered the consequences though, he grew angry 
again. How could he not have anticipated such an outcome as this? He 
was losing his mind.

To be played like this, first thrust into the Opposer role, and then 
imprisoned to Earth; it all reeked of a highly detailed and sophisticated 
plan. Lucifer was so angry that the air around him began to crackle. He 
looked at Father and said, while pointing to Adam and Eve, “You will not 
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appreciate your choice in me, Father! I will possess the bodies of the chil-
dren of Adam and Eve, just as I did with the dragon,” screamed Lucifer.

“Depart!” commanded Father, and without another word, Lucifer 
dropped down, through the dust at his feet, and into the Earth. Then, in 
a sudden rush of energy like a gust of dry wind from the desert, Lucifer’s 
host followed after him, and they filled Earth with their dark and angry 
presence.

“It is done,” said Yeshua.
Father looked to the spot where Lucifer had fallen and said, “She 

must be made to sleep for a season, the Earth’s steward.” Yeshua nod-
ded and Father turned to Adam and Eve. After pronouncing the conse-
quence of their disobedience, he addressed Yeshua and commanded 
him to post a guard at the Tree of Life, and added, “Your brother, Lucifer, 
is now subject unto you.”

“So it is written, so it is done,” replied Yeshua.
“There is much work here to be accomplished before Adam and Eve 

are to leave the Garden. They must be prepared for their new lives. But 
first, we have the matter of Taneen to attend to. Taneen, come forth,” 
said Father.

Taneen and his mate glided down to the ground and set themselves 
before Father in respect. After bowing deeply, Taneen said in a clear 
voice, “I am here, Father.”

“Taneen, what is your wish in regard to this life? You have been 
violated, and your name will be held as naught in the minds of men. 
Through the ages, having served as Lucifer’s vessel, you will be seen 
as the perpetrator of sin. You will be hunted and exterminated. Is this 
something you wish to endure?” asked Father.

“Father, I thank you for your compassion and consideration. I have 
seen what will come of us if we stay. There will be no peace for us here. 
Because of Lucifer, our friendship with man is forfeit, and our physical 
glory diminished. We wish to withdraw . . . with your blessing of course,” 
said Taneen, and the dragons offered a second bow and held it pending 
Father’s blessing.
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“So be it,” replied Father. “I will leave in your stead a creature 
derived from your design. Wingless and legless it will move about on its 
belly, as did Lucifer when he possessed your body. It will be your teles-
tial surrogate, and will be called a serpent, to be known as the creature 
used by Lucifer to tempt Eve. Through this there will be enmity between 
the woman and the serpent, but your select honor will be upheld. Does 
this suit thee as just?”

“It does, indeed,” cried Taneen, as he shed great tears of sorrow 
for having lost an opportunity to exist on Earth through the time of 
man. “We thank thee for thy mercy, God of All, and we will depart, 
well-served.”

“Well-served, indeed,” answered Father, and with a wave of his 
hand, the two dragons disappeared in the twinkling of an eye. Adam 
and Eve wept openly at their departure, having lost a treasure never to 
be realized by their children. But they were happy for the dragons, and 
eager to begin their new lives together as they too were set free.

Father and Yeshua stayed and talked with them for a while, and 
explained to them the things they would be taught in the coming days, 
weeks and months before they were made to depart the Garden for 
new lands, a land of hope and promise. There was much to discuss, for 
Lucifer was now bound to Earth, and eager to destroy all that Adam 
and Eve hoped to build. Life in a telestial plane would be hard, but they 
would never be abandoned. Help was only a prayer away.
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Nine

RED CORNER

W
hen Lucifer entered the war room, everyone stopped their work 
and watched silently as he walked briskly toward the stairs that 

led to the executive control room overlooking the command floor. A 
moment earlier, more than a hundred people, who were mostly sitting 
at their desks watching monitors or typing, were busily engaged in 
processing and analyzing the field reports that were pouring in. A new 
rhythm was in play, one that focused on the growing population of phys-
icals coming to Earth. They were mindful of all threats to their effort, and 
ever busy looking to identify Father’s next activated elite.

In a few long strides, Lucifer climbed the stairs and reached the 
door of the executive control room. He wasn’t harried in his movements. 
Experience taught him long ago that commanders should never portray 
a sense of panic, desperation, or anxiety in front of their staff. He was not 
panicked, or desperate, but he was anxious. He was scheduled to meet 
with Father within the hour, which was always interesting, and he wanted 
to be ready. And since the troops couldn’t tell the difference between the 
three, he forced himself to pause at the door before opening it.

There were few things more important in command than sustain-
ing a sense of power and self-control. A commander who panicked or 
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lost control in any way was in jeopardy of losing the fight before it even 
started, and this fight was full-swing, or at least close to it. To maintain 
control, one had to be more than he was in private, so Lucifer effectively 
showed a command face whenever he was near the troops.

For Lucifer, successful command was as much about presenting 
information as it was about possessing a keen intelligence. The two fed 
off each other. Rarely did a stupid man rise to command an army, but it 
also helped to be an effective orator, to instill confidence with a few well 
selected phrases. The art of motivation was paramount to successful 
command. However, what he had in intelligence and presentation, he 
lacked in patience and anger control.

Any self-aware man knew his weaknesses better than anyone 
else, so Lucifer didn’t believe he required a course correction. He 
knew what he wanted, and how to get it. Still, judgment was quick to 
emerge, albeit discretely. No one dared call him on his actions, ever. 
But he also didn’t seek their suggestions. Lucifer listened to their 
ideas, and even adopted a few, but he was the only strategic planner 
in command. As such, everyone was expected to fall into line and do 
what they were told. It might be called hell by the physicals, but it 
was more an organized dictatorship with a single, powerful, absolute 
ruler.

However, the one characteristic that eluded him, in fact had eluded 
him for much longer than his time on Earth, was that of humility. It was 
Lucifer’s pride that nurtured feelings of entitlement and importance, and 
so often drove him to anger. Indeed, his biggest frustration in deal-
ing with people who lacked his intelligence, were those who failed to 
acknowledge his intelligence as supreme to theirs.

It wasn’t that he didn’t appreciate people with lesser intelligence; 
he respected all intelligence, even within the different classes and cat-
egories of existence. But he had no patience for people who ignored 
their ignorance. Those who didn’t seek to accept the intelligence of 
their superiors, or never worked to improve their own intelligence, were 
contemptible to Lucifer.
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But those below him on the floor, the one hundred and thirteen 
souls who were carefully vetted and then sworn into special service to 
work in the headquarters, now worshiped him. The talented men and 
women below him were the best and brightest of the followers; their 
abilities were tested, and their loyalty proven. Their desire to serve, to 
succeed and earn reward, was as important to them as to any other 
group united under any heavenly cause. They practiced darkness to 
trouble man, which was, he told them, a worthy and important cause 
for balance. They were not only doing what had to be done, they were 
doing something great.

There were dissenters among the ranks of his mass followers. It 
seems no one was happy about being thrust into Earth. But the effort of 
Opposition was moving forward, and those who didn’t participate were 
handled with force and dealt with severely. Those accused of the most 
blatant resistance were confined and sentenced to hard-labor. For the labor. For the labor
mildly disinterested, there were long hours of indoctrination, threats, 
and anything else that would work to maintain focus on the objective, 
even if it meant making promises he didn’t intended to keep.

Many of Lucifer’s followers felt entirely betrayed after the Garden 
outcome. Countless large groups, and even some families, wanted to 
simply give up – to just lay down and die. They abandoned all hope 
of salvation and desired reset. To this cause, Lucifer quickly directed 
his best and most delicate energy. He told them that reset was not an 
option. That like him, they were bound to Earth for the duration of the 
project, and were expected to stand up and be counted.

While it was true Lucifer deeply resented Father for binding them to 
Earth, it wouldn’t do for him to encourage his followers to succumb to 
the same sense of betrayal and abandonment he felt. Leaders had to set 
the example, and Lucifer knew the best way to manage fear was through 
hard work. As such, there were no fence-sitters in Lucifer’s command; 
they either helped, or they were bound and imprisoned.

For most of his followers, Lucifer’s efforts and ability to unify them 
changed him in their eyes, and he them. They slowly began to see him 
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differently now that they were suffering the same fate. He was, for all 
intents and purposes, their new father: a powerful man who judged their 
every move, and blessed them with special privileges when expecta-
tions were exceeded. They also had a new respect for his mission, and 
understood the risk of failure, what it would mean to them if they failed 
to live up to the terms of the contract.

Lucifer got them through the hardest part of their second exile by 
giving them purpose and hope, even if it was entirely painful. Most of 
his followers felt betrayed by Father, so they began to turn their trust to 
Lucifer. Exile to the Outlands was one thing, but to be forced to serve 
a mission of Opposition through bondage in Earth was not what they 
signed up for.

When cast down into Earth, they found themselves in a literal prison. 
The barrier that once prevented Lucifer from passing through the sur-
face, was now extended to the outer layer of atmosphere, where none 
could pass without Father’s express permission. Araphel was no longer 
their home, and once again they were made to start over. Worse yet, 
they were expected to influence the physical lives of the people they 
knew, of family and friends who had stayed with Father in the Realm. 
It was a great insult to many given their former existence in light and 
love. Being separated from Father’s light was bad, but being made to 
work with darkness was worse. Nothing was right for them. For many, 
the transition was akin to being thrown into deep water while stuffed in 
a locked, canvas bag.

Lucifer didn’t campaign on an election platform of, “Join me and I’ll 
teach you how to rule the darkness,” or “Through me, you will learn how 
to torment your brothers and sisters, trouble them in their weakness, 
and then celebrate when they fail.” The absurdity of such a campaign 
slogan was just too ludicrous to consider.

The promise of happiness on Earth had been extremely overstated. 
Now that his followers saw life on Earth as miserable for the physicals – 
influenced or not – they were more than willing to serve. Lucifer was 
certain that even now, the Realm could see the pitfalls of agency; how 
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it could not be easily experienced without some degree of true knowl-
edge regarding the existence of light and dark.

He’d tried to warn them, but now it was too late. They were commit-
ted to their course, and he hoped it scared them a little. But all of this 
helped his work. Many of his followers, those who once bemoaned their 
fate as Lucifer’s followers, were now pleased to be on the side of opposi-
tion; they would rather tempt and influence their physical brothers and 
sisters than suffer, sin and die.

But even with this new awareness, the reality of how little control 
they had over their lives lent itself to a feeling of desperation. That 
desperation turned to isolation, and for those who refused to work, 
imprisonment. Now that they were locked in Earth, they had nothing 
better to do than to serve Lucifer. He was their only hope. He was 
the author of their success, or the arbiter of their failure. The entire 
future rested on Lucifer’s ability to serve the contract and negotiate a 
more flexible arrangement with Father. When complete, the followers 
hoped to gain, at a minimum, a return to Araphel and some of their 
light back.

But Lucifer knew something they didn’t; there was hope of a second 
chance. He didn’t understand the timing or condition of the proposed 
general compensation, but it was mentioned in the contract.

At first, Lucifer was against the idea. But now, ironically, he was 
intrigued by it. The contract communicated something about how the 
physicals would get many chances to repent on Earth. Because of this, 
Lucifer’s followers would be offered a second chance as well.

However, that information was simply too dangerous to share, so 
Lucifer refused to release it to his followers. Rumors were flying, but 
such information would never be officially released – not by him, any-
way. Lucifer preferred that his followers believe their efforts would earn 
them a return to Araphel and some semblance of their light, not a right 
to return to Father. Besides, he didn’t believe enough of his followers 
wanted such a chance, let alone possessed a desire to return to a Father 
who had abandoned them. For Lucifer, withholding such information 
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was a calculation. Besides, he knew Father only offered it to weaken 
Lucifer’s influence over his followers.

His followers! Lucifer looked out at the sea of faces staring up at 
him. Every eye was upon him, and he slowly studied their faces in reply, 
feeling their commitment and pride at being called to serve so close to 
him. He cleared his throat as if to speak, but paused. What would Father 
think of my sentiment at this moment? He wasn’t sure if he wanted to think of my sentiment at this moment? He wasn’t sure if he wanted to think of my sentiment at this moment?
compliment them or ignore them all together.

He spotted Cain sitting at a desk in the far corner of the room. 
He was the only one who wasn’t looking up at Lucifer even though 
he didn’t seem to be working on anything. He was just sitting there, 
staring at a monitor as if nothing had changed around him. Lucifer 
considered calling him out on the insubordination, but he decided 
against it.

Cain somehow managed to gather a strong following, and Lucifer 
was still in the process of suppressing it. Verbally chastising Cain now 
would only strengthen his influence among his faction, and further 
foment discord among the ranks, which was unwise. Now was the time 
for unity of effort. They were close to mission accomplishment. Besides, 
Lucifer wanted to win Cain’s trust, and he knew he couldn’t do it through 
threats and intimidation. Cain was a special case, but he was also very 
close to being confined.

Lucifer had only so much patience, even for the first Earther to join 
their ranks. Indeed, Cain was the first of many, with practical physical 
experience on Earth, to willingly join Lucifer. As a bonus, Cain was also 
a proven and loyal follower of the Dark Order, which made him dou-
bly valuable in Lucifer’s eyes. He also needed more generals, and Cain 
would make a great one if only he agreed to – once again – submit to 
Lucifer’s authority.

Lucifer remembered Cain’s progress on Earth, which was not dif-
ficult given his long and personal involvement with the man. After 
Father marked and cursed Cain, he became a vagabond and a wan-
derer. Shunned by his family, Cain sought exile in a distant land where 
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he struggled to survive. Later, Lucifer reappeared to Cain, but Cain was 
too angry to entertain any conversations with the man he called, “The 
master of all lies.”

Lucifer departed. Much later, when Cain was even more desperate 
than before, close to death for having found no help, Lucifer returned 
with gifts. He came with women, and supplies, and hope. Finally, Cain 
was willing to listen, and Lucifer’s plan was set into motion. The Dark 
Order on Earth was soon to be realized.

Cain proved to be a very willing and apt student. As such, Lucifer 
also introduced a doctrine of worship; one that proved acceptable to 
Cain’s heart, and Lucifer’s agenda. Lucifer taught Cain to worship and 
have faith in him; to preach to others what he had learned; to build a 
great empire; and to fight for his inheritance. “The only reward greater 
than this,” taught Lucifer, “was to give of one’s life in his name.” Lucifer 
told Cain that he was God, and only God could grant him a reward for 
his obedience and sacrifice.

None of which came to pass, which was why Cain was not happy 
with his new-found situation, being under Lucifer’s command. Once 
again, the lies had affected him. Still, Cain was smart and he agreed to 
work for Lucifer because it was better to have some status than none, 
especially in Lucifer’s army.

When word first reached Lucifer’s ears that Cain sought to depose 
him, he laughed. Lucifer wanted to allow the creature an opportunity to 
fail because he didn’t believe Cain could find anyone to listen to him, let 
along raise a following. But it was Dege who convinced him otherwise. 
Lucifer allowed Dege to crush Cain’s efforts, and he was warned that if 
he persisted in splintering the following, he would be placed in perma-
nent confinement. Once again, order resumed.

As such, Cain held no rank in Lucifer’s army. He served as a special 
advisor to Lucifer’s generals, which was more than he deserved given 
his push for control. Still, Cain proved invaluable. He brought a wealth 
of knowledge about how to best influence the physicals, which is why 
Lucifer kept him on the command staff. Such placement was also meant 



Kenneth Cary

158

to keep a close eye on Cain. As one villain to another, Lucifer simply 
didn’t trust Cain.

Lucifer turned away from Cain and scanned the remaining staff sec-
tions, careful to recognize the leader of each one. When he came full 
circle, he raised a hand and said with cheerful glee, “Get back to work 
before I have you all flogged!”

The crowd laughed at his jest, but some reluctantly because such 
a threat was not far from the truth, especially when it came to Lucifer’s 
captains. They were all too willing to mete out punishment for even the 
smallest of infractions. Accounts of whipping and torture were common-
place among the dissenters, and nothing happened in the army that 
didn’t pass through the headquarters.

There were gruesome rumors about what happened to followers 
who openly opposed Lucifer, and he enjoyed them immensely, doing 
nothing to discourage such talk because it served to strengthen his 
position. The truth was, those who troubled Lucifer were most often 
confined to solitary, locked up in some dark and remote corner in Earth, 
left to rot while they waited for their so-called second chance.

Lucifer waved one last time before opening the door and step-
ping into the control room. He pulled the door shut and glanced 
briefly through the large glass windows to see that his staff had indeed 
returned to work. Thankfully, the noise of their activity remained outside, 
beyond the thick panes of glass, so he could work without distraction or 
interruption.

Dege sat at a desk in the far corner of the room next to another door, 
one that led to Lucifer’s private office. He was pouring over files and 
flipping through charts and displays quickly, as if to insure their proper 
order for the next briefing. He glanced up when Lucifer approached the 
desk and said, “You’re scheduled to meet with Father in an hour. Do you 
need anything more from me?”

“Yes, I’m aware of the meeting. And no, I don’t need anything more 
from you for the day. You may go and attend to your personal matters,” 
replied Lucifer, and he sat in a chair at the head of the large conference 



The Opposer

159

table near Dege. “Tell me,” he added, “what of the influence command? 
I haven’t heard from Beshur lately. The physicals are growing in number 
swiftly, and we cannot afford to let up. The way I see it, we might be able 
to conclude our mission here in very short order. We’re making good 
ground. I’d say we have close to eighty-percent control now.”

“It’s eighty-four to be exact, but I wouldn’t count on it,” replied four to be exact, but I wouldn’t count on it,” replied four
Dege, as he lay the files on his desk and stood. He walked over to a 
display screen on the back wall and began to run his fingers over it in an 
intricate pattern of moves like a piano player. Lucifer watched closely as 
data flew across the screen at a blinding pace under Dege’s directions. 
Finally, he paused the screen and said, “Here it is,” and with a finger, he 
pointed to a number at the bottom of the chart.

“The remainder of the two-thirds. Yes, I am familiar with that num-
ber,” growled Lucifer, annoyed with Dege’s patronizing demeanor.

Dege nodded and replied, “I have given this much thought, and I 
believe that even though we may be able to sway enough people to 
eliminate all the Sons of God on Earth very soon, Father will not let it 
stand. There are too many souls left yet to come. He has something up 
his sleeve. Besides, this is still only the first dispensation. If I recall, we 
have six more to resolve before we are through.”

“Yes. Yes. I understand what you’re saying, but that doesn’t mean 
we can’t set them up for a complete and utter fail in the first span of 
time. We’re very close to taking them all down. I can feel it in my bones. 
Father must do something really grand, something unprecedented 
even, to recover his lead in this fight. I’m thinking a prophet. Has anyone 
been identified yet?”

“It would have to be unprecedented indeed,” replied Dege. “But 
we’re not there yet. The Sons of Cain are meeting with new resistance. 
People are fighting them. As for prophets, I have come up with a list of 
possibles.”

“Excellent!” exclaimed Lucifer. “I want to continue to encourage 
intermarriage with the Cainites, which is why I want to speak to Beshur. 
We need them to mix with the Sons of God as much as possible. They 
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need to be drawn into Cain’s world, instead of Cainites trying to slip into 
theirs. This will only work one way.

“Adam’s influence has a strong hold over those who love and wor-
ship Father. He has taught them after the patterns of the Order of Light. 
It will not be easy to draw them all away.”

“We don’t need to draw them all away, only the most influential ones. 
Use the most beautiful women of Cain to act against the Sons of God.”

“There are no beautiful women of Cain,” quipped Dege.
“Then teach them to dress in gold and jewels, to wear fine clothing 

and other such things. You know the way, Dege, why do you trouble me 
with doubt?” asked Lucifer, with a sigh. “You are my right hand, not my 
left; I eat with you, not defecate.”

“Do you want me to issue the orders?” asked Dege.
“No. I want Beshur to issue them. And he’s late. Why does he insist 

on making me wait?!”
“I will go and fetch him for you, master,” said Dege, and he jumped 

away in a flash.
Beshur arrived and quickly assumed a more presentable human-like

configuration before he sat down, an appearance that resembled a mid-
dle-aged, overweight man of pale color, in contrast to the demon skin 
he liked to wear among the troops.

“Why do you do that?” growled Lucifer.
“Assume an . . . inhuman image?” asked Beshur with a throaty growl.
“I wasn’t inquiring about your delay,” snapped Lucifer. “Of course, 

your appearance. Does it make you feel more powerful?”
Beshur shrugged and said, “The team likes it. Besides, I like it too. 

Helps deal with the boredom, and keep the prisoners in line.”
“Perhaps you require more work if you’re bored,” replied Lucifer, 

instantly irritated with Beshur’s attitude. He glared at him sharply, chal-
lenging him to complain anew.

“I have my hands full spreading your influence,” replied the man. “Is 
it safe to assume you summoned me for an important reason? I’ve got 
work to do.”
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“Boring work?”
“Your work,” replied Beshur, trying hard to maintain his last shred of 

dignity amid Lucifer’s growing impatience.
“Then report,” snapped Lucifer, as he leaned back in his seat.
Beshur scratched his belly, hitched up his pants, and sat in a chair 

at the conference table adjacent to Lucifer. “We’ve succeeded in pen-
etrating the Sons of God. Our priests have begun to turn their scripture 
against them, and present the words from our standpoint. I believe that, 
in a few years’ time, the population of this world will be entirely in our 
hands,” he said, as he dug a finger in his ear to remove something vile.

“Must you do that here . . . in my office?” snapped Lucifer.
“It’s a part of the act.”
“Beshur,” said Lucifer. “Save your act for your subordinates. We’re 

done here. You may leave.”
Beshur nodded, stood, and hitched up his pants once more. He 

then snarled, reassumed his demonic form, and then belched out a 
nasty blast of noxious gas before departing the office.

Lucifer stood in response to Beshur’s rudeness and yelled, “Hold!” 
but Beshur was already gone. Lucifer slammed his hands down on the 
table and yelled, “I don’t know why I tolerate that man!”

“You are grooming him,” reminded Dege.
“Indeed. And I am doing so well, wouldn’t you say?” sneered Lucifer.
“At least you can trust him,” offered Dege.
“We shall see,” said Lucifer.
The wall behind Lucifer began to ripple and a tunnel entrance 

appeared. Dege pointed and said, “Master, a tunnel has opened. 
Anything for me before you go?”

“No. I think not,” said Lucifer as he stood and grabbed his cape.
“Would you like me to pass the order to Beshur regarding the 

Cainite women?”
“Yes . . . thank you. Keep building the momentum, Dege. We almost 

have them. I’ll be back shortly,” and with that, Lucifer stepped into the 
tunnel, which quickly closed up behind him.
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Lucifer didn’t know where he would end up, for Father had many 
meeting places, and they rarely occurred in the same place more than 
once, but that was fine with Lucifer. Though Lucifer would never admit 
it to his staff, he enjoyed visiting Father at his many different locations, 
even if it upset him. After spending so much time locked up in Earth, 
having been denied access to everything stimulating and enlightening, 
a chance to leave, even to face Father’s laws and criticism, was worth it 
to Lucifer.

Since first being confined to Earth, Lucifer tried many times to break 
through the barrier that bound him and his followers to Earth, but to 
no avail. As such, the only opportunity he had to leave Earth was when 
Father summoned him, which was usually to attend a special meeting 
of some sort. He’d asked Father many times for the freedom to move 
beyond Earth, but it was never granted. Like the barrier that contained 
him, Father too was impenetrable. Nothing Lucifer did seemed to sway 
Father, or his plan, in any way.

Lucifer’d already come to realize that working with Father was 
better than working against him, but the conditions of opposition 
required resistance on all fronts. As such, they met often to discuss 
outlines and programs that would serve to facilitate the upcoming 
dispensations.

Everything with Earth was about balance, but more from Father’s 
need for it than his. But Lucifer knew how to apply balance in his favor, 
which is why he liked meeting with Father. It was the best way to collect 
intelligence and ascertain his effectiveness in opposing him.

The end state was not, as Lucifer once believed, just about Yeshua’s 
sacrifice and resurrection, but something even bigger, something he 
had yet to figure out. There were Versal implications regarding Earth 
that were still formulating in his mind. Everyone involved in the project 
seemed to be working toward one big, secret goal.

Well, not all of them, but certainly many people on Father’s side 
of the fight. Lucifer envisioned himself as the least informed of all the 
elites, which annoyed him to no end. What was it about the plan that 



The Opposer

163

excluded him from the knowledge? It didn’t matter. He would figure it 
out some day.

Not long ago, Father had explained the need for balance, that the 
weight of any one act on Earth would be weighed against Father’s or 
Lucifer’s right to balance it depending on which way the scale tipped. 
It was then that Lucifer began to see how his contributions as Opposer 
were nearly equal to that of Father’s in the Realm. In other words, when 
one overstepped the boundaries of balance, the other was given the lat-
itude to right that balance through a proportional act of counterbalance.

Unfortunately, Father always held the advantage. Lucifer knew that 
he always managed to maintain a debt against him and his followers. 
It’s not like Lucifer spent his portion of opposition on credit. Father just 
didn’t seem willing to respond to everything Lucifer did, and therefore 
built up a surplus of opposing options.

Dege was right. Father was saving up for something big, and he 
wondered what it would be. It was such wonder, Lucifer’s fascination 
with Father’s mind and how it worked, that prompted him to ask for 
another meeting. It was the third special meeting for this dispensation 
alone, but it was well worth the effort. Lucifer hoped to come back with 
useful intelligence, something to help the army move forward to victory.

The end of the tunnel arrived and Lucifer saw that he was to emerge 
onto the central square of Araphel. Father stood a short distance away, 
seeming to admire the craftsmanship and architecture of the dark and 
empty city, his back to the opening. Though he was more than a stones-
throw from the tunnel opening, Father’s light nearly blinded Lucifer as 
he stepped out to touch his former home with his feet. He then quickly 
raised an arm to shield his eyes until they adjusted. It was always like 
that when they met, especially outside of the Realm. Usually, Father 
would lower his glory, but this time Lucifer realized he was expected to 
adjust to it. Apparently, Father wanted to take in the scenery, and to do 
that he needed his light.

Lucifer began to make his way toward Father, which was like walking 
into the sun with eyes wide open. He paused briefly, fashioned himself 
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a pair of dark sunglasses, and quickly put them on. Though a ridiculous 
measure given the circumstance, he had little choice if he was to stand 
in Father’s presence here. Finally, Lucifer could see Father clearly now 
that his glory was filtered to a more manageable level.

“A fine city you built here,” Father said as he turned slowly to take 
in the sights.

“It looks different in your light,” replied Lucifer, bluntly.
He didn’t mean it as a compliment, but Father took it as such and 

said, “Thank you. I believe it does also.”
“I didn’t mean . . . never mind. Why have you brought me here of all 

places? I know this city well. Is it your turn to boast at my confinement?”
Father shrugged and said, “I’ve no need to boast . . . you know 

this.”
“Then why?” asked Lucifer. He couldn’t help but notice Father’s light 

was already changing the attributes of the city. The stone used to con-
struct the buildings closest to his light was already changing, it looked 
smoother and brighter than before. Lucifer figured that with enough 
exposure to Father the entire city would be lit up and glow with his aura 
for many years to come. That’s the last thing Lucifer wanted. He desired 
the discomfort of his own darkness over the gift of Father’s light.

“I want you to understand a variable of balance that we have not yet 
discussed,” said Father.

“So, you are planning something big,” remarked Lucifer.
“Big? Yes, I suppose that defines the boundaries within your 

perspective.”
“Now you mean to insult me? You bring me here . . . to my home 

star, the new city of my making after exile, and then you call me, stu-
pid?” snarled Lucifer.

“I have done no such thing,” replied Father. “You are far from stu-
pid, my son. I would not have chosen you as Earth’s Opposer if it were 
so. There are many opposers who are less intelligent than you. Indeed, 
I believe you to be the smartest of them all. That is why I am grooming 
you for the Verse.”
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“Do they know we are meeting?” asked Lucifer, as he calmed him-
self from offense.

“Yes, of course. I report the meetings to them. But I do not tell them 
everything. They are not as secure as they believe. I’m careful not to let 
Mahan’s Versal successor learn of your progress. He is very concerned 
about the threat you pose to him.”

“I’m sick of hearing about anything or anyone who bears the title of 
Mahan,” quipped Lucifer.

“I am sure you are, but you must know that he is not sick of hear-
ing about you. There are some in your ranks who send reports to him, 
though I do not know who that is or how they do it. I believe they meet 
at the barrier, and have figured out a way to pass messages through it. 
Have you set a guard like I suggested?”

“I have. Several legion of my best guards patrol the interior of the 
barrier.”

“The Divers, yes. I have heard of them. Are they effective?”
“We’re working on it,” quipped Lucifer.
“Well then,” said Father. “I have prepared a man to emerge and 

counter your growing efforts. He will be a prophet, one of my elite. You 
are not permitted to hamper him beyond the standard conditions.”

“Which means I will discover him as a prophet, but I will not be 
allowed to do more to him than I would any other man?” asked Lucifer.

“Yes. That is correct,” replied Father, as he slowly turned to greet 
Lucifer. “Nice glasses,” added Father, with a smile.

Lucifer snorted, and with great effort he stopped a grin from form-
ing on his own face. “It’s been many a season since I’ve been in your 
presence. Has your light grown?”

“Again, it is a matter of perspective. Are you doing well, my son? 
Are you holding up under the pressure?”

“I’m holding up. Thanks for asking. And you ask because something 
even bigger than your prophet is about to happen.” When Father didn’t 
respond, Lucifer added, “It’s true then, you are up to something.”

“Things are always changing,” replied Father.
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“You do not change,” corrected Lucifer.
“That is the Word,” replied Father, with another smile.
“You know what I mean,” replied Lucifer, growing annoyed with 

Father’s desire to play word games with him.
“The change will be obvious when it comes,” said Father. “Just 

know that we will not talk again until it is complete. So, if you have any 
need of me, you should speak now,” said Father.

Lucifer thought for a moment and asked, “How long will it be . . . 
until our next meeting?”

“That depends on how effective you are against the Sons of God.”
“You don’t believe they can endure my influence?” asked Lucifer, 

surprised. Father had never expressed concern about the capabilities of 
his children to overcome Lucifer’s influence, at least not openly.

“Oh, I believe they can overcome. There is always a chance that one 
will rise up and lead the others to the truth,” said Father.

“This is the one you mentioned . . . the prophet?” inquired Lucifer.
“The right man, at the right place and the right time, can do much 

to turn my children back to me,” replied Father.
“Is this why you’ve not interfered with my work thus far? I know you 

have been saving up your portion of balance for something big. Will you 
not share it with me?” asked Lucifer, plainly, not begging, but curious 
and interested all the same.

“I cannot say for fear of changing the outcome. Just know that once 
the apex of action is met, the man and his family will have my protection. 
They will be, essentially, off limits to you and your entire host.”

Lucifer nodded and said, “I understand. Very well, I will continue on 
as planned. Will you call for me after this change you speak of, or should 
I seek thee out?”

“I will call for you. We will have much to talk about by then. Adieu, 
my son,” replied Father, and with that casual hand salute, he was gone.

Lucifer removed his tinted glasses and looked around the square, 
expecting at any moment to see a tunnel entrance reappear. But when 
it didn’t happen, he walked around the city and enjoyed the open 
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expanse of it. Father’s light lingered on every surface that was exposed 
to his presence. In some places, even the off sides of buildings, the dark 
corners and shadowy recesses, glowed and seemed to have enjoyed his 
presence. Lucifer had never before seen the city so enlivened, but then 
again, it was the first-time Father had ever visited the city after Lucifer’s 
light was stripped from him.

He wandered the silent streets for some time before finally making 
his way back to his long-forgotten conference room, expecting at any 
moment for the return tunnel to open and swallow him up to whisk him 
back to Earth. When it still didn’t happen, Lucifer forgot about the tun-
nel and began to enjoy his brief respite from the grind of managing such 
a large army of followers. Never had such a huge responsibility been 
placed on his shoulders, so it was nice to relax a little.

The inhabitants of Earth were almost entirely under his control now. 
Lucifer succeeded in teaching them all the wicked and perverse acts 
and deeds they needed to turn the tide against the force of light. Soon 
all, even Noah, whom Lucifer believed was Father’s upcoming prophet, 
would be under his control.

The atrocities and abominations introduced by Lucifer, and success-
fully propagated by Cain and his children, now infected all the people to 
the point where none were safe. All man feared for their lives. Now that 
the physicals were constantly surrounded by death and destruction, of 
murder and human sacrifice, Lucifer’s followers no longer envied physi-
cal life on Earth. It was Lucifer’s great success – his greatest thus far.

Indeed, his work became so easy that the number of loyal follow-
ers increased exponentially. Their success was generating more support 
every day, which meant his army of loyal followers was growing rapidly. 
Thinking forward, which was something Lucifer always did, he knew that 
one day his army would be unstoppable.

There were still some who abhorred their mission, and tried to slip 
away to the surface, to wander around with the living, doing whatever 
they desired. Lucifer sent legions after them, to round them up and 
reprogram or imprison them. Though they begged for release, none 
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were. Reset was not an option. Every number in his ranks was counted 
and measured. None existed without notice.

Dege once gave Lucifer the number of followers placed in solitary 
confinement, but Lucifer cared nothing for them. They were out of ser-
vice. Besides, he had more than enough loyal servants to fulfill his con-
tract of Opposition. The nice thing about spiritual isolation is that he 
didn’t have to worry about the logistics of securing and caring for the 
prisoner’s needs. Unlike physical prisoners, he didn’t need to feed his. 
They were placed in cocoon-like pods and suspended from cavernous 
ceilings like so many worthless growths of fungus.

He stepped through the open doorway and into the conference 
room. Everything was just as it was before he was cast into Earth. The 
wall he repaired after an angry outburst looked the same, as resolute 
as ever, bearing no sign of the damage he inflicted upon it more than a 
thousand Earth years earlier.

Lucifer lifted his head and looked high up on the ceiling where there 
remained a purposeful scar of the event. A piece of the stone ceiling had 
fallen away and crashed to the floor, and he left it unfixed as a reminder 
of that first trip on Earth. Nothing in Lucifer’s world was perfect. He was 
not Father, and he liked it that way.

Lucifer was about to settle into his former chair when the tunnel 
opened in the wall that he’d cracked. He pushed the chair back under 
the table and paced eagerly toward the tunnel entrance. He didn’t know 
why Father had given him a private moment alone, but he suspected it 
was not as a favor or a gift. Father never did anything without a reason, 
and Lucifer was eager to return and resolve the questions in his mind 
about the upcoming change Father mentioned.

He stepped into the tunnel and surrendered himself to the journey, 
curious to see how long of a ride it would be, but intent on relaxing and 
enjoying the ride. Traveling through tunnels could be something like 
sleeping, as one never really knows how long they sleep until they wake. 
That was especially true for Father’s tunnels.
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In his own tunnel, Lucifer could keep track of such things as time 
and distance, but he had long since lost the privilege of travel. Father 
controlled his every move, and there was little Lucifer could do about it 
but sit back and enjoy the ride.



170

ten

WHILE AWAY

L
ucifer stepped into the conference room and his eyes were immedi-
ately drawn to the chaos beyond the window of the executive confer-

ence room. Below him, on the command headquarters floor, complete 
disorder was rampant. Staff officers were either yelling at each other in 
heated argument, or fighting with their fists and feet. Others were pac-
ing around the headquarters floor as if in a daze, or nervously cowering 
under tables and desks.

While he watched, one man grabbed a book from his desk and threw 
it at the large, main display screen on the front wall. The book hit with a 
discernable thud, flew open, and crashed to the ground to settle amid 
a pile of other objects that had also been used as missiles to express a 
similar frustration with the scene.

Upon examining the main screen, Lucifer was confused about the 
man’s actions, how it could illicit such a response. The scene was noth-
ing more than an expansive ocean view, one sunlit and rather pleasant 
to look at; basically, nothing to warrant such an angry outburst. How 
such an image could, if even possible, contribute to a total breakdown 
of order and discipline was beyond Lucifer.
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He turned to find Dege sitting at his desk, busy with files and yet 
unaware that Lucifer had just stepped from the tunnel into the executive 
conference room. When Dege failed to look up after several seconds, 
Lucifer growled and said, “In the name of this prison called Hades, 
what’s going on here, Dege?!”

Dege turned casually as if nothing could faze him, which Lucifer 
knew wasn’t far from the truth, and calmly replied, “Ah, Master. You 
have returned at last.”

“Of course, I’ve returned!” he snapped. “Now tell me, what hap-
pened while I was gone? Is this Cain’s doing?”

Dege cocked his head and said with calm understanding, “You do 
not know how long you’ve been gone, then.”

“What? I’ve been gone only a short time . . . a few hours at most. 
What do you mean by your statement?” snarled Lucifer.

“Nothing but truth, Master. You have been gone for several sea-
sons . . . by our reckoning that is. More than a year in fact, and much has 
happened in your absence,” replied Dege, still unaffected by Lucifer’s 
rising angst.

“What?” repeated Lucifer, more startled by what he heard than what 
he saw below him on the command floor.

“It is true, master,” replied Dege. “Your extended absence was both 
ill-timed and unfortunate. We missed several opportunities to influence 
the fight to a . . . more decisive victory. As for Cain . . . yes, he was most 
eager to assume leadership in your absence.”

When Lucifer didn’t respond, Dege stood and approached him 
while adding, “I did my best to advise Beshur and Zurell on how best to 
contain Cain’s growing popularity . . . to curtail the coup, but after the 
flood there was little I could do to prevent it. When the water began to 
envelop the last of the open land, Cain moved into action, and with the 
help of a strong following of Captains, he stripped the Generals of their 
power and had them exiled.”

“Exiled?”
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“Yes, Master. Beshur and Zurell are in exile awaiting trial . . . accused 
of failing to end the mission of opposition by allowing Noah to survive 
on the barge.”

Lucifer grunted forcefully and responded, “We never believed, or 
communicated to the others, that we could end this mission early. We 
even believed that Father was planning something big. I just didn’t think 
it would occur while I was gone.” Lucifer continued to watch the com-
motion below and asked, “And the Captains . . . they believed Cain?”

Dege nodded sternly, while maintaining eye contact with Lucifer. 
He didn’t answer the question – in fact he knew he wasn’t expected 
to – because Lucifer was processing the information as he normally did, 
mentally filing and sorting intelligence in his mind, searching for connec-
tions and filling in the blanks. But Dege also wanted to avoid a potential 
angry outburst, and preferred not to paint himself a target for Lucifer’s 
wrath. So, he kept quiet, and waited for his master to respond in his own 
time. Finally, when Lucifer focused his eyes on Dege, he dared reply, 
“They did, Master. Clearly, Cain could not have mastered the maneuver 
single-handedly.”

Lucifer laughed out loud, a quick bark that was more an acknowl-
edgement of Dege’s ability to point out the obvious than to a specific 
revelation. He was very aware of Cain’s ability to foment discontent 
among the ranks of the followers, but not among the officers. Lucifer 
refused to believe Cain could pose a threat to any of the army’s leader-
ship, let alone his own. “I’ll skin him alive,” growled Lucifer.

Something hard crashed against the window of the executive con-
ference room and Lucifer jerked involuntarily in response to the dis-
traction. The glass was unbreakable, but it annoyed him sufficiently to 
respond, and with a growl he reached around Dege and grabbed the 
internal communicator. With the device in hand, Lucifer walked up to 
the window and screamed, “Stop what you’re doing . . . this instant!”

Most did. Those who heard Lucifer looked up, and when they saw 
him standing before the window, they either cheered or waved wildly. 
However, much to Lucifer’s annoyance, enough of the staff continued to 
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argue and fight, which warranted an additional command, but this one 
was silently issued.

With a barely perceptible hand wave, Lucifer froze everyone on the 
command floor in place. Whether in the act of throwing something, fall-
ing to the ground, or yelling, everyone was immediately locked in place 
as if suspended in a single, clear moment of time. The only function 
left unaffected was their ability to look about in surprise or fear. It was 
the same condition Lucifer applied to the uncooperative Earth prisoners 
that came to him from the physical side, and everyone in the headquar-
ters knew what it could mean to them, that Lucifer could hold the freeze 
for as long as he wished.

Satisfied, Lucifer smiled and said with a growl, “Hear me and hear 
me well, my children. For that’s what you are, little rotten, spoiled chil-
dren.” He glanced slowly around the room through the window, looking 
at the eyes that were trying to stare back at him in submission. “I will 
permanently freeze every one of you for the duration of this mission if 
you do not immediately sit down and shut up when I lift this curse!”

Lucifer let the order sink in for a moment, and then waved a hand 
to release the freeze. With freedom restored, the staff moved quickly to 
collect themselves and sit in the nearest available chair. It would have 
been a comical scene had it not been for the gravity of the situation. 
Lucifer demanded obedience, absolute and immediate, and they knew 
it. He had no patience for weakness.

After waiting patiently for quiet to settle over the command floor, 
he continued, “Now that I have your full and undivided attention, I want 
everyone out of the headquarters building except for my primary staff. 
We will resume operations in twenty-four hours.”four hours.”four

The staff looked around, confused after having just been ordered to 
sit, which prompted Lucifer to yell loudly, “Staff primaries stay! Everyone 
else, out! Now!”

With new motivation, people jumped up and began gathering their 
personal things to quickly exit the headquarters building. Only seven 
men and five women remained, all of whom were staring up at Lucifer 
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through the window from their seats. He saw the dread on their faces, 
but didn’t care. Controlling his anger was sufficient mercy for them at 
the present. “I’ll deal with you people in a minute!” he barked, and 
handed the communication device to Dege, who then placed it back 
on his desk.

“A flood and barge you say?” added Lucifer, as he walked over to 
stand by the conference table.

“Every bit of land that was inhabited by the people is now under 
water. Only those on the barge survived the destruction,” replied Dege. 
“It was an impressive display of power.”

Lucifer considered the implications and wondered how Father man-
aged it with rain. He must have done something more. Perhaps he tilted 
the earth. Or maybe he reversed the magnetic poles, or dropped the 
land. He could have used the moon, even, thought Lucifer. It had to be 
more than rain. And the animals . . . two of each. Amazing.

Though he would never admit it, Lucifer was disappointed he missed 
the spectacular event. Especially the harvest of souls, which must have 
been great. But first and foremost, he was curious about the implications 
of Father’s intervention, and what it would mean for the future. Father 
may have granted Lucifer unrestricted influence over the descendants of 
Adam, but that didn’t justify an epic intervention. At least Lucifer didn’t 
want to believe so.

Never before had Father flooded a world to wash it clean of sin. 
Then again, no Opposer ever attained such a level of disobedience on a 
physical plane than did Lucifer on Earth, or done it in such a short period 
of time.

Dege was about to comment, but Lucifer noticed his eagerness and 
held up a hand to say, “Please, Dege. Let’s discuss the flood and barge 
later. There’s nothing we can do about it now. However, I do wish to 
discuss the matter of Cain.”

Dege nodded and Lucifer invited him to sit as he himself took a 
seat in the chair at the head of the table. When Dege was comfortable, 
Lucifer asked, “Where is Cain, now?”
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“I’ve received a report that he established a headquarters some-
where in the southeastern quadrant, which is as far from us as he could 
get,” answered Dege. “He will most likely go there when he receives 
word of your return.”

“And the traitor Captains are with him?” added Lucifer.
“Yes. Enough of them defected to leave the army in complete disar-

ray. Still, I predict that when they learn of your return, most will come 
begging for mercy,” stated Dege.

“Do we have a by-name list of the traitors?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Good. There will be a full accounting for this act of disloyalty,” 

snarled Lucifer. “And what of my Guard Commander, Captain Fez? Did 
he remain loyal?” he asked.

“He did, my Lord. He removed himself at the first sign of trouble, 
and loyally served me in your absence. He has awaited your return with 
great eagerness,” replied Dege.

“Excellent. Bring him up on the display. I will speak to him, now.”
Dege put a finger to his throat, whispered a few brief instructions, 

moved his finger to his ear, nodded, and gestured to the display. Lucifer 
turned to see Fez’s face displayed across the screen that was, moments 
ago, only the blank back wall of the executive conference room.

When Fez saw Lucifer, he quickly straightened and saluted briskly 
with an open hand to the throat, as if willing to choke himself to death 
on command. “My Lord, you’re back!” said the man, his usual stern facial 
features seemed to relax for a moment before resuming their typical dark 
and dangerous appearance. “I did not believe the report, but I am glad 
for your return. Have you been appraised of the situation?” asked Fez.

“I have. Are you prepared for action?”
“Yes, my Lord,” replied Fez, sharply.
“Go and take Cain into custody. I have frozen him in place, so he 

cannot flee. Use whatever force is necessary to combat the resistance. 
Notify me when you have him. Now go, my impatience is waxing bold. 
I want this matter resolved as quickly as possible.”
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“Yes, my lord!” snapped the man as he offered another salute.
“And you may call upon my exiled Generals for support,” replied exiled Generals for support,” replied exiled

Lucifer sarcastically. “You will find them returning home shortly.”
“Thank you, My Lord.”
With that, Lucifer terminated the transmission and turned to Dege. 

“Now then, the full report on Cain.”
“Do you not wish to contact the Generals and inform them of your 

plans?” asked Dege.
“They know I’m back, but be my guest,” replied Lucifer. “It will be 

good for them to know that you’re back in business.”
Dege touched his throat and said, “Contact is open.”
“Tell them to support Fez, but not to personally engage. He is more 

than capable of handling Cain. Besides, I want to use the lowest pos-
sible asset to resolve this matter. It will serve to lessen Cain’s popularity, 
and show him as weak.”

Dege nodded and sent the communication. “Now then . . . this is 
my report, Master,” said Dege, and he quickly presented a succinct and 
detailed report of Cain’s activities while Lucifer was gone.

When Dege finished, Lucifer asked, “Do you think Father was behind 
this annoying matter with Cain?”

“I don’t think so. Father may be unpredictable in his execution of 
plans, but I doubt he would engage Cain. However, he does have many 
agents down here, which means its very likely that Versal Mahan has the 
same. In truth, it’s probably more likely that Mahan’s agents acted to 
influence and support Cain than Father’s,” replied Dege.

Lucifer considered Dege’s words. They had merit. No one in Hell 
knew Father better than Lucifer; no one spent as much time at Father’s 
feet than did Lucifer when he was a young man, and no one studied 
Father’s life more than he. Indeed, Lucifer believed he knew Father as 
well as anyone. He agreed with Dege that Father would not align him-
self with Cain. If anything, Father would expect Cain to align himself 
with him, to come to him, which meant a step toward the light, not fur-
ther into darkness. It was most likely a dark influence at play.
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Still, Lucifer continued to wonder. Nothing happened without 
Father knowing about it. So the question remained, front and center 
in his mind, would Father covertly work to subvert his efforts here on 
Earth? Lucifer didn’t want to believe Father would, but it was possible. 
In fact, he knew too well that anything was possible with Father. After 
all, it was he who distracted him during the flood. “Mahan,” said Lucifer 
to Dege. “The new Versal Mahan has more to gain from this action than 
does Father.”

“I think so as well, and that will be the focus of my investigation,” 
added Dege.

“And Noah . . . the prophet?” asked Lucifer incredulously, as he 
instantly changed direction of the conversation.

“Yes . . . he was the one, as you first suspected. He lived to enjoy the 
benefit of Father’s mercy, one of eight physicals in total. And the crea-
tures as well, of course,” said Dege, blandly. “But the good news is, we 
have received a very large influx of new and willing recruits. Father liter-
ally hand-delivered several dozen legions of new recruits to our door-
step. The army is growing, Master,” prided Dege, and he offered a wide 
grin in support of his statement, which served to disturbingly amplify his 
already sinister countenance.

Lucifer sighed and said, “Eight. That’s more than we started with 
when Adam and Eve left the Garden. We’ll have more opportunities to 
influence. Clearly, our fight will enter a new phase when they emerge.”

“I agree,” replied Dege. “The water has already begun to recede, 
and I’m sure Noah is eager to disembark.” Then, as if it was an after-
thought, Dege asked, “How long do you think Noah and his party will 
enjoy Father’s protection after their landing?”

“I don’t know . . . long enough to frustrate our work, I believe. Just 
keep a close eye on the barge and let me know as soon as they emerge,” 
said Lucifer. He then tilted his head back and closed his eyes, as he often 
did when meditating on one pertinent fact or another.

After a long and patient moment on Dege’s part, Lucifer opened 
his eyes and said, “The first of Father’s prophets survives and is set to 
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repopulate the Earth. We must use this time to prepare for some equally 
great counter-event, something to trouble Father in a new way.”

“You have something in mind?” asked Dege.
“I do, but I want to think on it for a bit before I share it. Now then,” 

said Lucifer, as he straightened and looked at Dege, “let’s talk about my 
Generals.”

“My Lord?”
“What specifically did Beshur and Zurell do to try and stop Noah?” 

asked Lucifer.
“By my assessment, everything they could, Master. Victory was very 

close at hand. We had them sacrificing and eating each other. We were 
very close, indeed. In fact, there was less than a handful of men who 
even worshiped Father. The rest . . . they worshiped you in some form 
or another,” replied Dege.

Lucifer nodded and Dege continued, “As for the coup, it would 
have succeeded entirely if not for the efforts of Beshur and Zurell. They 
worked hard to keep Cain’s advance at bay. When you were gone after 
three months, many feared the fight was lost. Some said you were 
reset. They were looking for someone to lead them, someone . . . and 
this according to Cain . . . who was less cruel and more intelligent than 
you.”

“Less cruel and more intelligent?” parroted Lucifer, with mock 
amusement.

“Not just of you, but also the Generals. Still, it was the threat of 
punishment and reward that allowed the Generals to remain in control 
for the remainder of the army for as long as they did, which was close to 
nine months by physical standards, or just after the waters began to rise 
and cover the land. It was then that Cain stepped forward to offer a . . . 
and I’m quoting him again, ‘a more democratic style of leadership.’”

“Democratic,” snarled Lucifer. “The fool!”
“Cain declared another advantage over you,” replied Dege. “He 

said that by being physical on Earth, he could do things you could not.”
“And you believed him?” goaded Lucifer.
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“What? Oh, no my Lord. Never. I know what Cain does not. I 
know where you’ve been and what you’ve done,” replied Dege with 
conviction.

Lucifer locked eyes with Dege and stared hard at the man before 
saying, “The only advantage I can conceive of is that Cain believes he 
has an advantage. That is all. He has no more power than you, and cer-
tainly not more than I. It was a ploy. I know the veil also troubles him, so 
we actually have an advantage over him.”

“Yes, Master.”
“Strangely, Cain has become the Opposer’s, opposer.”
Dege snorted in response to Lucifer’s observation, which was akin 

to a laugh by his standards, and Lucifer scowled before adding, “I don’t 
share your humor over the irony.”

“My apologies, Master,” replied Dege. He then touched his ear after 
receiving an incoming communication and said, “Beshur and Zurell wish 
to speak with you. Would you like them to come here?”

“No. I will speak with them over the display,” replied Lucifer, and 
he turned to look at the wall as both Generals appeared on a large, 
split-screen. They greeted Lucifer respectfully with a salute, and looked 
genuinely relieved to see him again. After a brief explanation of what 
had happened, Lucifer received reports from the two Generals in turn.

Both men offered brief accounts of their time while Lucifer was away, 
and reassured him that they remained loyal to him. But Lucifer wasn’t in 
the mood for such reassurances, and he ordered the two men to contact 
and assist Fez in capturing Cain, but not to get in his way. “I also want 
you both to prepare the stadium for trial,” added Lucifer. He then closed 
the communication before the Generals could reply.

He was tired, and more so given the amount of work ahead of him. 
Leaving Earth for any reason, especially to meet with Father, should not 
result in a complete overhaul of his subordinate chain of command. 
Lucifer pushed away from the table and stood up. “Call in the staff. 
I’ll be back in ten minutes.” He then turned to enter his private office 
and quarters through a door just off the executive conference room. 
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But when he reached the door he paused and said, “Good work here, 
Dege.”

“Thank you, Master.”
The staff meeting that followed was little more than an informal 

chastisement. Lucifer demanded better from his top staff leaders. They 
failed to maintain control of not only their staff sections, but more impor-
tantly, themselves. They participated in the chaos that ensued following 
the flood, and such behavior was unacceptable. “Do you think this is the 
only time we’ll be tried in our mission?” challenged Lucifer.

“The task of opposition was placed upon me for a reason. I am, lit-
erally, the only one who can see us through this: not Cain, not anyone. 
Me! That’s it. And if this . . . chaos happens again, I’ll lock you all up and 
build an entirely new staff, one much less likely to craze over unantici-
pated and relatively insignificant challenges. Is that clear?!” Unanimous 
agreement coursed through the conference room. “Excellent. Now get 
out of my office.”

When no one moved to leave, Lucifer pointed to the door and 
yelled, “Out!” Finally, everyone stood and quickly poured out of the 
conference room.

Dege tapped Lucifer on the shoulder, and while touching his ear he 
said, “Zurell informs me that Cain is in custody.”

“Very good. Tell him to come here now. And send the same mes-
sage to Beshur,” replied Lucifer.

When the Generals arrived, Lucifer pointed to the chairs and told 
them to sit. Beshur did, but Zurell challenged the order and said, “I’d 
rather stand.”

“You will sit, or I will permanently remove your ability to walk,” 
snapped Lucifer.

Zurell grunted and aggressively snatched a chair from under the 
table before dropping into it with obvious annoyance. Beshur simply 
crossed his legs to watch, and seemed to entirely enjoy the contention. 
Finally, when Zurell was seated, Lucifer asked, “How did Cain manage 
to overpower you?”
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“We lacked your power,” replied Beshur.
Lucifer looked at Zurell, who only nodded in tacit agreement. “So, 

you think yourselves helpless without me?” asked Lucifer
When they both said, “Yes,” Lucifer stared at them for a moment 

before standing up. He then approached each man in turn, placed his 
thumb to each of their foreheads, and returned to his seat.

“What was that for?” asked Zurell.
“I just imbued you with a portion of my power, a gift of darkness 

from the Order to use as you deem fit,” answered Lucifer.
The two Generals looked at each other and then back at Lucifer. “I 

don’t feel any different,” replied Zurell.
That’s because there is no difference, you idiot, thought Lucifer. Aloud 

he said, “You are now bound to me through my power. You can now 
stand before any Earther, and with my power, you can subdue them.”my power, you can subdue them.”my power

“Thank you, Master,” replied Beshur.
When Zurell didn’t acknowledge the gift, Lucifer said, “Zurell?”
“I don’t need it,” he quipped.
“Indeed!” challenged Beshur. “You were the first to submit to Cain’s 

orders to stand-down.”
Zurell shot to his feet, knife in hand, and was poised to strike Beshur. 

Lucifer froze him in place and said, “Lay the knife on the table!” Zurell 
complied as if automated. “Sit, down!” added Lucifer, and Zurell again 
complied in a robot-like fashion.

“Are you mad, Zurell? Must I put you down, like a rabid dog?” chal-
lenged Lucifer. He then released the hold over Zurell and sighed. It 
didn’t matter if Beshur believed him and Zurell didn’t, the act was mean-
ingless to Lucifer. But if it empowered one of his Generals, then all the 
better for the future. Lucifer, now committed to the act on the challenge, 
asked Zurell, “Do you wish for me to withdraw the favor?”

“I’m fine,” grumbled Zurell.
“Very well, then. How did it happen?”
“Cain?” asked Zurell.
“Yes! Cain!” shouted Lucifer.
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“He caught us by surprise,” answered Beshur. “We managed for 
many months, but he swayed the Captains behind our back. We lost our 
best to Cain, and resolved to rally in seclusion with the remaining loyal-
ists rather than lose them all.”

Lucifer nodded his understanding, and the conversation continued 
for more than an hour, with each man offering his position on the cir-
cumstances surrounding the attempted coup, including Lucifer himself. 
When all was said, they agreed that nothing more could have been 
accomplished while Lucifer was away. Cain, it seemed, proved more a 
threat than any of them seemed prepared to handle. And now that he 
was in custody, an example would be made of him. As they prepared to 
break the meeting, Lucifer asked, “What do you need to resume opera-
tions, that being what I want directed at Noah?”

“We need Captains . . . especially if the arena goes as I anticipate,” 
replied Beshur.

“We need to find and eliminate the spies in our ranks,” replied Zurell.
“I’m aware of the security issues,” said Lucifer.
“But are you aware there’s a spy in your own Guard?” asked Zurell.
Lucifer stared hard at Zurell before commenting, “Go on.”
“I don’t know who, but its someone close to Fez,” he boldly stated.
“Details,” replied Lucifer.
“We’ve heard things . . . that a powerful spy is interfering with our 

work. However, we have been unable to neutralize him,” said Zurell.
“Obviously,” said Lucifer. And he wondered if this was the source 

of Zurell’s anxiety, the frustration at being overpowered. “Very good, 
Zurell. Perhaps you can learn more of this spy with Cain in the arena.”

“With pleasure, my Lord,” replied Zurell.
“Then let’s go there now. I’m eager to begin myself,” said Lucifer. 

And with that, everyone stood and departed behind him, which was 
protocol given the path Lucifer set for the trip. Dege, and the Generals, 
simply followed Lucifer by stepping into the wake he left behind, and in 
proud order, the party left the executive conference room and traveled 
to the arena.
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AN EXAMPLE

T
he trial over, Cain hung in the air by his limbs, several feet above 
the ground, suspended between two heavy stone columns of black 

marble. The chains that bound him to the poles were stretched taught, 
presenting Cain as an insignificant X to those sitting in and around the 
multi-tiered stands of the arena.

Wild cheers, obscene gestures, and many crude taunts filled the air, all 
of which were directed at Cain and the traitor Captains behind him. It was 
loud - nearly too loud to think. The sound of the unruly host was almost 
overpowering as the noise reverberated through the arena in energy waves 
with explosive force, bouncing around and building up in intensity with 
sufficient energy to crush ordinary, mortal organs and shatter human bone.

The only effect the noise had on the attendees was to encourage 
them further, for they were of a different composition, one of finer mat-
ter, where limitations of the flesh had no bearing. Still, the volume within 
was murderous, and despite the discomfort it served, it added signifi-
cantly to Lucifer’s pleasure. He was even more pleased when the volume 
rose to a higher pitch when he entered the arena.

After waving once, Lucifer stepped onto the elevated judge’s dais. 
He regally assumed his seat at the bench after adjusting the long pleats 
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of his elegant purple robe. He wore a crown of fiery metal around his 
head, emblazoned with cryptic ruins from the Dark Order, which he 
knew would accentuate his dark hair and green eyes. For this occasion, 
he also wore his sword, a fine piece of work that appeared more cer-
emonial than practical, but was nevertheless a very deadly instrument.

Sitting just above eye level to Cain, Lucifer was still more than 
twenty feet away. He looked at the prisoner, leaned forcefully forward, 
and then spat at him with contempt. Though the spittle did not reach 
Cain, it wasn’t meant too. As part of the act, it was meant only to enliven 
the crowd. And it worked. They went wild with Lucifer’s gesture, for they 
knew it meant the torture would soon begin.

Lucifer turned to his personal assistant, Dege, who was also dressed 
in courtly purple but with a much shorter robe, and nodded once. Dege 
approached and deposited a large, leather bound book on the dais 
before Lucifer. After delicately placing a hand on the book, Lucifer took 
a moment to take in the grand scale of the scene around him. Those 
gathered in the stands represented the most loyal and dedicated of his 
followers. More than a million were in attendance, which was a spec-
tacular turnout given the trial was not advertised or made mandatory.

For the first time in a long time, Lucifer felt the strength of the bond 
that connected him to his followers and their mission – however reluc-
tant it might be. The feelings of anger and blood lust were unmistakable 
and enlivening, and he breathed in every bit as if it were fresh mountain 
air.

He smiled and looked beyond Cain where twenty-eight heavy iron 
stakes, driven deeply into the ground, held the traitor Captains who fol-
lowed after and served Cain during Lucifer’s absence. They were arrayed 
in a loose formation so as to allow the Punisher to move and work freely 
among them.

Though not yet on the arena floor, the Punisher would appear when 
Lucifer signaled. Covered in black dye, with sturdy boots and a thick belt 
that supported a heavy apron equipped with deadly torture devices, the 
Punisher’s large muscular body was massive, more than twice the size of 
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a mortal man. He supported a great bull’s head, with long horns gilded 
in fine gold and dotted with precious gems. They spanned several feet to 
either side of the torturer’s head. A large gold ring ran threw his nostrils, 
and two others like it hung from the cross-guards of his mighty sword.

The Punisher would be a treat for the spectators. Such a beast was 
personally crafted by Lucifer himself, through a willing host, and never 
before seen in the arena. But this was a special occasion, so it deserved 
a special appearance by a unique and talented creature of darkness. 
Many strange creatures have entered the arena, but none were like the 
Punisher; none possessed his intelligence and creativity in the adminis-
tration of pain. Lucifer was excited to unveil him, but timing was every-
thing, so he continued to study the faces of the captives, letting the 
tension of the followers build around him.

He looked at the traitor Captains. Fear and dread lined their faces. 
Many had, as Dege predicted, begged for mercy, and Lucifer was will-
ing to grant it, but not before they paid a price for their disloyalty. An 
example had to be made of all of them. If such a mutiny was to go 
unanswered, he would be forced to contend with a long line of potential 
upstarts, all of whom were eager to knock him down or take over when-
ever he left for any number of meetings most likely to come.

He allowed his focus to return to Cain, who appeared merely to be 
hanging unconscious from his bonds. With head dropped like it was, 
he could have been dead, but Lucifer knew otherwise. In fact, he could 
feel Cain’s life force from a distance, and knew that he was awake and 
strong, but also dreading his present fate.

Lucifer smiled at the thought of the sport Cain would provide for 
the audience. But he also wondered what would come of Cain after the 
torture. If he bares it well, takes it with dignity and accepts responsibility 
for his crimes, then maybe I’ll permit him to serve me again. If not, I will 
leave him in pieces, scattered about the world till the conclusion of the 
mission. After that, Father can deal with him.

He didn’t care either way, for his anger against Cain leaned firmly 
toward a more permanent solution, something akin to eternal solitary 
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confinement. Cain had cost the mission precious time and energy, 
enough to trouble the headquarters for many physical years to come. 
Even reset was too good for him, which, unfortunately, wasn’t an option. 
But torture; now that was an option, and one readily available to him. As 
such, he planned to make good use of it whenever it suited him.

He cleared his throat and yelled, “Silence!” while holding up his 
arms. Immediately, the entire arena grew quiet and still. “Thank you, 
brothers and sisters, for your continued loyalty and service. I will now 
read the sentence for the accused.”

The responsive chorus was strong, filled with boos and hisses. 
Lucifer raised a single arm and everyone drew quiet once again. “I know 
your feelings toward this man,” he proclaimed. “Mine are no less than 
yours.” Lucifer stood and pointed at Cain and said, “He believed him-
self better than me . . . better than us. This man, Cain, was not with us in 
the beginning. No! He was aligned with the others while we struggled 
to survive!”

A roar filled the arena and Lucifer let it run for a long moment while 
he returned to his seat. It died quickly when he looked up, and he nod-
ded in approval before adding, “He was not with us on Araphel, and he 
was not with us when we were bound to Earth. Indeed, Cain enjoyed 
the luxury of the Realm, relaxing and enjoying life when we were made 
to suffer in isolation and cold darkness.

“He knew nothing of our time here, how we were thrust down into 
this place. When he joined us, by his own deeds while physical, he 
immediately assumed to take control . . . to tell us how to live. Such 
arrogance is typical of the Realm . . . and he will be made to pay for it!”

Cheering resumed, and Lucifer let it roll freely through the arena 
as he opened the book and ran a finger down an open page. When he 
found the lines he was looking for, he paused and looked up. The noise 
settled down once again, and he began to read with a stern voice that 
was both clear and loud, “Cain of Earth, Son of Adam, disloyal follower 
of the Dark Order, and traitor to the people: I convict you to harm to the 
third-degree . . . seven, times seven. You will henceforth be summarily 
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drawn and quartered. After each treatment, you will be reasonably reas-
sembled, suspended from the poles, and drawn and quartered again, 
and so on, for a total of forty-nine times.”

Lucifer looked at the other men and said, “As for the traitor Captains, 
I will leave their torture to the discretion of the Punisher, but it will endure 
for an equal period of time. The Punisher . . . knows what I expect of 
him, and you will not be disappointed in him. Now then, Cain, do you 
have anything to say for yourself?” asked Lucifer, as he waved a hand 
toward himself as if to beckon Cain forward.

Not a sound was heard in the arena. With the cheering gone, a col-
lective shock filled the arena, which Lucifer believed was due more to 
the severity of the punishment than to the offer for Cain to speak. They 
knew nothing Cain said would change the sentence. Still, to Lucifer’s 
surprise, it was quieter than when he first raised his arms to silence the 
host on his arrival. He thought he saw a slight smirk on Cain’s face, 
though it was hard to tell with his head hanging so low.

Instantly angry, Lucifer shot to his feet and was about to yell a curse 
at Cain, but instead settled his mind and calmed himself. He had to 
appeal to the people as a reasonable man of calm intellect, not a hot-
headed, out-of-control tyrant. The need to maintain the connection with 
the host of follower’s present demanded self-control, much more than 
he was accustomed to. After turning in a slow arc to take in the whole of 
the arena, he asked aloud, “People. Do you think this punishment too 
harsh!?”

More silence. Lucifer embraced the attitude, anticipated it even. For 
such was the nature of his court proceedings. “If Cain will not speak, 
who here will speak for him?” he intoned.

“I will, my lord!” cried a woman’s voice to the left of Lucifer; near the 
lower third portion of the center section.

“You will be heard.” answered Lucifer. “Approach the podium.”
All eyes were upon the woman as she made her way down to the 

arena floor and along the wall to the small podium that sat near the 
base of Lucifer’s elevated stand. She faced him boldly and said, “I was 
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the intended companion of Cain in the Realm . . . before the election. 
Later, as a physical, I was his third mate, and then elevated to his first.” 
She turned to glance quickly over her shoulder at Cain, as if assessing 
his condition, and then looked back at Lucifer before continuing. “He 
did everything you asked of him on Earth, my Lord. I know this because 
he taught me the ways of the Dark Order . . . your ways. He served you 
well there, and he served you well here. When you left, he meant only 
to help. His punishment is cruel and unjust,” said the woman, and she 
began to weep.

“You have been heard, woman of Cain. Return to your seat,” 
answered Lucifer coldly. Lucifer waited, making himself appear deep in 
thought, and with an extended finger, he ran it down a page of the open 
book as if looking for a specific line. “There is no supporting evidence 
to your claim,” he said flatly. “You are dismissed.” The woman wailed 
loudly and ran back to her place in the stands before disappearing in 
the crowd.

Lucifer wasn’t fully committed to subjecting Cain to such formulated 
harm, but if no one else spoke for him then the sentence would stand. 
To lessen or even distribute the punishment among the traitor Captains 
would show mercy, which was an effective tool for even the most des-
potic of dictators, but only they could ask. The woman, or anyone else 
in the stands, was not permitted to help, which is why Lucifer had dis-
missed her. He studied the Captains for a moment and asked, “Is there 
another voice to be heard on behalf of Cain, the accused!?”

A man’s voice was heard from the arena floor. Finally, one of the trai-
tor Captains who was bound to the ground at his feet and wrists, asked 
to be heard. The man looked up boldly, seeming to demand his right to 
speak openly. A murmur rose up from the stands, and Lucifer held up his 
hand to quiet them before saying, “Who are you that I should recognize 
your voice? As an accused, you have no hope for mercy. But is that what 
you desire . . . to beg for it!?”

The man dropped his head briefly before looking up again. Bound 
to the ground as he was, he just barely managed to assume a crawling 
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posture, which made looking up at Lucifer’s high seat on the judge’s 
dais very difficult, as it was meant to do. With great effort, the Captain 
replied, “I do not ask for mercy when I know none will be given. I fol-
lowed Cain on a promise . . . to improve our chances for return.”

“Return!?” snapped Lucifer. “Is this not what I offered you? We will 
be free to return to Araphel when this mission is complete,” he added 
angrily, once again struggling to subdue the worst of it, to stay in control.

Dege leaned forward and whispered in Lucifer’s ear, “Master, I 
advise prudence here. This man will engage you in a political debate, 
and before your most loyal followers. That is most unwise.”

Lucifer immediately gestured Dege away with a raised hand, 
annoyed that his assistant approached to whisper to him at such a time. 
The act not only communicated Lucifer’s apparent need for counsel, but 
elevated Dege’s standing and influence in the minds of the gathered 
followers.

He glared hard at Dege before composing himself enough to con-
tinue without screaming out in anger. “Our purpose here is to see the 
mission through to the end,” said Lucifer, as he came to his feet. “There 
are no shortcuts here . . . in this work. And there is no one who can return 
you home before our time is complete. Our work is bound by contract, 
that being to present a face of opposing evil to mankind on Earth. And I 
alone was chosen to see it through, elected even, to lead you.

“There are some who may openly disagree with my approach, which 
is understandable given the nature of our work. Disagreement and con-
tention is what we do. However, that work must be directed at man, 
not among ourselves,” said Lucifer. He then pointed upward with arm 
stretched, which was a gesture that referenced the physicals and the 
Realm, and added, “Such division here is illegal . . . it’s counterproduc-
tive and will not be tolerated.”

When Lucifer paused to resume his seat, the Captain shouted, “I am 
not speaking of Araphel!”

A collective gasp rose up from the followers, for few, if any, imag-
ined a return to the Realm, which is the only thing the Captain could 
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have meant. Lucifer laughed long and loud and said, “My dear fellow, 
do you honestly believe we have another home to return to? Father
does not want us back. However, we have a contract with him . . . one 
that offers some hope of return . . . a portion of our light, even. But our 
placement in the Verse, after our time here is done, will depend entirely 
on the success of our mission. Earth requires clear and decisive opposi-
tion, or our resulting sacrifice would be insolvent . . . our work will mean 
nothing and we will be left to rot!”

“That’s a lie!” croaked the Captain.
“A truth!” shouted Lucifer. “If there were but two truths in this, which 

would you choose? Would you follow the truth of experience and wis-
dom . . . one of power and ability, that will pay a reward, or would you 
follow the truth of a weak and frail man, one of proven treachery and 
inability to lead!?” yelled Lucifer, as he gestured with open arms to the 
followers. “Will you follow him, or me!?”

“You!” came the powerful voice of the host, one united in voice and 
commitment.

Lucifer nodded and said, “Yes. We are in this together, to share in 
the reward for service and sacrifice rendered! And I will be the one to 
take you home!”

Wild cheers and applause filled the arena, and Lucifer allowed it 
to run on for several minutes. He then raised his hand to silence them, 
and when relative quiet resumed, the Captain managed to yell, much to 
Lucifer’s satisfaction, “Then I ask to assume a portion of Cain’s punish-
ment! I deserve no less than he, for I agree with him that you are a liar, 
and that you withhold information about our hope and salvation. There 
is no future with . . .”

“Salvation!” interrupted Lucifer. “That is a dream for the Realm and 
the physicals of Earth. Salvation is not in the stars for the likes of you and 
me,” he replied. “We are the desperate ones!”

“More lies!” croaked the man.
“This work will not be for nothing . . . that I promise you all. We will 

prove ourselves here, and make a new home for ourselves, one worthy 
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of our work. I have seen it,” lied Lucifer. “It is a great and glorious place. 
You will become as I once was, a god of power!”

This time, the cheering was genuine and loud. When it settled natu-
rally, Lucifer addressed the crowd by saying, “We have heard enough of 
this man. But I grant, as he wishes, one portion of Cain’s punishment to 
be administered unto him,” and he wrote in the book.

“Now then, are there any others willing to speak on behalf of the 
accused?” When no one offered their voice, Lucifer nodded curtly and 
said, “Very well. Let the sentence be carried out. Bring in the Punisher!”

And so, the gruesome event commenced and continued for several 
days by physical reckoning. Indeed, for all things in and on Earth are as 
such, bound by the time in which they were set by Father in the begin-
ning. Though spiritual, Lucifer and his followers were nevertheless bound 
by the conditions of the physical world in which they operated. However, 
they required no food, drink, or rest, but they did eat, drink and sleep 
when moved to do so by tradition or comfort as did those in the Realm.

Therefore, the followers could witness the ghastly event up to the 
capacity of their mental endurance, and remain in place for as long as 
they could handle the horror of it. The accused too, because of their 
energetic composition, could endure long and dreadful torture at the 
hands of the Punisher without truly dying. Only the pain, which was 
more excruciating in spiritual form due to the nature of their refined 
composition, was absolute, and settled firmly into their minds as the 
acts of torture and healing occurred.

The screams and moans of the tortured could be heard from a great 
distance, and troubled all who were in or near the arena. But only the 
most dedicated of followers managed to endure the entire session. 
Eventually, even Lucifer, who was no stranger to torture in the name 
of the Dark Order, tired of the gory display and returned home to his 
private quarters to rest. More than two-thirds of the followers left the 
arena before him, but as much as he wanted to stay for the conclusion, 
he had work to do. Plans needed to be made for the next phase of their 
operation.
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Later, while reviewing intelligence in the executive control room, 
word reached Lucifer that the Punisher was complete with his task. 
Lucifer reiterated his orders to the messenger to have all the Captains 
sent to the Field of Pain pending their reconditioning.

As was done for a large portion of Physicals who arrived after the 
Great Flood, the Traitor Captains were to be left standing - frozen in 
place but aware of their surroundings - unable to talk until their repro-
cessing was personally directed by Lucifer. Much to the displeasure of 
his two Generals, given Lucifer’s busy schedule, that meant the Captains 
would be bound frozen in solitary for many Earth years. Several of the 
men were capable and reputable officers, willing and eager to be for-
given and return to service, but Lucifer refused. There had to be recon-
ditioning. He didn’t trust them.

When asked by the Generals what reconditioning was, Lucifer 
replied that it was first and foremost, personal reflection of self-worth in 
solitary, followed by reeducation, and then a loyalty exam. He informed 
the Generals that they would not get their precious first-term Captains 
back any time soon, and to begin looking for suitable replacements.

He reminded them that there was a sufficient number of candidates 
available to choose from. In fact, there were so many willing souls that 
the Generals need only announce the open positions and they would be 
flooded with interested candidates. He reassured them that they would 
receive more than they could handle, given the vast number of expe-
rienced leaders in the army. Many had proven themselves during the 
Noah phase of operations.

As for Cain, following his final torture-execution, he was left divided. 
Each of his four pieces were stored in separate stone compartments, and 
hidden where only Lucifer knew. Divided as such, Cain would be made 
to endure unprecedented agony, which was somethings that could not 
be replicated when physical.

To be divided as such when physical was a quick escape from reality, 
a quick transition into the spiritual form. To be divided while spiritual was 
a fate much worse than physical death because the connection could 
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not be broken through anything but reset. Cain’s pain would persist until 
his spiritual body was recomposed. Lucifer knew, from experience, that 
the torture would change Cain, but he didn’t know if it would improve 
his mind. He wanted a humble and submissive Cain, not a threat, so he 
was in no hurry to allow reassembly and healing. Cain, for the present, 
would have to wait.

It didn’t take the Army of Opposition long to attain a new and 
improved operational level. The work required many seasons, but it was 
finished and the work of opposition and influence continued among the 
children of men. The mission: convince mankind to pursue the desires of 
their heart, and seek after the physical pleasures of life.

But the Dark Order had been slow in taking hold a second time, 
for the children of Noah were pious and weary to anger their God as 
before. Great men, worthy men, rose up, reminiscent of Adam and his 
faithful and loyal service to God. But the Dark Order did emerge, even if 
in a much smaller scale than before. Through deliberately orchestrated 
steps of induction, Lucifer was able to reintroduce the Dark Order, only 
this time he used a more secretive and discreet approach.

During that time, Lucifer’s army managed to influence the priests, 
and they began to teach their followers scriptures, mixed with personal 
philosophy. Ever so subtly, and entirely unbeknownst to the priests, 
agents of darkness established their hold over them through strate-
gically placed interests that piqued their minds. Such weakness fed a 
desire for recognition and power, a helped lead the priests easily from 
the truth. Once again, the willingness of physical man to accept his influ-
ence always surprised Lucifer. His number of physical followers was rap-
idly growing, and they would soon be ready to enter phase two.

It was a time for patience and hard work, to influence man. They 
whispered into their ears many flattering and appealing ideas that just 
slightly diverged them from the truth. The process, developed by Lucifer 
and implemented through the ranks, was both precise and regimented. 
In the end, the divergence from truth would be great enough to enact a 
new evil, yet it would be hardly noticeable by the people. Lucifer’s goal 
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was to reverse perceptions, to make good look evil, and evil look good. 
Such an approach took time.

The children of men might fear a vengeful God, but Lucifer took 
comfort in knowing that Father would never again flood the Earth and 
wipe it clean. This time, Lucifer knew he would be victorious. One day 
soon, Yeshua would come, and they needed to be ready. The steps they 
were now taking would directly influence his arrival. Lucifer also knew 
that his arrival would also mark the mid-point of their mission of opposi-
tion, and he very much looked forward to setting it.

As for the priests who embraced the influence, the truth was deviat-
ing and Lucifer was pleased to note that their work was advancing on 
schedule. The army was once again making headway. A notable contin-
gent of false priests, who espoused the importance of worship through 
physical things, managed to convince the children of men to build up a 
great tower: one that would reach Heaven.

However, there remained an obedient and disciplined caste of 
priests, those who encouraged the children of men to maintain their 
commitments to the truth as they learned from Adam. They moved to 
stop the project, but were unsuccessful.

Among the caste of holy priests there was one man who proved 
the most troublesome to Lucifer and his army, and that was Job. Lucifer 
devoted his personal attention to the man, for there was none other on 
Earth who approached perfection more than him.

Despite repeated attempts by his Captains, Generals, and at times 
even Lucifer himself, they were entirely unable to sway Job’s heart away 
from God. Therefore, Job was known throughout the underworld as 
Father’s next chosen one, and all attention was given to influence him 
from his path.

To the physicals, Job’s prosperity spoke of the unsurpassed bless-
ings he enjoyed for serving Father obediently and faithfully. He was 
more openly opposed to the building of the tower than any other, and 
bravely taught against it. He encouraged the people to ignore the 
enticements of the world and pray, telling them that they didn’t need a 
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tower to reach God. But young Job could not stop the progress. Faced 
with growing interest in the completion of the tower, and fearing for his 
life, Job gathered his family and willing followers, and fled.

Several years later, when the tower neared the height of a small 
mountain, Father confounded the tongue of man and the project was 
abandoned. Lucifer was enraged, and demanded an immediate audi-
ence with Father, but he was refused, which enraged Lucifer even further.

Later, while bemoaning his fate, Lucifer yelled to no one in particu-
lar, “How do you expect me to accomplish my mission when, at every 
turn, you enact an unprecedented variable that I cannot overcome!?”

Above, in the physical plane, Job celebrated the victory and rejoiced 
for having kept his family in the truth. Under Job’s teachings, the Order 
of Light surged ahead and the darkness once again abated. The children 
of man continued to worship after the pattern set by Adam, and car-
ried forward by Noah. Now divided into many small groups, the world 
enjoyed a new-found peace and stability.

Once, after a particular lengthy period of burnt offerings to cele-
brate the anniversary of the end of the Great Flood, the Sons of God 
– as they once again called themselves – worshipped together to offer 
up prayers of thanksgiving to God. There were six priests in the temple. 
Adorned in sacred robes of the priesthood, as was prescribed by the 
Order of Light, they stood together around an altar of uncut stone and 
formed a circle around Job who knelt and offered up a heartfelt prayer.

During this session, and off to one side of the altar, stood Father, 
and next to him, his beloved son, Yeshua. With serene reverence, the 
two men, their glory withheld to conceal their presence from the priests, 
watched the spiritual work of the men gathered around the altar.

Yeshua noted their good and faithful service, and commented about 
it to Father, how their honest dedication and commitment to building 
up the Kingdom of God was worthy of great blessings. They spoke qui-
etly together, Father and Son, honoring the priests with their presence 
while the heavy veil continued to conceal them from the awareness of 
the physical world.
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Lucifer received word of their attendance and quickly went to inves-
tigate, curious about their interest in Job and why they had taken the 
time to come to Earth. He approached them from Yeshua’s side and said 
warmly, “Father! Brother! It has been many a long season since your last 
visit. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“The pleasure is ours, entirely. What brings you to this holy ground,” 
asked Yeshua, pleasantly. “Do you seek after prayers of adoration, hav-
ing lost such hope in love?”

Lucifer snorted and said, “I have all the adoration I need, thank you 
very much. Besides, this is my home,” he added with a wave of his arms. 
“In such a lovely place as this, all things are mine to enjoy. So,” he said, 
turning his attention to the priests, “what brings you gentlemen here 
this fine day? Surely it’s not to gloat over the piety of these obedient 
mortals?”

Yeshua turned to look at Father, was silent for a moment while appar-
ently mind-speaking to him, and then turned to Lucifer to say, “These, 
and other worthy men like them, balance the whole of the false proph-
ets you have raised up before us. Their worth is great in my eyes, for 
they believe in me without sure knowledge. They worship in trust and 
faith, and are willing to serve despite the veil.”

“They worship me as well,” declared Lucifer. He then added, “Well, 
not these men, of course, but many others. They turn their hearts to the 
things of this world. See,” pointed Lucifer into the distance, where they 
could see the remnant of the tower. “Many still worship me in action, 
if not in prayer. They turn their attention to the treasures and pleasures 
of this world, and build a temple to honor me. Believing that I am their 
god.”

“Lucifer,” said Father, “the tower means nothing. It served a pur-
pose greater than your understanding.”

“Greater than . . .” stammered Lucifer, but he stopped himself and 
said, “Once again I managed to reach a victory point, and you stepped 
in to . . . rebalance. I know the game.”
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“It is no game, my son,” replied Father.
“So be it,” replied Lucifer, smoothly. “There is no challenge I can-

not overcome, especially when protection is not invoked. Take this man 
here, this Job, he is perfect because he does not know trial and sacrifice. 
You have given him a blessed life. But I say to you, remove those bless-
ings and he will curse you.”

Father looked at Job and said, while gesturing with a hand, “It is 
true. He is a man of trust and obedience, of spiritual purity. Very well, 
you are free to take from him what you will . . . all but his life . . . and you 
will find that he remains faithful to me.”

Surprised, Lucifer looked at Job before turning his attention back 
to Father and Yeshua. He knew what he had just heard, but he never 
expected to hear it, especially regarding one of Father’s stalwart elites. 
Blessings of protection and prosperity were, he knew, relegated to all 
who served diligently, but elements of balance were always in play. Here 
and now, Job was known as a balancing force against the rising tide of 
darkness propagated by Lucifer. For Father to grant such permission 
was, to say the least, unprecedented.

Lucifer wondered if it was another of Father’s traps, and thought to 
ask as much from him directly, but instead decided on something a bit 
more tacit. “Surely you mean to test Job’s faith, and not mine,” replied 
Lucifer.

“Your faith is absolute,” replied Father, “though often misdirected. 
I will show you that, though Job will suffer at your hands, he will remain 
true to his knowledge and service to me. Not all desire power and riches, 
though I offer both at my discretion. Take all that he has and you will see 
that he will not succumb to the sacrifices of life.”

“Do you mean to insult me?” asked Lucifer, growing agitated at 
Father’s discrete reference to his imperfections and sacrifice.

“Lucifer, I speak only truth, and such truth is often hard to bear. 
You will learn through Job’s sacrifice, a sacrifice that was contracted 
between us long before this day. He will endure it with honor. That does 
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not mean it will be easy for him, but you will find he will not denounce 
me.”

“What is the purpose of such a contract if you have already seen the 
outcome?” asked Lucifer, knowing the answer but annoyed by Father’s 
absoluteness.

“My seeing the outcome does not complete the event . . . it still 
must occur. Seeing the end also doesn’t guarantee its observed com-
pletion. Anything can change during the course. The outcome rests in 
accordance with the laws of agency,” replied Father, kindly.

Lucifer considered Father’s comments for a moment before say-
ing, “Seeing the path, however, does influence the outcome. Yes, I 
understand the conditions.” He studied Job for a moment as the man 
continued to pray, oblivious to the distinguished presence, and the con-
versation that was going on around him.

He would greatly enjoy sticking a knife in the man’s back as he 
prayed just to see him flinch. Some physicals were sensitive to spiri-
tual attacks and readily displayed a reaction when spiritual damage was 
inflicted upon them. But there were others, people who never seemed 
to display any sign of knowing they were ever attacked.

Lucifer had not come to understand the difference between how the 
physicals could or couldn’t feel their direct spiritual attacks, but it wasn’t 
entirely important given the other, more pressing priorities of work. Such 
as tracking the identification of the elects and elites. Still, Father’s offer 
troubled him. He could lay several legions of his best opposers on a 
single elite and have nothing to show for it but frustration, so this was a 
sweet offer, indeed.

Adam was one such invulnerable elite after he left the Garden. No 
matter how much ‘army’ Lucifer threw at him, the man remained imper-
vious to his influence. It was both impressive and disturbing. Still, the 
army was responsible for leading the whole of mankind to the brink 
of destruction. And if not for Noah, it would have been a glorious vic-
tory. Gathering his thoughts to the present, Lucifer turned to Father and 
asked, “And you will not hedge up my way?”
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“I will not,” replied Father.
“Then I will trouble your man, Job. And we shall see who is right. I 

think you forget how being physical is a weakness in and of itself.”
Father smiled warmly and said, “I have not forgotten, my son.”
With that, Lucifer nodded curtly, turned to look at Job one last time, 

and then quickly departed the temple to return to his conference room. 
This, he believed, would be an easy objective. It would be no trouble to 
take away everything Job owned, everything he loved. With a smile on 
his face, Lucifer entered the conference room and said to Dege, “We 
have sanction to attack, Job. Call the Generals and tell them to meet 
me here. We will commence immediately to take everything from Job.”

“Yes, Master,” replied Dege, and he touched his throat to deliver 
the message.
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Twelve

PATRIARCHAL DISTRACTION

A
smodea, Commander of Mace Legion under General Zurell, entered 
the executive conference room and strode confidently up to the 

open end of the table. With her hand to her throat in a crisp salute, she 
declared loudly and confidently to all present, but mainly to Lucifer, “In 
loyal service to thee, my Lord!”

Lucifer’s eight executive staff officers stared at her in shock; not for her 
method, but for her appearance. None there would dare present them-
selves to Lucifer in anything so bold. The Chief Personnel Officer and 
Operations Officer groaned in unison. The Intelligence Officer, a wiry little 
man who chose the Earth name Inimicus, took one look at Asmodea and 
quickly turned away. Beshur, clearly irritated, scowled at Zurell from across 
the table, but Zurell was oblivious to it all. He stared openly at Asmodea 
with pride, but also something more, something carnal and desirous.

Lucifer’s Generals sat at the far end of the long conference table to 
form opposing bookends on either side of Asmodea. One was mesmer-
ized, and the other disgusted, which made for a strange contrast. When 
everyone turned to look at Lucifer, they expected an angry outburst. 
They knew the rules. But he seemed to enjoy the discomfort brought by 
Asmodea and remained placid.
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Unpredictability was a game Lucifer enjoyed playing, especially with 
his commanders and staff. It kept them guessing, and helped encourage 
their creative obedience by attempting to anticipate his every move.

Finally, with the shock of Asmodea’s appearance gone, and much 
to their continued surprise, Lucifer simply nodded his head curtly and 
replied, “I accept your loyalty and your service, Captain.” He then 
offered a much less formal salute in kind and picked up the file sitting 
before him on the table.

After dropping her salute and finding Lucifer distracted with the file, 
Asmodea relaxed and quickly swiped a finger across her forehead to 
tuck an errant lock of glossy black hair behind her ear. The act drew 
a look of concern from Zurell, but she ignored it and winked at him in 
reply. A belief that their secret relationship provided sufficient insurance 
to protect her from punishment motivated her, but made Zurell squirm.

The wink quickly brought Zurell back to the reality of his predica-
ment, and he shook his head at her. When the meeting was over, he 
would have to school her on the ferocity of Lucifer’s anger. No one was 
immune to it, not even his Generals. And to put him in such an awkward 
position during such an important meeting would not go unnoticed by 
Lucifer.

She simply smiled in reply as if on display, which she was. With 
Lucifer busy reading the file, all eyes were back on Asmodea. Though 
most of her thick, black hair was meticulously bound in a tight braid that 
ran down the length of her back, she allowed her bangs to hang free 
for Zurell’s pleasure. In fact, her choice of appearance and dress was 
especially for him.

Zurell blanched when she used her hands to arrange her cleavage 
under the armored bodice she wore. He emoted a stare of caution for 
her not to push her luck, but she just smiled again. This time the look 
wasn’t alluring, but rather wild and filled with reckless abandon. She 
knew that to Zurell, she was a stunning beauty, one worthy of idol wor-
ship, or so he told her in their secret meeting places in the headquar-
ters, and she was using it to her advantage.
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Caught between concern about his command relationship with 
Lucifer, and his personal one with Asmodea, Zurell tried to distance 
himself from Asmodea by presenting a more neutral front. But the shift 
in countenance didn’t take. He found he couldn’t keep his eyes off her, 
and didn’t care if Lucifer noticed. It was, after all, he who told her the 
long bangs accentuated her beautiful face, and encouraged her to apply 
assets of beauty that pleased his personal taste.

Zurell also knew that part of Asmodea, the old part from before when 
they knew each other in the Realm, craved power, and she brought that 
craving with her. Being a captain wasn’t good enough for Asmodea, 
she wanted to be the first female general in Lucifer’s army. It’s why she 
appeared dressed somewhat like a brothel madam. It was her way of 
making a statement.

But Lucifer was not interested in adding another general to the com-
mand, let alone a female one. The practice of equality enjoyed in the Realm 
was entirely absent in Hell, and those who didn’t perform to Lucifer’s high 
standards were punished, not rewarded. Equality certainly wasn’t granted 
to officers based on former or current relationships, which is why Zurell 
thought to bring Asmodea here to impress Lucifer with her skill.

Zurell saw that Lucifer was still busy flipping through the file, so he 
dared another glance at Asmodea, finding it difficult to keep his eyes 
off her full figure. Her excessively large breasts pressed firmly against 
the dark metal chest plate designed to resemble a bodice, but one 
more gothic than parlor. Though it looked decorative, the armor chest 
plate was not just appealing to Zurell, it was also highly effective, and 
imbued with energy drawn from the many lives of her successful con-
quests among the physicals. Their names were etched on the surface 
in cryptic letters and symbols only she could read. Bands of dark red 
metal, etched with black designs that identified her rank and authority, 
accented biceps that were neither muscular nor fleshy; another feature 
Zurell found attractive in women.

Lucifer looked at Asmodea and closed the file with a snap. He 
caught her staring at Zurell, and he at her, which annoyed Lucifer. His 
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General was practically drooling over the woman with wanton abandon, 
as if helpless to her allure. Such a display of weakness could not go 
unpunished. “General Zurell!” barked Lucifer.

“My Lord?” grumbled the General, surprised by Lucifer’s attention 
and annoyed that he had been caught distracted.

Lucifer glared at him for a moment before turning his attention back 
to Asmodea. He recognized her potential for beauty, but she was in 
no way appealing to him, even with her energy signature amped up to 
exude lustful passion. But she annoyed him far less than Zurell’s assump-
tion that she was worthy of his time. “Why is she here? Her presence 
offends me!”

“My apologies, my Lord. She brings word of her work among the 
physicals. I thought you would appreciate . . .”

Lucifer held up a hand and Zurell immediately stopped speaking. 
“What have I said about appearing before me . . . deformed?” Zurell 
cocked his head so Lucifer pointed a finger at Asmodea and explained, 
“She . . . is . . . deformed. I care nothing for how your captains pres-
ent themselves to their own troops, or even to the physicals, but down 
here, in my office, you will report in a form that is acceptable to me! 
And that,” he said while again pointing at Asmodea, “is not acceptable. 
Exaggerations of any kind, even human-like features, are distracting, as 
is evidenced by your lustful stupor.”

“I am not . . .”
“Silence!” shouted Lucifer. “Do not interrupt me when I’m speaking, 

General Zurell!” Lucifer looked at the faces around the table. “These 
games you play . . . do not play them with me. Do you understand? 
Does everyone here, understand?”

“Yes, my Lord,” came the chorus of voices in the room.
Lucifer looked at Asmodea, who already lessened the size of her 

cleavage considerably, and offered her a cruel smile of his own. He also 
didn’t like her outfit, but there was a timeline to honor, so he elected to 
ignore it. Militant women never impressed him. A misogynist at heart, 
Lucifer preferred his women subservient, supportive, and demure, not 
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dominant, aggressive leaders. Despite his prejudice, he did recognize 
talent when he saw it, and wouldn’t refuse women opportunities to serve 
or lead in his army if they had something to offer.

He added Asmodea’s eyes to his growing list of dislikes. Their pale-
blue color resembled chips of glacial ice, frosted dark under the cold 
surface of the water. They reminded Lucifer of the cold, arctic regions 
of Earth. A woman’s eyes should be warm and inviting, not cold. He 
could not find her any more disturbing than he did at that moment, and 
he was about to dismiss her when Zurell said, “Her report is sound, my 
Lord.”

Lucifer looked at Zurell, who seemed to have read his thoughts, and 
said, “Very well. I will hear her report.” Lucifer knew Zurell was proud 
of his Captain, but she held a power over him that disturbed Lucifer. 
“Report,” he said to Asmodea.

“Thank you, my Lord.” She glanced quickly at Zurell, who now 
ignored her, and then cleared her throat. “We have affected the idea 
that holy men are free to sanction their lusts through the inclusion of holy men are free to sanction their lusts through the inclusion of holy
certain barbarian customs. I have . . .”

“Slavery is not . . . barbarian,” interrupted Lucifer. “Slaves serve a 
purpose in the application of force by man. They serve us here, even.” 
Then, with a wave of his hand, he added bluntly, “Besides, the work of 
slavery was accomplished long before you caught the eye of General 
Zurell.”

Asmodea bowed her head slightly and said, “No offense, my Lord, 
but I do not refer to the application or purpose of slavery.”

Lucifer snorted and said, “Then speak your point, and be quick 
about it.”

“I speak on the foundation of polygamy . . . the taking of more than 
one woman by a man in marriage.”

“You presume to explain polygamy to me?” barked Lucifer. “Besides, 
you are wrong in your definition. You speak of polygyny, which is specifi-
cally one husband having more than one wife. Polygamy . . . goes either 
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way, and that will not happen on Earth . . . it is contrary to the patriarchal that will not happen on Earth . . . it is contrary to the patriarchal that
foundation we exploit down here.”

“My Lord,” interrupted Dege from the side table where he stopped 
scribing minutes for the command meeting. “I know what she wishes to 
communicate. I just received an intelligence assessment on the impact 
of polygamy on Earth. I think you will find it . . . interesting,” he added, 
as he handed the document to Lucifer.

Lucifer accepted the document from Dege and scanned it quickly, 
aware that all eyes were focused on him, which they should be. After a 
minute of review, learning nothing he didn’t already know, Lucifer was 
about to return the document to Dege when he paused. The last two 
sentences of the last paragraph read, “Though polygyny has and will 
continue to influence man, the importance of establishing the prece-
dent may be far reaching for the cause of future Opposition. To achieve 
this, we must accomplish the following: The nature of polygyny must 
be written into the scriptures of man, even if only descriptive; and sec-
ond, that polygyny be associated with a patriarch of notable service to 
Father, and thus the Order of Light.”

Polygyny wasn’t a surprise, neither was the need to associate it with 
the Order of Light. However, what did surprise Lucifer was that someone 
on his staff, an anonymous analyst in the intelligence group, had the 
vision to consider something he’d only entertained in his mind. Turning 
to Dege, Lucifer asked, “Who wrote this assessment?”

Dege looked to the Staff Intelligence Officer and nodded in his 
direction. Lucifer turned to the man, short in stature and wiry like a ter-
rier, and said, “Inimicus, who prepared this report?”

“My Lord?” replied the man, shocked to find himself the sudden 
center of attention.

“This report,” said Lucifer, shaking it in the air. “Who wrote this intel-
ligence assessment? Was it you?”

“No, my Lord. My apologies. But I know the man who did. He’s 
often distracted from assigned tasks . . .”
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Dege interrupted Inimicus’ blathering to redirect Lucifer’s fervor. 
“My Lord, if you wish, I will have the analyst immediately apprehended 
and punished.”

“No. I don’t want him punished,” replied Lucifer, annoyed with their 
inability to interpret his enthusiasm over the work. “I want him pro-
moted. I want him on my planning team. This is the first time I’ve seen 
a product of note from someone in the intelligence section. Inimicus, 
send him here tomorrow. I will meet with this man.”

“Yes, my Lord,” grumbled Inimicus, quietly angry over the embar-
rassment someone in his own staff section brought upon him unaware. 
He would be happy to see the man moved, for it wasn’t the first time he 
managed to pass some form of assessment up without his knowledge. 
“I will see to it.”

Lucifer returned the document to Dege and looked at Asmodea. 
“Now then, this is where you report to me on your efforts with Abram 
and Sarai. Keep in mind . . . I do not require a lesson on the virtues of 
lust when it comes to polygyny.” He spoke softly to her, as if to a slow 
child, enunciating the word polygyny for her express benefit.

Asmodea snapped to attention, saluted briskly again, and said, “My 
Lord, it was I who set the man Abram to solidify the concept of polyg-
yny” she said, carefully, “through practice with Hagar. In time, the act 
will . . .”

“Yes, yes. I understand all that,” interrupted Lucifer. “Please tell me 
you have something more substantial to report. I want to hear some-
thing I don’t already know, something about how to further exploit 
Abram. The thing with Hagar is not enough for me. The weakness of 
man should be of no surprise to anyone here.” Lucifer straightened and 
mimed plucking a piece of fruit from a tree while saying, “Dangle a 
piece of fruit before them and they will partake. Finding it pleasing, they 
will seek after more, and so on, until they are fat and bloated, interested 
only in satiating their demand for pleasure. It is especially true when it 
comes to possessing women. Every carnal man is pleased to entertain 
the thought of a harem. I’ve seen it before, and I’ll see it again.”
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“I am responsible for that weakness, my Lord,” replied Asmodea, 
boldly.

“Are you, now? Well, you are not the only demon of lust. What have 
you to report? Surely something more significant than Sarai offering up 
Hagar and Abram accepting?”

“I have nothing more to add, my Lord,” replied Asmodea, demurely.
“Very well . . . then everyone out,” said Lucifer. He then pointed to 

Beshur and Zurell and said, “Except you two. Stay a moment longer.”
When the room was empty save for Lucifer’s Generals, he stood 

and walked over to Dege. While leaning close, he said in a low voice, “I 
need you to arrange an appointment with Father. See if you can get me 
something within the hour.”

“Yes, my Lord,” replied Dege, and he disappeared in a blink.
“I can see that I must once again assume control of planning, as well 

as operations,” said Lucifer, as he turned his attention back to his two 
Generals.

“My Lord,” replied Zurell. “If you will but . . .”
“Do not interrupt me!” snapped Lucifer. “It will be very clear when 

I seek your counsel. Until then, I find your relationship with Asmodea 
unprofessional. She is using you.”

“An affair I willingly embrace,” retorted Zurell, sourly.
Lucifer studied the man for a moment before saying. “Very well, 

but proceed with caution. And do not presume to elevate her in my 
eyes. She is not your best captain, nor is she the master of all lust. 
In fact, she falls well short of my expectations. You should find a 
replacement.”

“Give me time, my Lord,” said Zurell.
Lucifer pointed to the document on Dege’s desk and said, “Now 

the one who wrote that intelligence assessment is someone worthy of 
my recognition . . . and advancement. I need visionary thinkers like that, 
someone to look ahead. We must plan farther ahead if we’re to antici-
pate Father’s moves.”

“I will see to it, my Lord.”
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“No, you won’t, Zurell. I will see to it. Lately, your attention to detail 
has been wholly inadequate. Have you not learned anything from the 
Job challenge?”

“We were never meant to achieve victory over that man,” growled 
Beshur.

“And Noah?” quipped Lucifer.
“The same,” replied Beshur. “Father’s chosen ones may suffer under 

our work . . . our influence, but they always seem to survive and grow 
stronger. I’m beginning to believe we’re being played.”

“You’re just now realizing this?” remarked Lucifer. “Keep in mind, 
like it or not, we all work for Father. And the only reason he does not 
more overtly act against us is that the Versal Council is moderating. He 
is bound by certain . . . conditions. It’s those conditions that afford us 
some degree of latitude. This experiment of agency is unprecedented, 
and we are helping to realize the consequences of it. As such, the con-
sequences are ours to express . . . to present opposition in a way that 
makes agency seem entirely unappealing. That, my brothers, is our mis-
sion, and why we must act decisively, and with force. And to be effec-
tive, we must think strategically.”

Lucifer reached into his coat pocket and removed a crystal the size 
of a fountain pen, but one clear and dull, and said, “Speaking of control, 
I thought you might be interested in seeing this.” He then placed the 
crystal on the table and slid it down the center toward the two Generals. 
It stopped between them and spun slowly a few times before coming 
to a rest.

Neither man reached for the crystal, which amused Lucifer. “As you 
know, there are many uses for crystals. But do you know what this par-
ticular one was used for?”

When neither man spoke, Lucifer said, “This is a message crystal, 
one loaded with intelligence on our operations. It was captured on a 
spy a few hours ago.”

“How did I not learn of this?” roared Beshur as he came to his feet, 
for overall security fell under his purview.
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“Relax, old friend. You are not aware of every security matter in play. 
And you are not on trial, so please . . . sit down. Instead, you should 
be pleased to know I have my own security element in play, one better 
suited to ferret out spies.”

Beshur snatched the crystal up from the table while resuming his 
seat. “I have known of your security interests,” he grumbled, “but I’m 
angry that I didn’t learn of this from my own people! I will knock some 
heads together!”

“My security element reports directly to me,” said Lucifer. 
“Regardless, do you recognize the design of this crystal?”

“Is it one of Father’s?” asked Beshur.
“It’s from the Realm, anyway,” answered Lucifer.
“Why would he need to spy on us? Does he not already know every-

thing that goes on down here,” grumbled Zurell.
“He does, indeed,” replied Lucifer. “We should not be surprised 

he has spies here though. After all, we have embedded a few of our 
own . . . men and women, still in the Realm, who will assume bodies and 
help with our War of Opposition. But I do not believe Father is behind 
this one. As you said, it carried information he already knew.”

“The interim Mahan then,” spat Beshur “. . . using one from the 
Realm to mislead us?”

“Perhaps,” said Lucifer, and he held his hand out for the crystal. 
Beshur tossed it to him and Lucifer caught it and quickly slipped it 
into his coat pocket. “The point is . . . we must be more careful going 
forward. Father does know all we do, but Mahan does not, and I do 
not wish to entertain his notions of superiority over us. We must be 
more vigilant at the barrier. Beshur . . . double the guard until further 
notice.”

“Yes, my Lord.”
“What of the captured spy?” asked Zurell.
“He is being interrogated by my Guard Commander, Captain Fez. 

You may read the report when it is written. Until then, gentlemen, 
lock . . . down . . . the barrier. I’m considering . . .” Distracted by Dege’s 
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sudden appearance, Lucifer paused and turned to look, watchful for the 
telltale sign that his appointment with Father was set.

Dege nodded subtly, and Lucifer turned his attention back to the 
Generals. “As I was saying, I am considering the formation of a counter-
intelligence legion. But for the time being, contain the barrier. I do not 
want any spies passing information through the barrier. Is that clear?”

“Yes, my Lord,” replied the Generals together.
“You’re dismissed. I’ve an appointment to keep. And if, by some 

chance I do not return in a timely manner, Beshur is to succeed me. 
Everything is to remain in effect!” Lucifer stamped with emphasis.

“You’re going to meet with Father, again?” asked Zurell, surprised.
“You have a problem with that?”
“Only that it looks bad. People talk.”
“Do they, now? And you cannot contain the dissention among your 

ranks?” quizzed Lucifer.
“No, my Lord. All I’m saying is that you should consider addressing 

the followers . . . explain to them your meetings with Father . . . why you 
must have them.”

“You cannot manage this yourself?”
“I’ve tried, my Lord. But I lack your . . . skills.”
“I don’t expect you to explain anything. I do, however, expect you to 

quiet the dissension. Both of you understand the risks I face when meet-
ing with Father, but there are two aspects of those meetings that are 
apparently lost on you. The first, is that I don’t have a choice. I’m often 
called to his meetings against my will. The second, and more important, 
is that Father and I are counter-balanced to a contract, and there are 
times when I need to meet with him to discuss our . . . projects. We are 
each bound by contractual clauses that require mutual agreement to 
resolve a dispute. Both issues are not something I wish, or feel the need 
to communicate to the Followers.”

“Such information management is not always productive,” replied 
Zurell.

“Perhaps, but you seem to be missing one very important point.”
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“What’s that?” asked Zurell
Lucifer stood and yelled, “I have no choice!”
Stunned by the sudden and unexpected outburst, Zurell blanched 

and seemed to shrink before Lucifer. “My apologies, my Lord,” he said 
softly.

“Now get out of here . . . both of you. I’ve got work to do. And 
remember this, our destinies are intertwined. My success is your suc-
cess, so crush the opposition or be crushed. Am I clear?”

“Yes, my Lord,” said both Generals before blinking away.
Lucifer sighed and turned to Dege, who was busy scratching notes 

in his tablet as if he heard nothing. “When is the appointment?”
“He’s ready for you now,” replied Dege. “A tunnel awaits your 

request.”
“I’ll return as soon as possible. But again, if for some reason I am 

delayed, Beshur is to be given command. Do you have any questions?”
“No, Master,” said Dege. “I do not anticipate any complications this 

time.”
“Nor do I,” replied Lucifer. He then willed the tunnel to open 

and stepped into it, and then just as quickly he stepped out. Instantly 
annoyed to see that he traveled to the surface of his own world, some-
thing he could have done without Father’s help, he cursed.

Every inch of Earth was known to him, so he immediately knew where 
he stood, in a dry desert plane south of Beersheba. The barren, wind-
swept hill that served as his perch overlooked a camp of many tents.

Sunlight brightened one side of the tents warmly, and pressed long, 
cold shadows on the other. At first glance, the camp looked ragged, but 
upon closer examination the wealth of the camp was obvious. A num-
ber of dwellers, around fifty, were busy preparing for the approaching 
evening. They moved about the camp happily, as if enjoying the finest 
of possible lives given them.

A large herd of camels, numbering more than a hundred, and three 
times that number of goats, were tended by various shepherds off in the 
near distance. Donkeys too were being watered, after they had been 
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gathered near a spring fed pond. Nearest to him, on the north end of 
the camp, Lucifer watched four young girls guide chickens into a tem-
porary pen with long reeds. They were laughing and talking together, 
obviously enjoying their task.

Lucifer wasn’t sure why he was here, but he knew it wasn’t an acci-
dent. Father never made mistakes. He apparently wanted Lucifer to 
watch the camp before he arrived, so he did just that, he watched.

Though only a bit more than a stone’s throw from camp, Lucifer 
knew he could not be seen by the dwellers. Physicals could sometimes 
feel his presence, but they could not see him unless he willed it. Like 
Father, he was bound by contract for when and how he could display 
himself. Appearing before the physicals was strictly regulated. He was 
more than willing to break the rules, especially when it suited him, like 
with physical possessions, but he wasn’t in the mood. He wondered 
if this treatment was a prelude to some new form of punishment, one 
meant to humble him further. The people in the camp - their happiness - 
rankled him, but still he watched.

Around the largest tent, the one at the center of the camp, there 
stood a group of men listening to an older, robed man, who was obvi-
ously the patriarch. Lucifer reasoned the man was either issuing orders 
or teaching. His face was hidden from view, but still he knew it was 
Abram. He also realized that Father knew what troubled him, and why 
he’d asked him for an unscheduled meeting.

As the sun dipped below the horizon and the sky began to fill with 
the spectacular colors of sunset, Lucifer turned and looked toward the 
approaching night. Preferring darkness to light, he always enjoyed the 
evening, even more so when the moon and stars were hidden behind a 
thick layer of clouds. For him, Earth was more than a mission, it was his 
home, but a home he wanted to make dark – to destroy so he could be 
rid of it and move on. He was tired of opposing, but dared not think of 
the remaining time he had left to enact his specific mission.

He noticed that Abram finally turned and entered his tent, and 
the family and servants dispersed to begin welcoming the night with 
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oil-lamps inside and torches outside. Again, the people moved with a 
purpose, eager to please their master by posting a guard and securing 
up loose articles before settling down for the night. A dog barked in 
the distance, and then another. The shepherds, too, were preparing for 
night.

Annoyed with the wasted time, Lucifer was about to return to his 
office when he heard someone approach from behind. Turning quickly, 
Lucifer was not surprised to see Father, but he was surprised to see how 
Father was dressed. Like the patriarch in the camp below, Father was 
dressed in a loose, natural-colored hooded robe. A broad belt of red 
cloth, dark in the twilight, was wrapped firmly around his waist, with a 
finely crafted dagger set diagonally through it. Even the sandals on his 
feet were ordinary, standard to a world that was his footstool.

Speechless, Lucifer could only watch as Father approached and 
embraced him with love and warmth, to which he could only reply 
by having his arms hang limply at his sides. Father stepped back and 
smiled, ignoring the lack of Lucifer’s response, and said, “Thank you for 
waiting. I appreciate your patience.”

“Patience?” replied Lucifer. “Yes, I am full of patience. We are near 
the camp of Abram, yes?”

“We are,” replied Father, and he moved to stand next to Lucifer. 
Together they studied the camp below as evening set firmly down 
around them. After enjoying the quiet moment, Father asked, “What 
troubles you, my son?”

“You know why I asked for this meeting. It is why you brought me 
here . . . to this place. Another of your elites is near, your select . . . man 
of the hour. Will you not allow me to influence him as you have with the 
others?” asked Lucifer.

“What do you consider adequate influence for one such as Abram?” 
asked Father with interest. “You know as well as I, my elite are not all the 
same. Each is prepared for his or her own trial and sacrifice.”

“Then it is Sarai who is your elite, not Abram?” asked Lucifer, curi-
ous, for Father had not yet applied a female prophet to Earth. Nor did 
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he believe Father would, not with how Earth was set up. But if Sarai was 
to be a prophetess, then she would need more attention.

“No, Abram is your focus. I have already given you ample room to 
influence Sarai,” said Father. “Her conception block is a trial you have 
already capitalized on. There is nothing more for you to trouble her 
with.”

Lucifer considered the influence it took to get her to even consider 
offering up Hagar to Abram and produce Ishmael. It had been a long 
and tiring process of whispered insecurities and doubt to both parties. 
But for Lucifer, success would not be measured in the moment, but 
rather much later, many dispensations ahead, when the men of Light 
would come to consider the matter of multiple wives and concubines a 
patriarchal right.

Polygyny certainly wasn’t new to Earth, but it would be to those of 
the Order of Light. All Lucifer needed to open the door – to encourage 
it as a holy sanction - was to insert a small wedge in the record, and that 
small wedge was accomplished through the finely orchestrated execu-
tion of choice, that being Sarai’s willingness to offer up Hagar to Abram, 
and then Abram’s willingness to accept that offer.

Reading Lucifer’s thoughts, Father asked, “Are you not satisfied with 
your efforts here . . . are you not prepared to let it rest?”

“Will you allow me to see forward before I decide?”
Suddenly, time began to flow quickly forward. At first, Lucifer 

could track the activity in the camp, but then it moved too quickly 
for him to follow. Day and night passed quickly, and then too did the 
seasons, all passing in a blur. When Father stopped at a set time, 
Lucifer noticed that they were in a different part of the desert. Still, 
everything looked about the same to him, even the configuration of 
the tents.

Lucifer groaned at the thought of having lost another large block of 
time, but Father reassured him by saying, “When we are done here, I will 
return you to our initial appointment time.”

“Thank you,” replied Lucifer.
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Father smiled and said, “This is an opportunity for you to see that 
nothing will change with Abram and his family. All things move accord-
ing to order, and he is a patriarch of order.”

Abram emerged from his tent with Sarai, and Lucifer said, “Then 
what’s the point if I cannot influence him? How many years did we move 
forward?”

“Eight,” replied Father.
“I will need your release to do more than what has already been 

done. Can I not have more of the same opportunity I did with Job?”
“You no longer need such license, my son.”
“You speak in riddles. If I have been ineffective, and you show me 

thus, then I am to assume that there is some other purpose to this 
meeting?”

They watched as Sarai pointed to a tent across the way, and after a 
few more hand gestures that Lucifer assumed were dictating matters of 
camp administration to the servants, Lucifer clapped his hands together 
once and said, in sudden realization, “Hagar and Ishmael are no longer 
in the camp.”

“They have not yet left,” said Father, “but they soon will.”
A moment later, Abram emerged from the tent, embraced Sarai ten-

derly, and then walked away, past his own tent and beyond, out toward 
the well where a boy was busy filling a trough to water the livestock.

When Abram approached the well, the young man dropped a 
bucket and ran into his arms. With reckless abandon, Isaac leapt up to 
his father, laughing with joy. Abram lifted the lad off the ground and 
swung him around by his arms in a few quick circles. Isaac squealed with 
delight and asked for more.

“That is Isaac, eight years of age, son of Sarai, and Abram’s true 
heir.” Then, after a slight pause, Father added, “There is nothing stron-
ger than the bond between a father and his son when it is built on love.”

Lucifer snorted, but remained otherwise silent as he watched the 
interaction. The comparison of Ishmael and Isaac to him and Yeshua was 
not lost on Lucifer, but he dared not say so to Father. There was really no 



Kenneth Cary

216

point. Father would only say his love for them was equal, and that would 
anger Lucifer and end the meeting, so he kept his mouth shut. He was 
here to learn something, despite the discomfort.

“I’m sure Abram does not show such love for Ishmael,” challenged 
Lucifer.

“Do not pity Ishmael, or envy your brother. There is a purpose to 
each schism,” replied Father, tenderly.

“For you, maybe,” replied Lucifer. But that gave him an idea. 
“Perhaps you will allow me to convince Ishmael to kill his brother, Isaac. 
Such a trial would surely break Abram.”

“I will not permit such a trial,” replied Father sternly. “They are chil-
dren, Lucifer, brothers with important missions. The sacrifice must be for 
Abram and Abram alone.”

Lucifer harrumphed and continued to scan the camp. A moment 
later, Hagar emerged from a tent with Ishmael, a strapping young man, 
and said, “Then allow me to persuade Hagar to slay Sarai. Surely Abram 
will curse you then.”

“My son, abandon hope of trial through murder. It is never without 
dire consequence.”

“But you have rejected every notable option,” complained Lucifer.
“Then there is no sacrifice to be made. We are done, here,” replied 

Father.
At the word, “sacrifice” Lucifer’s mind awakened to an idea that 

carried not only great irony, but also great meaning: something sure to 
tip the balance of opposition in his favor, and leave an indelible mark 
on Abram, one likely never to be diminished. But would Father allow 
it? “Wait!” shouted Lucifer, catching Father a mere moment before his 
departure. “I know of a trial for one who possesses the strict level of 
trust and obedience as does your servant, Abram. Have him offer up a 
sacrifice.”

Father was silent for a moment before saying, “Abram’s sacrifices 
are sweet unto me. There is no need for him to sacrifice more than he 
already does.”
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“I am not speaking of his flock,” said Lucifer. “I am speaking of his 
son, Isaac.”

Father grabbed Lucifer’s arm and turned him forcefully about so that 
they were looking eye to eye. “Are you suggesting that I sanction human 
sacrifice . . . of an elite’s child no less? Such is an abomination. Turn from 
such darkness, my son. The weight of it is more than most men can bear. 
Such darkness cannot be easily rectified through balance.”

Lucifer considered the look in Father’s eyes, saw the anger in them, 
but he wasn’t ready to give up.  Father knew human sacrifice wasn’t 
new to Earth, not even of children, but that didn’t mean it was Lucifer’s 
idea. Influence was just that, influence. A subtle whisper, not an act. He 
couldn’t make men sacrifice their own any more than Father could stop 
it from happening. Superstition and ignorance was all that was needed 
to sway the hearts of man to explore such a dark process. Besides, those 
who fell to the knives of fanatics were often returned to Father straight-
away. A confirmed ticket to salvation.

“It would only be a test of obedience,” offered Lucifer. “One that 
he will most likely disobey anyway.” What he thought, but didn’t need 
to say, was that either way, Abram would sin. The sacrifice of Isaac was 
a perfect trap of obedience for one such as Abram. “Besides,” Lucifer 
added aloud, “Abram would never sacrifice his son . . . not even for 
you.”

“I will not ask such a thing from him. It would ruin the house of 
Abram.”

“Then you are certain he will obey the command?” challenged 
Lucifer.

“It matters not. I will not ask it of him,” answered Father.
“Then I will ask it of him,” challenged Lucifer. “I will present myself 

as light. I possess enough craft to accomplish this one task.”
“You seek a level of depravity in Opposition that will demand an 

accounting. Did you not learn anything from possessing Taneen? There 
is a price to every action . . . both yours and mine,” replied Father, 
with pain and sadness in his eyes, which was something Lucifer had not 
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seen in a very long time. He almost dropped the matter, so sincere was 
Father’s pain.

“Will Abram be your only elite to enjoy absolute protection then?”
“You may try to persuade him, but nothing more. And I will not 

allow the sacrifice even if you do manage to convince him,” said Father, 
mournfully.

“Excellent,” replied Lucifer.
“Then speak it as an oath, my son.”
“I agree to your terms and conditions,” replied Lucifer, boldly.
Father nodded curtly, laid both hands firmly on Lucifer’s shoulders, 

and succinctly declared, “Let it be written, let it be so.” He then dropped 
his hands and added, “And please release the prisoner.”

“What prisoner?” asked Lucifer, sincerely.
“The one you call a spy and are currently interrogating,” replied 

Father, patiently.
“Oh, so then he is yours?”
“Let’s just say, as the warden, it’s my responsibility to maintain rela-

tionships with the . . . outside.”
“As you wish,” answered Lucifer with a bow. “I will have him released 

upon my return. Will Nathaniel collect the spy at the barrier?”
“Yes. Your return portal will be ready when you need it. Take time 

to assess your course, just know that you can change nothing here. The 
course for this timeline is not yet realized. You understand this?” asked 
Father.

“I do. But I will linger for a moment to consider the possibilities, if 
you permit.”

“You may. Adieu, my son,” said Father, and left.
Lucifer straightened his collar and looked down the front of his coat 

to see that everything was in order. Confident that he looked good, he 
turned to watch the camp a moment longer and consider how best to 
impersonate a Father-like influence. It wouldn’t be easy. He’d have to 
mask his dark signature and present himself as warm and light.
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Since the portal was at his disposal, Lucifer decided to take the 
opportunity and examine the possibilities more closely. If he could con-
vince Abram here - on this timeline where it wouldn’t matter - then all 
the better for the future. If he couldn’t, then he’d spend the next eight 
years strategizing on how best to make it happen. Either way, time was 
on his side.

He strode confidently down the hill toward Abram’s tent just as the 
sun in the new timeline was beginning to peek over the eastern moun-
tains. The golden light passing through Lucifer left no shadow, nor did 
it provide warmth or comfort, but he didn’t care. For him, the difference 
between night and day was entirely inconsequential. He liked the dark-
ness because it scared many of the physicals.

A dog barked at his unseen presence, and the nearby goats, feeling 
some unfamiliar apprehension, also trotted away. Lucifer hissed at the 
dog and it ran yelping, tail between its legs.

The camp held several attending spirits of light, but they ignored 
him and continued their work. After all he had just met with Father, and 
he wasn’t there to fight. Normally, when such work was at hand, Lucifer 
would be accompanied by a guard detail; not so much for his safety, but 
to perform tasks he identified while he was busy. Still, with every step 
closer to the tents, Followers emerged from the ground to accompany 
him.

Lucifer stopped and quickly sent them away. He didn’t want them 
changing the feeling in the camp, and especially not alert Abram to his 
dark presence. This time, he knew his influence would have to resemble 
something entirely familiar to Abram, something warm and reassuring 
like that of Jeshuan’s influence as the Holy Spirit. He had to leave no 
doubt in Abram’s mind that the command to sacrifice his son, Isaac, was 
coming directly from God; a task he felt confident he could accomplish.

Lucifer entered Abram’s tent after having passed through the cloth 
walls and curtains without hindrance. He found Abram kneeling in prayer, 
intently expressing his heartfelt thankfulness to Father for the new day.
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Prayer was an excellent opportunity to influence one such as Abram, 
so Lucifer approached gently, easily, as if a being of light. Upon hear-
ing the words and desire from Abram to receive heavenly counsel and 
guidance, Lucifer whispered tenderly, small and still, “If you love me, 
sacrifice your son, Isaac. Prove your trust to me through obedience.” 
Lucifer repeated the message several times until he was sure Abram 
understood.

The man was clearly shocked by what he heard, and for a moment 
he opened his eyes and looked around as if sensing the deception. 
Lucifer stilled himself, his feelings of hatred and anger, and when Abram 
returned to prayer, he repeated the message again. This time, when 
Abram heard the message, he began to cry. And with a heavy heart he 
pleaded with Father to not ask such a thing of him.

Lucifer had never worked like this before, but the effect was enlight-
ening. Finally, after what seemed like a lengthy spiritual struggle, Abram 
acknowledged the message. When the patriarch began to weep in ear-
nest, Lucifer walked away, satisfied with his work. He allowed himself 
a congratulatory smile, knowing that he could accomplish the task of 
influence on his own, original timeline.

As a proven imposter of light, Lucifer knew he would be free to sway 
the hearts of trusting and obedient men of God on mere pretense, and 
make them believe they were acting in accordance with God’s com-
mands. With a hearty laugh, Lucifer called for the portal. And while 
stepping through the passage he relaxed with the realization that the 
challenge of Abram would be much easier than he thought possible.



221

thirteen

DESERT DWELLER

F
or the fifth time, the life of Moses flashed before Lucifer’s attentive 
eyes. The large display covered the back wall of his private office, and 

offered exquisite three-dimensional detail. More than sufficient to see 
all the detail he needed to assess Moses’ life and surroundings. At the 
bottom of the display ran a marquee of Moses’ thoughts, but his words 
emitted from the screen from his mouth, as if Lucifer was there listening. 
It felt as if he was there standing next to the prophet.

Grudgingly, Lucifer admitted to himself that Father was very good 
at selecting and placing his elites. It was something about him that 
annoyed Lucifer to no end. The Old Man’s adage of, “People, Placement, 
Progress,” was far too accurate a statement to be a mere colloquial-
ism. Lucifer realized he would have to get much better at predicting the 
elites if he was to anticipate their arrival, and greater still, affect their 
impact on the world.

A seemingly impossible task given Father’s subtle and indirect appli-
cation of strategy. But Lucifer was learning how Father worked, felt he 
was catching up with him, even. Moses’ life review moved across the 
display at normal speed, and Lucifer pushed thoughts of Father aside to 
concentrate. The review of Moses’ life was not an exercise of curiosity, 
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but rather one of necessity. Lucifer was looking for thoughts and actions 
that would help him in Father’s court.

To pose an effective argument against Yeshua’s appeal of clemency, 
Lucifer needed all the derogatory information he could find against 
Moses. The former prophet was about to walk free for the crime of phys-
ical murder, and that didn’t sit well with Lucifer.

With a wave of his hand, Lucifer paused the review to study his 
notes. After writing in his tablet, Lucifer studied the display. Moses, a 
man of some forty years, but fit and strong from living a life of royalty, 
and dressed in the finest of Egyptian apparel, stood frozen in place after 
he had just struck and killed an Egyptian task master who had been 
whipping an Israeli laborer.

It was murder, clear and simple. From Lucifer’s perspective, it didn’t 
matter if Moses meant to kill the man or not, the taskmaster had died, 
and he would argue murder over manslaughter. Either charge would 
have meant more to the Israelites than the Egyptians, for the former 
were much more sensitive to the meaning of life. Regardless, Pharaoh 
was the only judge of such matters. His vizier pushed for Moses’ forced 
suicide, but then Moses fled and saved them the trouble. In other words, 
Moses escaped all accountability for his crime, and that angered Lucifer 
because he was not spared accountability or granted clemency when 
he acted against Eloise. No, for his charge of harm to the third-degree, 
he’d been stripped of his glory and exiled.

And now that Moses was gone from Earth – returned to the Realm in 
great glory – Lucifer wasn’t about to let the matter drop. He demanded 
a hearing. Had he been in Moses’ place, done what Moses did, he would 
have already been punished, or worse yet, reset. He studied the scene 
for several minutes before jotting down a few additional notes, and then 
allowed the review to continue forward with a wave of his hand.

No matter what Moses’ defense claimed, murder was and always 
would be a violation of physical and spiritual law. Was Moses above the 
law? Not in Lucifer’s book. Perhaps Yeshua was, his glorious defense glorious defense glorious
counselor, but to argue for Moses’ acquittal was absolutely absurd. To 
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even propose such a thing was unjust, one more double standard that 
was the Realm under Father’s rule. He didn’t care that Moses sacrificed; 
that he was denied access to Canaan, or had to wander the desert for 
forty years. He was a prophet of God who murdered a man, and he must 
be made to stand accountable.

It made the absurdity of Yeshua’s request for clemency absolute. 
Who was Yeshua to even make such an appeal. He wasn’t even their 
Savior yet. Such pre-determination certainly didn’t afford Yeshua pre-
eminence. Just the act of offering clemency meant Moses was culpable.

Moses had to stand trial for his crime. At a minimum, he should be 
made to endure at least his physical life time – a hundred years at least – 
of Lucifer’s torment. Instead, he was in the Realm, enjoying the benefit 
of heavenly status for a job well done.

There was no justice. If Moses didn’t stand accountable, it would 
destabilize everything he built on Earth, all the discipline and order. 
There should be no exception to such a crime, period. To grant clem-
ency would show more than favoritism, it would ignore the laws that 
defined the Order of Light. There was no such thing as justifiable homi-
cide. There was simply truth, and Lucifer proposed the truth. It was mur-
der. He was there. He saw it with his own eyes.

Lucifer was willing to overlook all the lives lost to war and cor-
ruption under Moses’ leadership, but not that one Egyptian. The 
taskmaster’s guilt or innocence at that moment was not for Moses to 
determine. He had as much a right to live as did Moses. Puffed up 
in his own importance, Moses not only blasphemed God by acting 
in his stead, but he acted in anger. And Lucifer knew well what came 
from anger. His anger led him down a similar path. But he was held 
accountable.

There were other matters to consider about Moses, which is why 
Lucifer examined every detail of the man’s life. But he had a plan. Win 
or lose, the case would affect the ability to influence all the dispensa-
tional prophets to come. One way or another, Lucifer would get some-
thing from this work; and if not Moses, then one of Father’s upcoming 
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prophets. Somewhere down the line, he would have his way with one of 
them. Only then would his anger be assuaged; at least on one particular 
point.

Until then, time was of the essence. There was other work to be 
done, and he was tired of focusing all his attention on Moses. In fact, 
he’d much rather focus on Elijah, who was just beginning to exert him-
self as Father’s next prophet on Earth. Indeed, Lucifer would love noth-
ing more than to devote his full attention to the annoying, little man. 
But first things first, his duties as commander in the War of Opposition 
demanded that he address the matter of Moses with due diligence. 
Besides, he was the only one who could handle Yeshua in court.

Lucifer’s victory over his brother would be sweet. Even if Yeshua 
won, Lucifer would still gain something from it. And if Yeshua lost, the 
win would be doubly sweet. He would enjoy seeing Moses punished, 
but the better deal for Lucifer was to actually lose to Yeshua and then 
petition the court by leveraging the contractual clause for balance. He 
would then be allowed to influence commensurate to Father’s involve-
ment with Moses and Moses’ sin. But he knew better than to approach 
the trial from that angle, so he prepared and presented himself as one 
seeking justice.

And murder was not the only argument he planned to raise against 
Moses. There were serious issues of disobedience and pride, such as 
when Moses was at Meribah. There was also the significant matter of 
Aaron’s related infractions with the Golden Calf, and the death of so 
many Hebrew followers as a consequence. When Moses was on the 
mount speaking to God, his brother allowed idol worship. Everything 
that happened, or didn’t happen, was Moses’ responsibility. Such was 
the burden of command.

The idol worship event was a great victory for Beshur, and earned 
him many an accolade from Lucifer and the commanders; all of which 
served to elevate his status among the Followers. But the Golden Calf 
was only one of many upsets to challenge Moses’ efforts to establish 
a new foundation for the Order of Light on Earth. Man, so pathetically 
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weak, was inevitably prone to failure, and Lucifer loved shoving it in their 
faces.

Still, Father had an uncanny ability to turn defeat into victory. Though 
Lucifer displayed frustration at being overcome by Father’s actions, he 
truly enjoyed watching Father correct the course of man. Father’s abil-
ity to recover from any number of setbacks was truly remarkable. Then 
again, mused Lucifer, maybe it wasn’t recovery as much as his detailed 
strategic planning. Father had a gift for overcoming upsets, and making 
a bad situation work in his favor.

He hoped to be as effective as Father one day. Swimming in his 
wake was tiring and often very disappointing, but also unavoidable. He 
was, after all, Father. But just once, Lucifer would like to out maneuver 
the Old Man. Continued influence over his followers depended on at 
least an occasional triumphant victory, like that which lead to the Flood. 
Future operational motivation depended on another dispensational vic-
tory, and in this case, it needed to be Moses.

So, with only hours before the hearing was scheduled to begin, 
Lucifer was eager to finalize his argument, present his prosecution to 
the court, and enjoy a short rest before resuming the fight against Elijah.

Lucifer accelerated Moses’ life review with a wave of his hand and 
watched, but his mind went to the upcoming hearing. His opening argu-
ment was sure to dispel any and all sympathy for the former prophet. 
And his closing should convince the court that Moses should be stripped 
of all his glory and confined, or better yet, handed over to Lucifer to 
serve out a sentence of confinement for the duration of Earth’s life-cycle.

Lucifer grunted when he recalled the trouble Moses continued to 
present even after he was safely sequestered in the Realm. He’d peti-
tioned Father to consider reducing the impact of opposition by lessen-
ing the veil. It was strange, really, how Moses argued the same thing 
Lucifer did before the election. Now that the prophet had experienced 
the physical effects of life on Earth, he was eager to lessen the impact 
for his posterity; a naive effort on all accounts. Such changes were virtu-
ally impossible to enact now that the Verse was observing.
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The formula for Earth was fixed, as was Lucifer’s mission of 
Opposition. Why Moses thought he could affect change when he never 
served a minute in the Army of Opposition made Lucifer laugh. Besides, 
there was no changing the veil, not this far into the project. As far as 
Lucifer was concerned, after having adapted to the mission that was 
his punishment, he was not interested in reducing his effectiveness by 
allowing the physicals a chance to see what he was really doing.

Lucifer returned his focus to Moses’ life review, but he only casually 
watched it as it rapidly sped by. He allowed it to run while he searched 
for a specific time tag; a place marked to review a specific event. Since 
being granted permission to examine Moses’ life review, which was 
something that was rarely allowed, Lucifer quickly learned how best to 
navigate a lifetime of thoughts and actions.

Father granted Lucifer the right to watch Moses’ life only on petition, 
claiming there was nothing Moses had to hide. Hide indeed, thought 
Lucifer. Then perhaps Yeshua would accept responsibility for Moses’ act. 
That would result in an interesting outcome.

Lucifer knew most of Moses’ story through direct, real time contact. 
But the life review proved insightful. He realized he’d missed important 
elements of Moses’s life; perspectives that never occurred to him. He 
was used to pushing influence, not caring at all what the person under 
his influence felt, only that they responded to his will, not Father’s.

The scene where Moses reacted to the murder of the Egyptian task-
master was something Lucifer had missed. Not that it was important at 
the time, but there was shock and surprise on Moses’ face. The shock 
didn’t register with Lucifer because he was busy enjoying Moses’ pre-
ceding anger. Such anger was something Lucifer understood very well, 
having fell victim to it in both formats: physical and spiritual. In fact, he 
did very little to nurture Moses’ anger with the taskmaster. The future 
prophet’s fate was sealed, or so Lucifer believed, when he killed the man 
out of anger.

Anger made Moses powerful and strong, or so he was pushed to 
believe from his youth. The deadly force of the blow Moses administered, 
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killed the man instantly. It earned him a focused influence of pride from 
Lucifer’s many attending agents, but that pride only terrified Moses fur-
ther. He was completely numb by the shock of his act, which meant he 
all but ignored everything except fear. “What have I done?!” is what 
Lucifer read repeatedly as Moses’ thoughts passed by on the caption at 
the bottom of the display.

To Lucifer’s joy, the single blow to the side of the man’s head set into 
motion a series of events that led to Moses’ self-exile to allude account-
ability and punishment. How such a thing could result in Moses becom-
ing a prophet was beyond Lucifer. It made absolutely no sense – unless 
Father sanctioned the murder.

Once again, Lucifer reflected on how a similar event led to his own 
exile. He struggled with his own anger, was in fact sometimes reliant on 
it, familiar with its use and impact. Indeed, Moses might have been a 
valiant servant of Father before he assumed a physical life on Earth, but 
he corrupted his second estate through pride and anger. Prophet or not, 
he sinned like Lucifer.

Why he even needed to present a prosecution against Moses was 
beyond him, but he would play Father’s games. There was no question 
in his mind that Moses was guilty and deserved punishment. If Lucifer his mind that Moses was guilty and deserved punishment. If Lucifer his
was to be the only person to point out that fact, then so be it. But some-
thing had to be done

Inimicus, Lucifer’s intelligence officer, narrowed Moses’ physical 
arrival down to a period of two years, which was reasonable given the 
Hebrew birthrate at that time. But thanks to Lucifer’s guidance, his staff 
officer knew what to look for.

What happened next was a detailed program of influence directed 
against Pharaoh, who then ordered the death of all Hebrew male chil-
dren born during that same time period. The influence Lucifer applied 
to Pharaoh was irrelevant, but the foundation that consistently served 
him was fear; fear of what most concerned Pharaoh, a loss of power.

All that mattered to Lucifer was that the arrival of Moses be affected. 
He wanted to upset Father’s timeline sufficiently to dramatically influence 
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Moses’s ability to set the foundation of Israel. Lucifer knew he was com-
ing, but not the exact time, which was why he pushed Pharaoh toward 
infanticide. Lucifer knew all the elites and their approximate arrival times – 
he memorized the dispensational placement for all of Earth’s elites 
before he was exiled – but Father also knew this. And he was careful.

Perhaps Father sanctioned Moses’ murder of the Egyptian taskmas-
ter to put me off his trail, thought Lucifer, move and countermove.

Believing the threat of Moses resolved with the exile, Lucifer imme-
diately redirected his attention to Father’s next possible dispensa-
tional elite. Later, when Moses appeared in Pharaoh’s court demanding 
the release of his people, Lucifer was livid. Once again, he had been 
out maneuvered by Father, and with a bush of all things. The War of 
Opposition seemed, at times, to be completely ludicrous. Why bother 
opposing if Father always ended up getting what he wanted?

From that point forward, Moses’ influence was personal for Lucifer. He 
learned to hate the prophet almost as much as he hated Michael, which 
is why he refused to accept Moses’ clemency. Someone had to make the 
murderer stand accountable for his actions, and if not Moses, then Father.

Lucifer paused and reversed the review to just before the murder. 
He then played it forward, backed it up again, and played it forward 
several more times in quick succession before finally pausing it. Lucifer 
snorted at the display, noting with satisfaction that, when the gravity of 
the situation actually sank in, Moses looked truly scared.

He had been there to amplify that fear, for fear, he knew, was a great 
motivator for sin. Indeed, no man was spared the generosity of Lucifer’s 
abundant influence of fear. It drove people to act in darkness like no 
other influence. It was fear he used to introduce man to human sacrifice 
before the Great Flood.

Lucifer moved the review forward with a wave of his hand, proceed-
ing ahead at normal speed, with only cursory attention. While it ran, he 
allowed his mind to settle more firmly on Father’s pattern of employ-
ment with his prophets, or at least what Father might have planned for 
his future ones.
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There was a pattern to his process, but it was very fluid, like water. 
Sometimes, Lucifer could see the course and effect of Father’s plans. 
Like a river, Father’s course sometimes dried up, but mostly it spilled 
over its banks and cut a new path through time. In such cases, the course 
changed so significantly that it completely diverged from its original 
path. It made predicting Fathers actions extremely difficult.

As for Father’s prophets, more often than not, they represented a 
similar challenge when it came to prediction. Father seemed to enjoy 
rising them from ashes – taking low things and making them high. 
Occasionally, Father’s elites emerged already in high places, but those 
he quickly tore down before building them back up to his liking.

Father’s placement program was nothing short of amazing, which 
was something Lucifer understood on a personal level. Since being 
called as Earth’s Opposer, Lucifer had not stopped wondering about 
the path that led him there. He knew it was no accident – nothing with 
Father was an accident – and that didn’t sit well with Lucifer. And if 
he was played into the job it must have begun many life-played into the job it must have begun many life-played phases ago. 
One day he would ask Father about it, but not now. The resulting anger 
would slow him down, and he didn’t need that. Besides, he needed 
more proof.

Lucifer focused on the display. After seeing nothing of interest, he 
turned away, stretched long and hard, and looked back at his notes. 
The word “refinement” was circled and underlined. Father’s so-called
refinement process didn’t always work with all his choice candidates, but 
when it did, it produced effective and influential light bearers.

The effectiveness of Father’s refining process interested Lucifer. It 
was so effective on Earth that Lucifer rarely searched for Father’s elites in 
lofty places. If one of the possible elites was born into wealth and status, 
or had faced no genuine life trials, Lucifer seldom bothered examining 
them. That’s how Moses slipped past him before the murder. After the 
murder, well, that was obvious. He should have lost his elite status.

Father certainly held the advantage when it came to the place-
ment of his elites, but primarily because he was a very effective time 
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manager. In fact, Father’s use of time was entirely unique in the Verse. 
He’d enjoyed an undiminished reputation for successful time manage-
ment long before Earth was even proposed to the Versal Council. Lucifer 
knew he could learn something from Father when it came to time, but 
he lacked the keys.

As the High Judge of the Realm, Father possessed the Keys of Time, 
something Lucifer very much desired. Without them, there was no way 
he could ever hope to catch Father, let alone surpass him. But such 
keys could not be stolen, nor were they given freely. To earn the Keys 
of Time, one had to possess great glory and be in a position of great and be in a position of great and
authority.

After his fall, Lucifer knew he would never reach Father’s glory, but 
there were other forms of glory to be had, such as by being the Versal 
Opposer. He could make new glory for himself in that way, and do it 
much more effectively than either the former or interim Mahan. Lucifer 
was already planning to make significant changes when it happened, 
when he was elected. He just needed to be consistently productive, 
careful and patient. All things he wasn’t very good at, but was learning 
from.

Still only half watching the review, Lucifer waved his hand to accel-
erate Moses’ life review to several times its normal speed. The scenes 
passed in a blur of light and dark flashes, but Lucifer need only watch for 
the tags he already placed. Like flipping through the pages of a book to 
find a mark, he waved his hand to the next tag of choice. When Mount 
Nebo was visible, Lucifer slowed the review.

For the most part, Moses’ life in exile was extremely dull. The real 
excitement didn’t start until he appeared in Pharaoh’s court. It was then 
that Lucifer took a personal interest in Moses. Then the endless wander-
ing. So, after departing Egypt with the Hebrews, Lucifer left the work 
of Moses’ influence to his Generals. Then later, after wasting time with 
several legions of troops on direct influence, Lucifer turned them from 
Moses and set them on his people.
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Like Adam, Moses grew entirely resistant to Lucifer’s influence. The 
prophet remained entirely focused, and generally impenetrable to even 
the slightest influence. Lucifer regretted not staying with Moses after the 
murder. It was a missed opportunity, and one that could have changed 
things if he only persisted. But the murder, that should have changed 
things for Moses. Lucifer let down his guard, but it wouldn’t happen 
again, not even with any potential elite. Father was way too crafty to be 
predictable.

Lucifer pointed at the display with two fingers and flicked his hand to 
the right. The scene jumped to Moses’ time as a shepherd. He watched 
as Moses married Zipporah and became a father. Lucifer flicked his fin-
gers once more and the review advanced again. The event he wanted 
to review again was of great significance to Lucifer, the burning bush.

Lucifer responded quickly to the bush incident. He petitioned Father 
for counterbalance and was granted an opportunity to directly confront 
Moses on the Mount, but by then Moses was Father’s man. After having 
been transfigured by Yeshua, there was little Lucifer could do to tempt 
him. It suggested equal balance was almost superfluous. The entire 
encounter resembled that of a show, with Lucifer’s influence little more 
than a sorry act. It was clearly not his best work, but it was the best he 
could do with the time given him. He would be much better prepared 
when he openly met Yeshua.

He watched the life review and studied the scene just before the 
bush. When the flames suddenly appeared, the sheep, grazing nearby, 
remained oblivious to what should have been a very real threat to their 
safety. Only Moses seemed to notice, and he calmly approached the 
bush and stood before it transfixed.

Yellow and orange tongues of flame leaped high into the air, but 
the flames were spiritual, and therefore much clearer and cleaner than 
those of an actual, physical fire. The fire obviously intrigued Moses, and 
he was just about to reach out his hand and touch the flames when they 
stopped. Then Moses stood frozen in place at the bush as if in a trance. 
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With his head tilted ever so slightly, as if listening, Moses held that posi-
tion for several minutes.

Lucifer didn’t bother reading the words that streamed at the bot-
tom of the display. He already knew what they said. But he was always 
interested in hearing what Father had to say to Moses. Or maybe it was 
Yeshua speaking; he wasn’t sure. At times, it was very difficult even for 
him to differentiate between the two, at least when they remained hid-
den from view. But it sounded like Father. He was always more direct, 
where Yeshua was more compassionate.

When Moses turned from the bush, he resumed tending to his sheep 
as if nothing happened. Even the bush looked unscarred by the flames, 
just another nondescript feature on the otherwise mostly barren slope of 
a mountain. The stream of words revealed to Lucifer that if Moses hadn’t 
actually seen it for himself, he would have doubted it ever happened.

With staff in hand, Moses strolled casually over to a smooth rock and 
sat. He unlatched his sandals, rinsed his feet with what precious water 
he carried on him in his water bag, and then put them back on again. 
Refreshed, Moses called his sheep and led them down the mountain 
and into a broad wadi where he found sweet grass for them to eat.

Thoughts streamed through Moses’ mind as he walked, and Lucifer 
studied them closely, looking for any anti-influence he could use in 
court. And when Moses looked up to heaven and prayed, Lucifer lis-
tened carefully to every word, though it bothered him to do so. But his 
examination of the man’s life required such discomfort. At this point, 
even Moses knew he wasn’t worthy of his calling, let alone Father’s per-
sonal attention.

Lucifer rubbed his brow with a thumb and forefinger and turned 
away from the display. A break would be nice, but time was too short. 
He slid his notes aside and leaned back in his chair to rest his feet on the 
table, which was something he would never do with anyone but Dege 
in the room with him. The sense of urgency he felt passed through his 
hand, and with a few quick flicks of his wrist he accelerated Moses’ life 
review even more.
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After slowing the review a few times to gain perspective on where 
Moses was in his life, Lucifer once again stopped it when Moses stood 
before Pharaoh as a self-declared prophet of God. Pharaoh’s reaction to 
Moses was priceless, but his words against him even more so.

Lucifer had been with Pharaoh then, to help offset the influence of 
Moses’ light. But the man who fancied himself a god on Earth needed 
little help, for he was both proud and arrogant, and thus a perfect vessel 
for Lucifer’s influence. At that particular point, any of Lucifer’s captains 
could have managed the task of influencing Pharaoh, but this was some-
thing he wanted to handle personally.

The first-time Lucifer watched Moses’ life review, he was surprised to 
not see himself standing next to Pharaoh. Apparently, those who influ-
enced people were not recorded, or at least not shown on life review. 
However, there was a noticeable shift in the light next to Pharaoh. It was 
as if a dark light-bulb was turned on to absorb all white light. What little 
light the man retained was practically snuffed out by Lucifer’s presiding 
darkness. When Lucifer read Moses’ thoughts on the marquee, he was 
surprised to learn that Moses was aware of his presence. Apparently, 
Moses didn’t feel compelled to share that insight with Pharaoh, which 
made sense when one thought of oneself as a god, as did Pharaoh. He 
wouldn’t have listened anyway.

So, while Moses demanded the release of Israel, Lucifer effectively 
influenced Pharaoh not to budge. It was a fun and exciting time for 
Lucifer, to see the effects of his influence against a prophet. Whispering 
into Pharaoh’s ear, telling him not to allow them to leave, that it would 
ruin everything for Pharaoh, was invigorating. Telling him there were 
too many to leave, that if they left, the economy would collapse. Lucifer 
whispered that, and many other things to Pharaoh, and when it worked, 
Lucifer celebrated in Hell.

Lucifer understood Father’s game in this regard, he knew Moses 
would leave with the Hebrews, but Lucifer was not about to make it 
easy for anyone, especially Moses. Indeed, he liked complicating things. 
It was, after all, his job to make life difficult for the physicals. But one 
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thing was absolute, no matter how hard he worked to influence man, 
the choice was always theirs to make. He couldn’t make Physicals do 
anything against their will. It was a testimony to his skill as The Opposer 
whenever man chose to follow him instead of Father.

Lucifer watched as Moses and Aaron faced off with Pharaoh and his 
magicians. The six men who advised Pharaoh on all manner of Egyptian 
deity were standing nearby, ready to respond to Moses with dark magic. 
The master of them, Zezemonekh, trained his acolytes in the dark arts, 
and they were nearly as effective. They were all powerful magicians who 
worshiped Lucifer through their art, but not him directly, rather through 
their associative idol.

Apparently, Father didn’t seem to care how terribly his children 
behaved on Earth. But how he could ignore the most serious of trans-
gressions on Moses’ own life review, by one of his elites no less, was 
beyond Lucifer. More should be expected of the elites, not less. Father 
should have addressed the matter himself, and not left it to Lucifer.

He fast-forwarded the review once more and watched as the scenes 
quickly blurred by: day and night, plague and death, approach and 
argument. Until finally, Pharaoh, numb from Moses’ influence, relented 
and let them go. The loss of his own son broke his spirit. But not for 
long. Before the mourning period was even over, Lucifer penetrated 
Pharaoh’s resolve and convinced him to mobilize his Army and pursue 
Moses.

Lucifer recalled sharing Pharaoh’s frustration as a field commander. 
Maintaining an effective and disciplined pursuit force was not easy. 
Pharaoh expected his men to be strong enough to march quickly 
and slaughter the Hebrews when they arrived, but he was absolutely 
amazed at how Moses managed to move over a million refugees so 
quickly through the desert. It defied logic. Lucifer knew Father must 
have helped them. The lead also helped, truly, but Pharaoh should have 
caught them well before the Red Sea.

It had required a great deal of influence to maintain Pharaoh’s pride 
and anger, but Lucifer had the whole of the Army of Opposition at his 
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disposal. Some drove the blood-lust in Pharaoh’s men, and the rest tried 
to strike fear in the minds of Moses’ people. He wanted them to panic 
and scatter, not to move in calm, disciplined order.

He stopped the display when Moses stood to part the Red Sea. Try 
as he might, Lucifer could find no dispute for such an act in the contract. 
Father might have worked through Moses, but Moses sought the power 
of God on his own accord, not demanding, but trusting and with faith. 
Still, he considered it an imbalance of power.

Lucifer enjoyed watching the event knowing what was about to hap-
pen. It was an extremely unpleasant surprise the first time around, but 
he was comfortable with it now. Many joined his ranks because of it. 
Lucifer accelerated the scene to the parting and then closing of the sea 
to drown Pharaoh’s army. Seeing and feeling the terror of those men, 
when they saw their inevitable fate, warmed him. It was funny, really, 
how strongly man held onto life, as if it was the only life they would 
have, or the best. But Lucifer knew it to be another effect of the veil.

Lucifer was about to fast-forward the review once again when there 
was a knock at his door. Dege entered before Lucifer could invite him, 
and said, “A tunnel has opened, My Lord.”

Lucifer’s irritation at being interrupted dissipated and he said, “I’ll 
be ready in a moment.”

“But my Lord, the tunnel is for an arrival, not your departure. There 
is a messenger, here.”

“Who is it?” he snapped.
“It is Nathaniel,” replied Dege.
“Nathaniel! What is he doing here? Has he come to escort me?”
“Oh, no, my Lord,” said Dege. “He comes with an official statement 

for you to review. He said he will only deliver it to you.”
“I see,” replied Lucifer. “Then let him in . . . and allow us an uninter-

rupted parlay.”
“As you wish, my Lord,” said Dege, and he opened the door and 

stepped aside while gesturing for Nathaniel to enter. Nathaniel nod-
ded courteously to Dege, and then turned to face Lucifer with a look 
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of abject indifference, offering neither a smile nor a frown, but always 
polite.

“For you,” said Nathaniel, as he handed Lucifer a large white scroll. 
When Lucifer accepted it, Nathaniel pulled out a chair and sat facing 
Lucifer’s desk, watching closely as he first opened and then began to 
read the scroll.

Lucifer looked up and said, “From the Council of the Realm . . .” his 
voice trailed off before he added a moment later, “It recommends that 
I accept Father’s offer, but the offer is not listed here. Is there another 
scroll?”

“There is not,” replied Nathaniel. “I was asked to communicate it 
verbally.”

“And?” asked Lucifer, when Nathaniel didn’t relay the message 
quickly enough.

“Just know that this is not my agreement,” said Nathaniel.
Lucifer shrugged and widened his eyes in mock surprise while add-

ing, “Do tell.”
Nathaniel sighed and said, “Father wants you to know that if 

you drop the matter with Moses, he will grant you dispensational 
recourse . . . an opportunity to influence a future prophet at the time of 
your choosing.”

Lucifer leaned back in his chair and stared blankly at Nathaniel for 
a moment. Now it was his turn to reveal nothing of his emotions. But 
he was surprised. What Father offered was no small thing. He already 
knew when he would use it. There was not another prophet set among 
the Gentiles for several thousand years, the last dispensation in fact. “I 
require this offer in writing,” replied Lucifer.

“I will not take your request to Father. He expects you to accept his 
word from me, his appointed messenger,” replied Nathaniel.

Lucifer leaned forward and cupped his chin in his hand. He studied 
Nathaniel for a moment and said, “Fine.” He stood and added, “You 
have never deceived me, nor has Father. But he has misled me from 
time to time.”
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“Not understanding Father can seem like he has misled, but I assure 
you, he does not mislead.”

Now it was Lucifer’s turn to sigh. “I do not expect you to understand 
what I mean. You have been his agent for many things, and your loyalty 
to him is absolute.”

“I understand better than you realize, we are brother, are we not? 
Even here, in this place, and your mission. Though I do not envy your 
placement.”

“I didn’t ask for your sympathy,” snapped Lucifer.
“Nor did I offer it,” replied Nathaniel. “I was simply stating that we 

are brothers in the truest sense, having learned together at Father’s feet 
when we were both young.”

Lucifer snorted and said, “That was a long time ago.”
Nathaniel smiled in reply. “Father also wanted me to thank you for 

releasing Garon.”
“The spy? Yes, I know he is special to you, a family member even. 

But do not trifle with me here . . . in this place . . . as you call it. I do not 
condone espionage.”

“You mean one-sided espionage,” corrected Nathaniel.
“Fine. Yes. I cannot spy on Father. But what need does he have to 

spy when he can see all things.”
“Think of them more as . . . reporters. They return with news of the 

work and share it with the Realm. There are many who want to know 
about their loved ones down here. And you know as well as I, Father 
wears many hats now. His workload increased dramatically when this 
project began. He has little time to watch everything, everywhere. It’s 
why he sent me,” replied Nathaniel.

“Too busy for court?” quipped Lucifer. “I cannot abide the sin of 
Moses. He should not be given glory for murder.”

“Father sometimes uses his children to facilitate progress along a 
specific path. What Moses did may appear as murder, but it served a 
much greater purpose. Father needed him out of Egypt, and it was the 
only way he could get Moses to leave. Nothing else worked. We gamed 
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it countless ways, and . . . murder was the only way through the maze 
of agency.”

“Father sanctioned the murder?” barked Lucifer. “I find that hard to 
believe.”

“There are many things on Earth that are hard to believe. We both 
understand the nature of life here, how the trials are unique and difficult, 
but Father did not sanction the murder any more than Moses meant to 
kill the man. The placement and strength of the blow was irrelevant. 
Father called the taskmaster home. He could have done it any number 
of ways, but he chose to take him when Moses was present. Again, 
Moses needed motivation to leave Egypt.”

Lucifer rubbed his forehead and said, “I tire of these games. It was 
not like this on any other world.” Nathaniel was about to comment but 
Lucifer held up his hand to stop him. “I still wish to present my argument 
to the court.”

“Father knew you would say that,” said Nathaniel as he came to 
his feet. Lucifer stood with him, and the two men stared openly at each 
other over Lucifer’s desk. “There will be no hearing. The Realm Council 
already moved to acquit Moses. He is a free man. He will retain his 
glory.”

Lucifer’s face clouded as if a fast-moving thunderstorm suddenly 
appeared in his mind. He seethed in anger, his face growing red with 
barely controlled rage. To Nathaniel’s surprise, Lucifer managed to 
steady, and then entirely calm himself. After dropping back into his seat, 
Lucifer swallowed and said, “I see.” He then picked up the scroll and 
turned it to ashes. They fell to the desk in dark pieces, some still smol-
dering on the edges. Lucifer blew them to the floor with a powerful 
breath and said, “That is what I think of Father’s offer.”

Nathaniel shrugged, but said nothing. They stared at each other for 
another moment and Lucifer asked, “What would you do if you were in 
my position?”

Nathaniel nodded and resumed his seat across from Lucifer. With 
a tilt of his head, he blinked once to clear the ever-present particles of 
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fine dust floating in the air from the destroyed scroll, and said, “I assume 
you’re talking about being The Opposer, and not prosecuting Moses?”

Lucifer offered a hand gesture that communicated, “of course” 
and Nathaniel continued. “I was always impressed with your interest in 
knowledge and intelligence. The questions you asked, the information 
you sought . . . most impressive. You inspired me to learn. Everyone was 
inspired by you.”

“But . . .” replied Lucifer, plaintively.
“No buts,” answered Nathaniel. “Yet I do wonder if you will one day 

return to the Order. In fact, I am still curious why you turned against it?”
Lucifer sighed and said, “It, turned against me.”
“How so? I was there. I’ve also reviewed your file. It happened 

shortly after your time on Keshin . . . when you lost Sahar. You were dif-
ferent from that time forward. What . . .”

“Do not use that name in my presence!” shouted Lucifer as he shot 
to his feet. Nathaniel nodded respectfully and watched Lucifer earnestly.

“I meant no offense, brother. Forgive me, please,” asked Nathaniel 
with a bow.

Lucifer turned his back to Nathaniel and said, “There is nothing to 
be learned from my file, and you should not assume to sympathize with 
me over the loss of my woman. You did not know her.”

“And what of mine? Is that why you attacked Eloise?”
“If you read my file, then you know why I attacked Eloise,” replied 

Lucifer, and he turned to face Nathaniel with a scowl, as if desiring a fight.
“I did not come here to fight with you, brother. But I will help you 

however I can. Do you wish me to send word to anyone in the Realm? 
Mother, perhaps?”

Lucifer looked down at his hands and replied, “Everything I need is 
here with me now,” replied Lucifer. “I have no need for Mother.”

“Then I will leave you,” said Nathaniel as he stood. Before he turned 
to leave he added with sincerity, “Thank you for your service.”

Dege entered the office as soon as Nathaniel left. “Do you require 
anything of me, Master?”
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“Yes. Shut the door and leave me in peace.”
Dege quietly pulled the office door closed and returned to his desk 

to record the minutes of Lucifer’s meeting with Nathaniel. He was upset 
Lucifer destroyed the scroll. The document would have served as a con-
tract for access to a later prophet, but Dege also agreed that Father 
was a man of his word. The only thing that mattered to Father was what 
was written in Earth’s Book of Life. Dege kept a similar book for Lucifer. 
Records were everything.

However, what did worry Dege was Nathaniel’s attempt to reconcile 
Lucifer’s relationship with Mother. He wondered if she had something to 
do with Sahar’s reset. If not, why would Nathaniel mention her? Mother 
was not involved with the project, or at least she was sequestered from 
it, but was she acting behind the scenes? Her and Father most assuredly 
talked, he was certain of it, but why mention Sahar to Lucifer?

After jotting down a few notes in his record book, Dege got up and 
left the conference room. He locked and pulled the door closed and 
posted a large, “Do not disturb,” mark for all to see. Beshur and Zurell 
were permitted to appear in the conference room, but the mark would 
keep them out. Dege was careful that way. He was also very protective 
of his responsibility to Lucifer.

Just the mention of Sahar tended to spin Lucifer into a deep and 
lengthy depression, and Dege had no desire to be around when that 
depression broke. It usually always resulted in anger. So, he knew better 
than to remain and be screamed at. Sympathy was not one of Dege’s 
strong points, nor was compassion. He had lost both long ago. He was, 
after all, an aid, not a wet-nurse.
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Fourteen

THE HAND

A 
gust of wind fluttered the length of the long, beige robe draped over 
and around Caiaphas’ shoulders. Like a banner, the priestly outer-

garment, worn only by the Nasi or president of the Sanhedrin high court 
and representing great power and authority, flew out from his waist at 
the wide purple sash that served as his belt.

Deep in thought, Caiaphas ignored the general indignity of the wind 
and its obvious indifference to his status while he considered the day. 
The recent court session of the Sanhedrin was particularly challenging, 
harsh even, and the coming night promised more of the same. Tired and 
in need of rest, Caiaphas longed for the matter of Jesus to be behind 
him, to return to his normal routine. And soon it would be. They were 
almost rid of him.

A handful of small, dried leaves also responded to the wind and 
went hissing across the smooth stone floor of the temple terrace. Fallen 
from the collection of small, ornamental olive trees set in large, finely 
crafted clay pots around him, Caiaphas ignored them with a shiver. It 
was an odd thing to do, to shiver, given the enduring hot tempera-
tures of the night. But he hardly noticed. Like the leaves baked dry in 
the sun and left to swirl around in the wind until they collected against 
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the ornate stone balustrade on which he leaned, Caiaphas’ mind also 
swirled with a wind of worry and fear about the final resolution of Jesus. 
His mental balustrade was Pilate, the Governor of Rome, and he worried 
that he would not sanction Jesus’ crucifixion.

A chill swept down his spine and he pushed away from the balus-
trade. Am I catching a cold? Of all the challenges, now this too? There Am I catching a cold? Of all the challenges, now this too? There Am I catching a cold? Of all the challenges, now this too?
had also been a persistently odd feeling of discomfort, once unfamiliar, 
but now strong and hard to ignore. It felt like he was being watched 
by a malevolent threat, someone intent on doing him grave personal 
harm. Caiaphas turned quickly around in a tight circle and surveyed 
the terrace. Finding himself alone, he relaxed and leaned back against 
the balustrade once again. It was the desire to try and escape the cold 
watched feeling that drove him to the rooftop terrace. He thought the 
open space, the fresh air, would help him relax. It seemed the opposite 
was true. The discomfort had to be Jesus.

Another troubling metaphor for the wind, Jesus came and relent-
lessly upset the balance of life in Judea with mere words; spinning the 
people about, empowering the poor and underprivileged, and insult-
ing the authority and ruling class of Judea. But more importantly, Jesus 
ignored the law. No man had a right to unbalance the Law of Moses.

With a slight tilt of his head, Caiaphas stretched his neck to ease the 
soreness in it. Since this business with Jesus, it had been troubling him 
constantly. Spasms, and the occasional sharp jab of pain interrupted 
his thoughts, which was especially troubling during court sessions. He 
wanted to believe it was from working too hard, but he wondered if 
Jesus was behind it. Is the man as powerful as Lazarus claimed, and is 
he tormenting me this very minute?

Wanting peace, Caiaphas pushed the thought of Jesus from his 
mind and looked up. The night sky was clear and filled with countless 
stars. Not even the moon, which had not yet risen above the distant 
horizon, was prepared to dampen their glory. It was a fine evening to 
be on the terrace. The air, comfortable despite the unseasonably hot 
temperatures they’d been made to endure, was refreshing. And if not 
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for the occasional chill down his spine, the setting would have been 
altogether enjoyable.

Caiaphas stepped away from the balustrade and turned to face the 
direction of his palatial estate. In the distance, in the upper southwest 
sector of the city, he could see the outline of torches that illuminated 
the facing wall of his home. His was not the grandest of all the estates in 
the city, but it certainly wasn’t the least of them either. As Nasi, he was 
afforded many pleasant comforts, and the estate was one of them.

With the wind now in his face, Caiaphas crossed his arms to keep his 
robe from blowing open around his chest. No one could see him from 
below, but he had an image to uphold, personal if not public. He quickly 
scanned the route he would take when he returned home. Most of the 
city was dark, it’s vastness sectioned and divided by walls and inner-
walls, buildings and homes, and too many streets and alleys to name, all 
of which were difficult to know without experience.

He had grown up here and thus knew every inch of the city. But 
lately, the city felt less and less like home to him. Jesus was effectively 
wresting control from the appointed leaders of Judea, and setting him-
self up as King of the Jews. Caiaphas had to stop it. He was the only 
one. No one else could.

With his eyes, Caiaphas carefully traced the middle part of his route, 
representing the most dangerous leg of his short journey to and from 
home. Tactically, it was the area farthest from his two sanctuaries and 
posed the greatest risk to his safety. He had not yet been attacked, but 
Caiaphas felt the risk growing in his mind. He was a target; convinced 
Jesus’ followers were after him. Every shadow along the way, every cor-
ner of darkness near him held a secret threat that represented potential 
destruction. He was not a paranoid man, but that’s what Jesus brought 
to him, paranoia and fear. And an ever-present neck ache.

Still, he could not, would not, live within the walls of the temple 
grounds where guards stood at every door. Like most men, he preferred 
the comforts of his own home to anything work had to offer when it 
came to solace, privacy, and especially food. His personal option was 
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much better on all accounts, so he braved the walk to and from home 
every day.

Satisfaction filled him when he noticed that the entire route was well 
lit with torches. Yellow flames danced in the wind, exposing shadows 
and playing games on the walls with their shifting light. It was a measure 
of security only recently enacted, and he knew it would help ease his 
anxiety along the way.

It was no small thing to have torches added to the city’s general 
security plan. The city finance minister had balked at the cost of main-
taining the torches until he was robbed while walking home one eve-
ning. It served him right for opposing my idea in the first place, thought 
Caiaphas, as he rubbed again at a sudden sharp pain in his neck.

The official justification for the security measure was established by 
the court, and the torches were presented to the people as a method of 
preventing crime on the streets after dark; crime that seemed particu-
larly personal to all the wealthy city officials and temple patrons. But as 
far as Caiaphas was concerned, it was primarily for him. Strangely, none 
of the other court members felt his level of paranoia, but there was 
power and therefore inherent risk in being the Nasi, so he felt justified.

Eyes growing tired from the strain, Caiaphas forced himself to 
carefully trace the route once more, but more slowly this time. From 
torchlight to torchlight, his vision swept past the many closed stalls 
and courtyards; past the open windows where soft light from oil-lamps
spilled out from behind fluttering curtains, and finally, to his destination, 
the huge estate he called home. He scanned the route to try and iden-
tify another costly security feature; this one paid from his own purse. 
Where were the members of his security detail?

Like most of the men in the temple complex this evening, Caiaphas 
was well past his usual departure time. He would worry less if he could 
spot his security force, but he was unable to see anyone. With a low 
curse, Caiaphas took a long, deep breath and sighed heavily to relax. 
There was no need to get upset. They were there. They’d better be 
there.
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He took another long breath and enjoyed the therapeutic aspects 
of the exercise, especially after spending so much time in court. Lately, 
presiding over the activities of the Sanhedrin’s high court was more tax-
ing than usual. He felt deeply tired – as if he could sleep for a year. But 
there was work still to be done; loose ends to tie up.

The courtroom air was always stuffy and stale, and only slightly bet-
ter than that which filled the city streets at mid-day, since that air was day, since that air was day
always heavily laden with the many unpleasant smells of animals and 
humanity. But up here on the temple terrace high above the city, the 
air was clean and alive, and as close to mountain top fresh as he could 
manage.

After a few more deep, cleansing breaths to relax, Caiaphas 
attempted to clear his mind of the day’s court proceedings. Eventually, 
he gave up. It was virtually impossible given the excitement of things 
to come.

Thoughts of Jesus, of his activities and how he managed to dramati-
cally influence change through blasphemous philosophies, would not 
leave Caiaphas’ mind. Not until Jesus was dead and gone would he, or 
any of the other members of court, enjoy their peace. They loved their 
traditions, had fought long and hard to hold on to them, and no carpen-
ter was going to change things. He had to die, thought Caiaphas, as he 
absentmindedly rubbed his neck when another sharp pain struck him. 
He then said it aloud as if to reiterate the point, to drive it home in his 
mind, to convince himself, even, “He must die. It’s the only way to stop 
the movement.”

Like a splinter in his mind, the matter of Jesus festered inside 
Caiaphas, adding confusion, anger and a variety of other feelings he’d 
never felt before. At least not all at once. He imagined himself a level-
headed man, one of consistently clear and concise thoughts. But every-
thing changed with Jesus. Something about that man troubled him like 
no other, and the only way to rest was to eliminate the problem entirely.

The law was the best and only way to resolve him as a problem. 
Even Annas, his meddlesome father-in-law, was loath to make a martyr 
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of Jesus. But unlike Caiaphas, Annas was willing to take the risk. For 
Caiaphas to win back the people, he had to arrest and try Jesus in open 
court. Murder wouldn’t serve that purpose.

The only thing that stayed Caiaphas’ hand from issuing Jesus’ arrest 
warrant was Annas. He always insisted on pulling the strings of their 
carefully laid plans. Everything was made to run on his schedule. Still, 
Annas’ relationship with Pilate, and his understanding of Roman law, 
made him a necessary asset.

After much debate, Caiaphas achieved his objective and managed 
to convince Annas to legally contribute his connections and influence to 
help resolve the problem of Jesus. While murder would be quick and 
easy, it would not serve the mood of the city, nor bring the people back 
to the Law of Moses. No, they had to try Jesus, and Roman’s had to 
execute him. It was the only way forward.

As the former Roman-appointed high priest of the Sanhedrin, Annas 
continued to wield considerable power and influence among the ruling 
class of Sadducees. But Caiaphas knew they had to work together. “I 
would have had this mess cleaned up already,” were the words of Annas 
that echoed in Caiaphas’ mind every day. Timing was important, but so 
was precision.

Much to Caiaphas’ discontent, Annas’ influence with the Romans 
afforded him a special privilege that few others enjoyed. That meant 
Caiaphas, as much as he wished it, could not ignore the troubling old 
man. Annas demanded to know everything there was to know about 
Jesus, every day. He wanted first-hand reports of all the court proceed-
ings relating to Jesus and his followers. And if he wasn’t the first person 
to learn of Jesus’ news and activities, he would strip Caiaphas of his 
power. That threat was something Caiaphas took very seriously, for he 
knew other men in the Sanhedrin that would willingly obey Annas.

But Caiaphas knew Annas better than Annas realized. In fact, he 
knew that Annas’ interest in Jesus was not political, but personal. 
When Jesus upset the tables of the money changers in the temple, he 
became Annas’ personal target. Indeed, Jesus crossed a line when he 
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interrupted Annas’ flow of revenue during one of the largest earning 
days of the year. And when it occurred a second time, Annas was pre-
pared to murder Jesus himself. Caiaphas barely managed to assuage 
Annas’ murderous anger by promising to take appropriate legal action. 
But legal actions take time, and Annas was an impatient man.

Caiaphas reflected on the day’s proceedings. After the Sanhedrin 
painstakingly questioned the witnesses of Lazarus’ supposed resurrec-
tion, they called Lazarus to appear. Ultimately, it was his testimony of 
Jesus’ legitimacy that proved to be the most polarizing issue for the 
Sanhedrin. When Lazarus finished his testimony, Caiaphas issued a ver-
bal warning that, on pain of death, he was not to spread any blasphe-
mous testimony of Jesus’ work.

Lazarus wept openly at the order and he was immediately escorted 
from the court amid a series of sharp insults and threats from the court 
members. He was accused of lying, of being a fraud and causing dis-
cord among the people. And if it persisted, he would be sentenced to 
death.

After issuing Lazarus’ order of silence, the court moved to arrest 
Jesus. A majority passed the motion, after which fourteen members of 
the Sanhedrin, all of them Pharisees, resigned. Much to Caiaphas’ plea-
sure, they simply got up and walked out. Then, with the remaining ele-
ments of dissension gone from the floor, the motion was reissued and 
unanimously passed, which is exactly what Caiaphas desired. A unani-
mous vote would present a stronger argument to Pilate. The Roman 
governor would be much more willing to approve their request if they 
were completely aligned. Now, all that was needed was for Caiaphas to 
serve the warrant, and he couldn’t do that until after he met with Annas.

Despite Annas’ zealous desire to eliminate Jesus, Caiaphas knew 
some arrangements still had to be made. The results of the court would 
help, but he was concerned about Pilate. Since he doubted the Roman 
governor would honor blasphemy as a charge worthy of death. They’d 
have to fabricate an appropriate charge that would ensure an end of 
Jesus’ charade.
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It was a strict matter of Roman law that punishment for capital crimes 
be brought before the Roman governor, so only Pilate could approve 
a death sentence. The annoying little political clause all but rendered 
the Sanhedrin impotent in the eyes of the people. However, Pilate was 
known to sway to the influence of the Jewish court, with a healthy bribe, 
which is why Annas was involved. Such things were his specialty. Still, of 
all the Sadducees, no one understood Roman law better than Annas; 
yet another reason why Caiaphas capitulated to his demands.

And then there was Judas, one of Jesus’ closest friends and allies. 
Even he had doubts about the man’s work. And after their brief and pri-
vate meeting just hours ago, Judas agreed, for a mere penance of silver, 
to lead them to where Jesus was for the arrest. This was news Caiaphas 
was excited to share with Annas, and one that was sure to bring him favor 
and prove that he had been worthy of being Nasi all along. Caiaphas’ 
only regret was that they had to involve the Romans at all.

He breathed deeply, determined to use the quiet time on the ter-
race to consider his pending conversation with Annas. The man was 
overbearing and arrogant, but Caiaphas was determined not to let his 
father-in-law affect him beyond the scope of his duties as Nasi. But more 
importantly, Caiaphas was also keenly interested in self-preservation, 
that being both physical and spiritual.

Even considering feelings of anger over Jesus, Caiaphas had never 
before felt the need to see someone so entirely dead. And whenever 
Caiaphas questioned the idea in his mind, he literally heard the words, 
Jesus is not a man. He’s a devil. The son of the Devil. You must kill him 
to protect yourself and your people. Those thoughts, and many more, 
troubled Caiaphas deeply, but the messages were always so clear and 
concise. With that, he reasoned they were either from an angel, or from 
Elohim, himself. They were just too familiar and comfortable to dismiss. 
Besides, he was called of God to serve the people, so it was reasonable 
to believe that God would speak to him in such a manner.

And the case against Jesus was strong. From every quarter of 
Judea rose questions that were, to a number, invariably linked to Jesus’ 
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teachings. Caiaphas snorted in contempt and swore quietly under his 
breath. For him, reports of miraculous healings were one thing, but 
the complete disregard of the law, to blaspheme the name of God by 
so doing, was inexcusable. Jesus, it seemed, thought himself higher 
than Moses, and ultimately it would be his undoing. He wasn’t even an 
ordained priest.

Many years ago, back when the Sanhedrin first learned of Jesus, they 
felt his following would diminish, so they ignored him. But Jesus’ popu-
larity and influence continued to grow. In fact, it grew so quickly that it 
came to threaten the well-established structure of order and prosperity 
in the temple itself. For this, under Annas’ influence, the Sadducees 
were the first to demand Jesus’ blood. They wanted him eliminated 
quickly and quietly, before the tide shifted in Jesus’ favor. But corner-
ing Jesus on any single point of doctrine proved impossible. Try as they 
might, they could not trap him in the law.

In fact, the scribes and Pharisees sent to confront Jesus on points of 
doctrine often returned to question the law themselves. Some, instead 
of challenging Jesus, came to respect him, and reported to the court 
that he spoke with great power and authority.

The Sadducees feared him. After hearing various testimonies from 
the scribes and Pharisees, many of the Pharisees of the Sanhedrin began 
to consider the possibility that Jesus was the Messiah as spoken of in the 
ancient prophecy. They began to openly express a willingness to con-
sider select points of teaching, which terrified Caiaphas. As the Nasi and 
ranking Sadducee, he had to act. The dissension could not be allowed 
to grow.

And now he’d won. At least the legal battle in court. The Sadducee’s 
now controlled the court, and Caiaphas was set to fill the vacant seats 
with more Sadducees. Caiaphas considered it an advantageous out-
come, one that was fateful and sure to make him an historical figure. 
As the ruling servant of God on Earth, and the Roman appointed high 
priest of the Sanhedrin, Caiaphas knew he established himself as the 
keeper of the Law of Moses. No poor Galilean carpenter was going to 
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come along and change their traditions. Not if he had anything to do 
with it.

Caiaphas rubbed at a sharp pain in his neck and noticed that the 
light of a single torch was momentarily blotted out as a shadow passed 
quickly before it. His eyes were immediately drawn to the shift of light 
and he knew that his security guards were in place and active along his 
route.

Though he could not see the details of the man from this distance, 
he was familiar with their patterns of movement; how they never stayed 
in the same position for more than a few minutes, always moving, each 
in consecutive order as another guard took up a new position along the 
route. It was a fluid dance of protective surveillance and counter surveil-
lance that made him feel safe.

To identify the guards, each was tasked to wear a distinct emblem 
of cloth somewhere on their bodies. Today, that emblem was a thin strip 
of blue ribbon wrapped tightly around each guard’s left ankle. Caiaphas 
always looked for the sign because he trusted no one. The cost of such 
security measures was insignificant in comparison to his worth as a ser-
vant. He felt he deserved it. And though he paid for them from his own 
purse, he’d already drafted a letter to refund all costs and pay all future 
expenses from the national treasury.

His counselors believed the security detail excessive, but they cared 
nothing for his importance. Such things were to be expected from sub-
ordinates, especially when they didn’t hear the voice of God like him. 
But Caiaphas knew the threat to be real. He’d heard it as clearly as the 
warning about Jesus, so he acted accordingly. Since hearing the threat, 
one man always remained close at hand. And for that, he relied on his 
long trusted personal body guard. At this very moment, that man now 
served as the captain of the city security detail. It was why Caiaphas was 
on the roof, waiting, watching for the sign that everything was in place 
for his safe movement home.

Annas did the same thing when he was Nasi, but when he left the 
court his security force stayed behind to manage money changing 
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operations and the sale of sacrificial animals for the temple. In other 
words, he’d never entirely let go. Caiaphas longed for the day when his 
own men would replace Annas’.

A sharp pain caused another neck spasm and Caiaphas rubbed at it 
with both hands while thinking, Perhaps I could employ my body guards 
to eliminate Annas. He lived a long and prosperous life. It’s time for him 
to step down . . . to leave this world.

To possess Annas’ power and authority was tantalizing to Caiaphas. 
Such a position would not only guarantee a lucrative retirement from the 
court, but ensure his children would continue to enjoy the benefits of 
wealth and privilege. And to be free of the hassles and headaches asso-
ciated with defining and defending the law of Moses was something to 
yearn for, but only with wealth. Caiaphas twisted his neck to relieve the 
pain. The pain was getting worse, and he decided to send for his mas-
seuse as soon as he got home, no matter the hour.

He watched a few men of the security detail move about in the 
shadows, alert for the sign from his captain. A loose security detail was 
much better than having them hover around him like flies. Too many 
guards around would make him look weak, and that was something he 
couldn’t afford. It wasn’t prudent to look weak or scared, especially to 
the Romans.

Pilate was ambivalent about most things Judean, but he demanded 
two things from Caiaphas: civil order, and the uninterrupted flow of trib-
ute. A weak man could not maintain such standards. Therefore, Caiaphas 
could not afford to look weak before Pilate, who held the real power in 
Judea, much to Caiaphas’ displeasure. A Roman should not be allowed 
to rule over God’s people. Why Elohim would allow such a thing to hap-
pen was unclear to him, but Caiaphas would do all he could to make it 
work in his favor, as his father-in-law did before him.

Though Pilate appeared to hold all the power, that power was derived 
from the obedience of a single, Senior Centurion who commanded the 
assigned Roman Legion. It was that one, well-equipped and formidable 
legion, that maintained the law and order in Judea and prevented the 



Kenneth Cary

252

insurrectionists from gaining any foothold in the area. In fact, the cap-
ture of the rebel Barabbas was their most recent accomplishment.

Mostly though, Caiaphas was left to handle the problems of Judea. 
He could do everything but administer the death sentence, which is 
why Barabbas was being held by the Romans and not already stoned 
to death. Still, Roman law demanded that he deal with Pilate weekly, 
or more often when necessary. Their next meeting would be the most 
important to date. And he hoped it would resolve the problem of Jesus, 
and subsequently his followers.

The court would assemble in Pilates palatial courtyard and petition 
him for a legal ruling after presenting their argument for execution. 
Thus far, Pilate had proved cooperative, but he’d also proved painfully 
inquisitive. Caiaphas was certain Pilate would insist on knowing every 
detail, and he would ask intelligent questions about Judean law. At 
times, after examining all the facts, Pilate would reduce the punish-
ment, and that was something they could not afford. Jesus had to die. 
Hand to neck.

The carpenter’s son routinely broke the law: teaching without author-
ity, claiming divine authority and practicing witchcraft. And now the 
people were calling him, Rabbi? Jesus wasn’t even trained or ordained, 
let alone worthy to be called Rabbi. If the people were so easily led 
astray by Jesus, it proved they needed his help.

He saw movement in the alley near the largest inner wall of the city. 
Two men talking together, passing information, or even instructions. 
They quickly split up and moved back into the darkness. Caiaphas saw 
a three-man team of city constables approach the spot where the two 
men had met. They looked around for a moment, and finding no one 
they resumed their patrol.

The city constables numbered more than five-hundred men. And 
though large in number when compared to the security detail, they 
lacked the discipline and conviction to serve Caiaphas in delicate mat-
ters of State business, which Jesus was. By comparison, the constables 
were antiquated, a throwback to the security needs before the Roman 
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occupation. They were run by a senior constable, one elected, but they 
still answered to Annas, like most groups of power in the city.

The constables were weaponless. The carrying of arms, even of 
clubs, was outlawed by the Romans. But there were other ways to apply 
deadly force, and drawing on tradition, that being the use of stones for 
death, they armed themselves with a narrow cloth sack filled with a sin-
gle, fist-sized rock. It was a deadly weapon that could be quickly aban-
doned in the presence of Roman Centurions. But those were Annas’ 
men.

Caiaphas didn’t know what his own security detail used to protect 
him, but he would ask. It was important that they didn’t beat Jesus too 
badly when they apprehended him. He needed to be whole and rela-
tively undamaged when he faced Pilate.

With both hands on his throbbing neck, Caiaphas considered Jesus 
an instrument of darkness. He was sent to test and trouble the children of 
God here on Earth. But the one question that continued to vex Caiaphas 
was, why? Was not the curse of the Roman occupation enough? Why 
another trial, and with a man who claimed to be the literal Son of God? 
Blasphemy. All of it. I have not turned my back to you. I am speaking to 
you, am I not? Destroy him. Destroy Jesus! Caiaphas heard the words 
clearly and knew that his work was justified. He knew it was right. He was 
the chosen one, not this Jesus.

Caiaphas believed his calling to represent the descendants of 
Abraham to be sure, and hearing the voice of God proved he was the 
chosen one. He was divinely anointed to serve through the courts. 
Indeed, as the highest appointed representative of the Law in Judea, it 
was he who should be worshipped by the people, not Jesus.

Once Jesus was gone, Caiaphas would dedicate all his energy to 
eliminating the man’s teachings and his followers. What did the people 
call his personal disciples . . . that’s right . . . apostles. When the last 
of Jesus’ apostles were eliminated, the court would resolve everything apostles were eliminated, the court would resolve everything apostles
about Jesus. In time, the corruption Jesus spread would disappear and 
Caiaphas would be recognized as the true savior of Judea.
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A heady feeling of power and satisfaction, of a job well done, of 
purpose and great accomplishment, filled Caiaphas’ mind. He smiled 
broadly as the feeling continued to burn within his breast. The idea of 
being worshipped appealed to him, and he couldn’t help but think he 
was doing God’s work. His work was true and right, and the feeling of 
warmth confirmed it for him. He knew then that he had just received 
another blessing of truth from Elohim. He just wished that warm feeling 
translated into relief of the troublesome neck pain that’s been with him 
now for more than a month.

Now, with the last final bit of personal doubt stripped away, Caiaphas 
knew he was finally ready to face Annas and arrange the final details of 
Jesus’ arrest. Indeed, all of Judea would soon be made whole once 
again.

Lucifer removed his right hand from the back of Caiaphas’ neck, 
effectively breaking the direct connection with the man, and then 
stepped back to appraise the effect. Caiaphas immediately sighed with 
the pleasure at being pain free, and touched his neck in response. He 
looked around, then up, and whispered, “Thank you, Elohim.”

Lucifer grinned but dared not laugh. He didn’t know how sensitive 
Caiaphas truly was, but if by some small chance he heard the laugh, he 
might shift his awareness to the truth that Lucifer had been manipulating 
him, and not Father communicating with him. That would be disastrous. 
He’d put too much time into Caiaphas to lose it all to a single laugh.

Caiaphas proved himself an easily influenced player; a willing oppo-
nent to Jesus’ ministry. Much to Lucifer’s relief, their objective would 
soon be met. Jesus would be gone and he could busy himself in pur-
suing and eliminating the apostles. He had never dedicated so much 
time and energy to a single man who wasn’t an elite, but it was worth 
the effort. When Caiaphas was identified as the key, it was just a simple 
matter of direct pressure. Playing upon the man’s pride, and his lust for 
power and riches, made Caiaphas the perfect target. Affecting him was 
merely an operational call with strategic implications. As for Annas, he 
required no influence from Lucifer. He already belonged to him.
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Lucifer knew, first hand, that Jesus could lay waste to the people 
with a word. But instead he endured their judgment with patience and 
love, and he would continue to do so to the very end. That was Yeshua’s 
way, and why he was elected. In retrospect, Lucifer knew he couldn’t do 
what Yeshua did, but then again, such a sacrifice wasn’t on his agenda. 
Yet, after losing the election, he unexpectedly found himself in a much 
worse situation. He’d never imagined he would be Earth’s Opposer, let 
alone imprisoned in Earth. Oh, what a turn of events, he mused.

But he knew he was getting – they were all getting – very good at 
their jobs. Influence was their art, and they were creating a masterpiece. 
Those who succumbed to it, who rebelled against Father, were literally 
lining up to join them in Hell. He was winning.

Every bit of influence, every nudge and idea whispered into the 
hearts and minds of man, was carefully measured and calculated for 
maximum results. For Caiaphas, the final tipping point was Lazarus’ tes-
timony in favor of Jesus. Thanks to Lucifer’s personal attention, Caiaphas 
now controlled the court. That had been some of Lucifer’s finest influ-
ence, but he was far from done. Those men of the court, who called 
themselves servants of God and interpreters of the Law of Moses, God’s 
law, believed they were acting justifiably to kill the Son of God. What a 
victory that would be for the Army of Opposition. This time, Lucifer did 
laugh. But Caiaphas had already left, so the expression was safe.

Man, so easily smitten by passion, seemed not to require so much of 
the Army’s attention. The physicals moved of their own volition, eager 
to serve Lucifer’s plan of destruction by satisfying their own lusts. Only 
once before had Lucifer reached such a point of influence, and that 
was back with the people of Noah. But he had pushed too far and too 
hard with them. This time it was more about making man believe they 
were free agents, serving God according to the dictates of their own 
conscience.

When he stopped to think about it, Lucifer realized that Father’s 
angels, and even Jeshjuan himself, had not been present in the city for 
some time. It was as if they were called home. To think he was once 
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concerned about how difficult it would be to convince the Jews to kill 
their own God made him laugh again.

The nature of man was, to say the least, one of complete carnal 
weakness. The design of the veil helped Lucifer, but man seemed 
entirely inclined to follow the path of least resistance when it came to 
agency and choice. Now, with Jesus’ death nearly realized, Lucifer won-
dered if he was overqualified for his mission of opposition. Surely Father 
was annoyed by his effectiveness. But if he was, he did nothing to stop 
him. Lucifer wondered what Father was up to.

As for the arrest and death sentence, it had as much to do with 
Jesus’ work as Lucifer’s. The Sanhedrin, lost in endless debate, continu-
ously vacillated between act or not act, arrest or not arrest, and kill or 
let live. They seemed entirely unable to decide on anything until Jesus 
upset Annas. Yes, Annas. Lucifer was excited for his arrival. When that 
man died, there would be no light for him to follow home.

But Jesus’s actions in the temple revealed something to Lucifer, 
something uncomfortable but not all together unknown to him; Jesus 
knew his mission. He knew what needed to happen to fulfill his sacrifice. 
Lucifer wasn’t angry about how the plan continued to unfold according 
to Father’s will, but he did wonder how he fit into the picture. He under-
stood the greater scope of the opposition work, but Lucifer knew Father 
was up to something, and he wondered what it was.

Lucifer jumped to Caiaphas’ office where he found the man prepar-
ing to leave the court. Minutes later, a young boy entered the office to 
inform Caiaphas that his guard was ready. Caiaphas thanked the lad with 
a kind word and a pat on the head and left the building.

Lucifer descended the steps ahead of Caiaphas and used the time 
to issue new instructions to the soldiers that accompanied him. All 
but three of them dispersed, for they were instructed to remain with 
Caiaphas until the end of his life.

Each member of Lucifer’s team was an accomplished opposer in 
his own right, so he was not worried about Caiaphas slipping out of his 
grasp. But Lucifer did do something no follower could, and that was 
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convince the target they were listening, and subsequently working for, 
God.

As soon as Caiaphas walked away with his personal guard, Lucifer 
jumped to Annas’ palace. He found the old man sitting at a table, comb-
ing over his records and tally sheets by lamp light. The light from burning 
olive oil and melting wax could be seen by Lucifer, but fortunately not 
smelled. Lucifer was glad he didn’t have to endure the physical frailties 
of the human senses. The countless unpleasant smells and sensations 
associated with physical life on this world were too many to measure. In 
his opinion, it was a composition of disgust. It wasn’t that way in Eden, 
but since then, everything was corruption and decay.

Many of Lucifer’s followers had not experienced physical life and 
coveted the physical senses. But for Lucifer, and other followers who 
were once physical, Earth was entirely boring. Lucifer preferred the free-
dom of spiritual existence over anything physical, even back when he 
was happy to be living with Sahar.

Annas’ accountant, a man some ten years younger than Annas but 
who looked the same age and was filled with the same greed, sat at a 
smaller table counting the day’s temple transactions. There was a great 
deal of profit to be made in money changing, but more so in controlling 
the animals they deemed fit for temple sacrifice. Lucifer exercised great 
patience while he watched and listened to the two men blather on while 
he waited for Caiaphas to arrive.

A few minutes later, a young servant girl of about fourteen entered 
the room to refresh their drinks and food platter. When she passed near 
to Annas, he took the opportunity to swat her butt with a measuring rod. 
The girl blushed fiercely at the rough treatment and fled in tears. The 
two men laughed before returning to the business of counting receipts.

Lucifer smiled, knowing there were many times when he didn’t have 
to do anything at all to make people act despicably toward one another.

The accountant raised an issue of a certain debtor and asked Annas 
for a decision. Annas thought for a moment and said, “I could send 
the constables to collect, but they will find nothing of value. Prepare a 
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letter for Pilate and I will have the man, and his entire family in prison by 
nightfall tomorrow.”

“Does Pilate still demand a . . . processing fee?” asked the accoun-
tant, as he sipped his hot tea.

“Of course, he does!” snapped Annas. “The Gentile pig demands 
a fee increase at every turn. He’s bleeding us dry, which is why we must 
raise interest rates. The temple is no longer producing a sufficiently 
lucrative income.”

“I agree, but our options are few. The people will revolt.”
“They will pay,” replied Annas, as he stuffed olives into his mouth. 

And with the food partially chewed, he added, “The problem of Jesus 
will soon be behind us. Speaking of which, Caiaphas is due to arrive at 
any time. I do not want him to see my money, so secure the income and 
retire for the night. I have much to discuss with my son-in-law and I need 
no distractions.”

“As you wish, Master,” replied the accountant, and he quickly stood 
and gathered everything up.

When the accountant finished, he handed the lockbox and ledger 
to Annas, who then ceremoniously placed both in a heavy trunk behind 
his desk, where the money would sit until he could transfer it to the 
basement vault. Annas dismissed the accountant. “Leave through the 
servant’s entrance. I don’t want you running into Caiaphas on your way 
out.”

“As you wish, Master. Good evening,” replied the man, and he 
turned to leave the office.

Lucifer watched from across the room as Annas drafted the debtor 
letter to Pilate. Annas normally assigned such duties to his scribe, but 
Lucifer could feel the power and pleasure it gave Annas to do the work 
himself. Annas paused in his writing and rang the bell for his head 
servant.

The man arrived quickly and Annas issued special instructions regard-
ing the handling of Caiaphas. He told the servant to bring Caiaphas to 
the central garden, and that there would be no food or drink served; this 
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was to be a quick, professional meeting, and nothing more. Before the 
servant departed, Annas added, “And I want no interruptions!”

Annas resumed his letter writing and was soon lost in his work. A 
short time later, the head servant returned to inform Annas that Caiaphas 
had arrived and was waiting for him in the garden, near the fountain.

Annas acknowledged the message with a grunt and returned to 
his letter. He wanted Caiaphas to wait, to understand who wielded the 
real power in the city. Ten minutes later, Annas made his way through 
the palace and out to the garden where he found Caiaphas waiting 
patiently, sitting easily on the fountain’s edge, but looking up into the 
dark, night sky. Torchlight revealed little of Caiaphas’ emotional state, 
but then again Annas really didn’t care how Caiaphas felt. This was his 
show now, and Caiaphas was little more than a puppet.

When Caiaphas heard Annas’ approaching footsteps, he stood up 
and straightened his robe while adding sarcastically, “I hope I’m not 
keeping you from something important.”

“Watch your tongue, son. I’m not in your service, you’re in mine!”
“Perhaps,” replied Caiaphas, “but I am the recognized Nasi, not 

you. And the only reason I obey you is out of respect to the family. The 
court . . . it belongs to me.”

“Yet here you stand, wondering how best to manage Pilate. Have 
you reached a decision concerning Jesus?”

“We have. The court has ruled to arrest,” replied Caiaphas, assum-
ing a more contrite tone of voice. He did not come to argue with Annas, 
but to seek his help. And he would get nothing if he didn’t play along.

“Finally,” replied Annas. “I was beginning to think I would have to 
take things in to my own hands.”

“As much as we despise Jesus, we cannot simply exterminate him. 
We have to observe due process. The law is clear in this. If we want the 
people behind us again, we must stay true to the interpretation of the 
law. Besides, the last thing we want is to make a martyr out of him.”

“A martyr?” scoffed Annas, “Never! He’s a criminal . . . a blasphe-
mous villain possessed of the devil!”



Kenneth Cary

260

Caiaphas nodded. He’d heard it all before, in his own mind, even. 
The passionate diatribe of Annas’ conviction was known to all the court, 
and nothing new was coming from the man who took a very personal 
interest in revenge. No one interrupted Annas’ business without a price. 
“I know your motivation in this,” replied Caiaphas. “And the sooner we 
are rid of Jesus, the better. That is one reason I am here. I state that only 
because we must be wise in our actions.”

Annas snorted and said, “The Romans.” He then sat on the edge 
of the fountain, the sound of burbling water just enough to mask their 
voices at a distance, and said, “Pilate is the key to this. But no worries, I 
have a solution . . . one that will come at a price.”

“A price? For years now you have enjoyed the benefit and favor of 
the courts. Are you not satisfied with your reward? What more can you 
ask of us? What more can I give?” complained Caiaphas.

“Stop moaning your fate,” quipped Annas. “You have enjoyed your 
status as much as I.”

Caiaphas sat again on the fountain’s edge and asked, in a tone of 
surrender, “What is your price?”

“Bring him here after the arrest.”
“Here? To you . . . your palace. That’s highly irregular. The people 

would not approve.”
“Then arrest him at night . . . yes, yes, I know,” said Annas as 

Caiaphas was about to complain about the law once again. “Arrest him 
at night and bring him here to me. I will . . . prepare him for the court . . . 
and return him to you at first light,” added Annas calmly, while looking 
directly into Caiaphas’ eyes.

“A nighttime arrest, followed by an interrogation? I don’t know. That 
will not sit well with the people or the court,” replied Caiaphas.

“Did you not hear me? Arrest him at night, while he sleeps. I know 
his location. I have men watching him constantly. If you want this matter 
taken care of, you must employ unorthodox measures. This is more than 
a simple matter of sanctity. We cannot afford for him to spread any more 
of his seditious ideologies.”

“You will not find him. He’s moving. At this very moment, I suspect.”
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“Where? How do you know?”
“Judas,” replied Caiaphas. “He came to me earlier this evening. We 

have an arrangement.”
“An apostle? An arrangement?”
“Yes. He will lead us to Jesus. Then my guards will arrest him and 

bring him to me.”
Annas sighed and said, “Effective, but I’ll alert the garrison com-

mander. You must take a Roman contingent with you . . . for legitimacy’s 
sake.”

Caiaphas nodded and said, “Of course. But what do you need with 
Jesus?”

“That doesn’t concern you.” Caiaphas opened his mouth to speak 
and Annas stopped him by adding, “I need only a few hours with him. 
I will not kill him . . . why would I . . . this close to the end. But I ensure 
you . . . Pilate will do his part.”

“Fine. I know your confidence is not to be discounted. But what is 
your solution for Pilate?”

“Treason. When you stand him before Pilate, the charge cannot be 
blasphemy, but treason. That is a charge the Romans understand, and it 
will guarantee Jesus’ crucifixion.”

“That will require some delicate word crafting. There is no treason in 
blasphemy. The one does not translate cleanly into the other,” replied 
Caiaphas.

“It must if you require a death penalty. Meet with your counsel-
ors. I’m sure you can figure something out . . . but craft your wording 
carefully. Treason will work. Did Jesus not claim himself to be a king?” 
Caiaphas nodded and Annas continued, “There you have it. Just know 
that any other charge will not facilitate your objective. I also recommend 
you inform the court. It will require a united front to force the play with 
Pilate when you appear before him. Do you understand?” asked Annas, 
as he stood to face Caiaphas.

Caiaphas nodded and Annas slapped his face. It wasn’t a hard slap, 
but enough to get his attention and make him stand. “Look at me when 
I talk to you! Do . . . you . . . understand?”
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Caiaphas did, and he paused to cock an arm to strike Annas in reply. 
Annas saw the gesture but did nothing. When Caiaphas managed to 
compose himself, he added, “Strike me again and I will respond in 
kind.”

“Do you have any idea how serious this is?”
Caiaphas’ eyes went wide, then quickly closed at the realization that 

Annas thought more of the Jesus threat than simple revenge for lost 
revenue. “You believe the talk! You think he’s the one . . .”

“Nonsense,” barked Annas.
But Caiaphas saw the reaction and knew there was more to Annas’ 

interest in Jesus than he was willing to admit. The slap to the face, the 
passion, genuine hatred for sure, but also fear. Caiaphas cared nothing 
for the old man’s motives, he had plenty of his own, but it was interest-
ing to see a crack in the veneer of his renowned composure. “I don’t 
work for you,” replied Caiaphas.

“Of course you do, you fool. Who do you think facilitated your 
appointment? Rome would not have considered you without my 
endorsement,” snapped Annas.

“An endorsement that guaranteed your continued influence 
throughout Judea. I am no fool, Father. And know this, I act on my own 
accord.” Caiaphas turned to leave without another word.

Annas grabbed Caiaphas’ arm before he was out of reach. The firm-
ness of the old man’s grip surprised Caiaphas, and he turned to face him 
with boldness. “I will send him to you, as you wish. But do not beat him 
too badly. He will have a long day ahead of him, and I need him to move 
on his own power.”

Annas released Caiaphas’ arm and nodded. After studying his son-
in-law’s face for a moment, he smiled and said, “I’m proud of you,” and 
he reached up to embrace him.

Caiaphas stepped back, unwilling to capitulate to the overbearing 
nature of his father-in-law with false affection. Besides, he felt nervous. 
An unexplained tension filled the air, and it was colder than it should be. 
He felt as if he was being watched. Caiaphas quickly glanced around, 
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and seeing no one he said, “Let’s celebrate when the trouble of Jesus is 
behind us,” before turning once again and walking away.

Annas let him go without interruption, and when Caiaphas was gone 
he returned to his office where he immediately called for the captain of 
his guard. When the man arrived, Annas issued instructions for him to 
contact the Roman commander of the night watch. He slipped a small 
leather bag from his belt and tossed it to the man, who then caught it 
with an audible clack of coinage.

Annas added, “Tell the commander we require the assistance of one 
rank of Roman Soldiers. No more than that I should think. Ask them to 
assemble at Caiaphas’ house. We have a traitor to arrest.

“Yes, Master,” said the man with a bow.
Annas then rang for his servants. There was much to do to prepare 

for Jesus’ arrest and arrival, and he wanted everything ready when it 
happened.

Lucifer enjoyed their conversation immensely, especially since he 
did very little to ignite the friction between the two men. Though moti-
vated by mutual desire, he knew they were at odds with each other. Not 
only with the task at hand, but the influence they shared. But everything 
was set. Like Caiaphas said, soon it would all be over. They would all be 
rid of Yeshua, at least in physical form, and that was something to look 
forward to.

Alone in the garden, Lucifer signaled for Dege. His aide arrived 
instantly and handed Lucifer a file. Lucifer opened it and read, and after 
a moment’s study, he said, “Excellent. Everything is ready. How did you 
like my work with Judas?”

Dege chuckled and said, “I have found that few can withstand your 
influence when you are close at hand.” Lucifer nodded, accepting the 
compliment with a smile. But it faltered when Dege added, “Perhaps 
you should also attend to Pilate.”

“It’s not Pilate I’m worried about, but his wife. She whispers in his ear. 
I do not think he will rule in favor of Jesus’ execution,” replied Lucifer 
as he handed the file back to Dege. “But with every obstacle there is a 
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potential opportunity. Let us use their traditions against them. We will 
support the idea of Barabbas as the alternative to Jesus’ crucifixion. 
When the Sanhedrin arrives to petition Pilate for Jesus’ execution, the 
court will decide in our favor.”

“Master?” asked Dege.
“Barabbas is an insurrectionist and murderer. Pilate will believe the 

Jews will think Barabbas is a worse character than Jesus, and they will 
present him as a counter option. The Sadducees, the Sanhedrin, know-
ing the true threat of Jesus, will vote instead for Barabbas’ release. The 
conclusion . . . Jesus will be crucified and Barabbas released. Therefore, 
we must put all our effort in convincing Pilate to offer up Barabbas as an 
alternative to Jesus, and tell Beshur that I want him to mobilize seven 
legions of his elite shock-troops to attend the gathering before Pilate. I 
want the Sanhedrin spitting blood and venom when they arrive.”

“As you wish,” replied Dege, as he tucked the file under an arm in 
preparation to leave.

“And, Dege . . .”
“Yes, My Lord?”
“Don’t forget to remind Caiaphas that Jesus is a Galilean. That will 

add a layer of complexity to the equation Pilate has not yet accounted 
for. He will send him to Herod as well, and the results will prove most 
interesting.”

“As you wish,” replied Dege, and he winked away.
It was now time to prepare for the capture and extermination of 

Jesus’ apostles; to stop the spread of his teachings. Lucifer had a plan 
for that as well. Indeed, he had many plans, and all of them important. 
Jesus might have influenced the outcome of history with some Jews, 
but it hadn’t moved beyond them. Quick, decisive action was needed 
to eliminate the possibility of it spreading further.
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fifteen

COUNTER BALANCE

F
rom a great height, high in the upper atmosphere, Lucifer looked 
down upon the whole of the civilized world. He had done it many 

times before, and would do it many times again, but now, he was there 
to gaze upon the reaches of the Roman Empire to consider his next 
move. He stood in the air at the farthest edge of freedom allowed him, 
near the edge of the barrier that defined his prison called Earth.

Lucifer always enjoyed a lofty perch, especially when contemplat-
ing how best to anticipate Father’s next moves, but more so to gain 
a clear perspective; Earth was small, its population smaller, especially 
when compared to the population of his followers, but his objective 
remained the same, keep man from God. And as of late, he wasn’t very 
successful at his job. Christianity was spreading, taking hold, and he had 
to do something to slow, or better yet, stop it. What he needed was a 
new religion, something to oppose Christianity on Earth.

Eliminating the teachers, or Apostles, as Yeshua called them, had 
been relatively easy. Men were easily challenged through fear, and influ-
encing them to eliminate one another was never difficult. A whisper 
here, a whisper there, and they were at each other’s throats, tearing 
each other apart.
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He considered the operational path. Several milestones they 
reached should have ended Christianity in its tracks, but still it grew. 
Though he predicted it wouldn’t, he still hoped the crucifixion of Yeshua 
would have been enough to crush his movement. When that didn’t 
work, Lucifer turned his attention to influencing the Jews and Romans 
to expand their persecution, all the way down to the lowliest of Yeshua’s 
followers.

Yet, even after the last Apostle was eliminated, Yeshua’s influence 
had taken hold, and Christianity not only remained, but it continued 
to grow. Lucifer screamed in anger and frustration when Christian ide-
ologies reached the Roman hierarchy. But for Lucifer, the most com-
plicated of all setbacks was the loss of his willing agent, Saul. He had 
been one of Lucifer’s most effective physical Opposers against the 
Christians.

But then, he was stolen right out from under him. Father had taken 
Saul and changed him to Paul; made him his agent of choice. How his agent of choice. How his
could he hope to crush Christianity if Father intervened at every turn? 
It was entirely frustrating. Still, Lucifer had his revenge. Under Nero, the 
Roman’s removed Paul’s head. It was the quickest way to deal with a 
vocal troublemaker. Lucifer thought it strange how decapitation caused 
so much fear among men, and that made it his favorite form of execu-
tion. The blood and violence of it was stimulating, but death was just 
that, death. No matter how it happened, dead was dead. Some forms 
were quick, and others long, but Paul had talked himself into a quick 
one, and Lucifer was happy to oblige through influence.

But Rome’s days were also numbered. The primary mission of the 
Army of Opposition was to destroy it and plunge the world into utter 
darkness, to halt the spread of Christianity once and for all. Soon, the 
physical enemies Lucifer controlled would sweep in from all sides and 
wipe them out. Like wild dogs fighting over carrion scraps, barbarian 
tribes would end Roman control of the civilized world forever. There was 
more to it than that, but that’s how it would end. One had to destroy an 
empire from the inside before destroying it on the outside, which had 
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been a pleasure when it came to influencing the Roman ruling class. But 
now, it was time for the sword.

Lucifer ordered the army to keep the war going for at least a thou-
sand years, or longer; long enough to completely derail Christianity. He 
knew he couldn’t really stop it, but he could certainly change it, make it 
his own, even.

Surrendering to the inevitable was not Lucifer’s preferred method 
though. His was more like, “Fight to the end with everything you’ve got. 
And when you think you can’t fight anymore, keep fighting because the 
enemy doesn’t take prisoners.” If Christianity survived the collapse of 
Rome, he would keep fighting. He would continue to change it, splinter 
it, branch it off, dilute it, warp it, and certainly oppose it, at least until the 
finer points of Christ’s doctrine were gone.

Still, Lucifer knew he needed something more, something sure to 
result in a tangible obstacle to the growth and expansion of Christianity 
if the coming dark ages didn’t stop it. What he needed was a strong 
counter-religion, one designed to oppose Christianity for the duration 
of his mission.

At this very moment, Lucifer had several thousand special agents 
out searching for a potential prophet to lead his counter-religion, some-
one he could use to build up a church of opposition around. Yet despite 
their effort, they’ve been unable to find Lucifer’s perfect man. He knew 
his selection criteria were strict, but this was no ordinary action. To real-
ize physical opposition, one had to plan carefully and completely. He 
truly needed the perfect man for the job.

He knew there was someone out there, he just had to find him, the 
right person for the job, someone influential, but open to influence, and 
god-fearing. And there was no time to experiment. Timing was every-
thing. The prophet candidate had to be the right person, in the right 
place, at the right time. Lucifer moaned inwardly when he realized he 
was using one of Father’s own adages. But then he shrugged. Adopting 
Father’s methods wasn’t bad, so long as no one in the army knew he 
was doing it. Father was, after all, the most successful and powerful man 
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Lucifer knew. He’d be a fool to not learn something from his leadership 
example.

As if looking at a large map in his hands, Lucifer applied color cod-
ing to the surface of the world below him. The Roman influence, divided 
by senatorial provinces, Imperial provinces and client states, were sub-
sequently outlined in red, yellow and blue. He then overlaid green lines 
that showed the spread of Christianity, and then over that, he added 
lines that marked the planned movement of the tribes to bring Rome 
to its knees. After plotting a few additional overlays in his mind, Lucifer 
made notes of the actual and predicted movements of a few select 
individuals who posed the greatest risk to the spread of Christianity. 
When he was finished, Lucifer studied the mental picture in his mind and 
smiled. Even with all the setbacks, everything was moving along nicely. 
It was still his world.

Despite the acceptance of Christianity and its frustrating influence 
on man, all was not lost. Yeshua’s direct line of authority was cut, the 
priesthood line of David severed. Men could do what they wanted with 
what’s left because the Christian religion that remained was already cor-
rupt. The truth of Yeshua had already begun to fade.

Bored with the world below, Lucifer turned around and touched 
the inside surface of the barrier. It was barely visible, little more than a 
pearlescent sheen of reflected light, but it was there. With his palm, he 
pressed firmly against it, and then willed his hand to pass through it. 
When that didn’t work, he summoned all the available energy he could 
muster and pushed against the barrier. Nothing. Not even a spark.

He was not surprised. Lucifer’d tried it countless times before, and 
always to no avail. But he would never give up trying. He hated the bar-
rier, thought it contemptuous. An insult. So, every time he neared it, he 
tried to breech it. Perhaps one day the composition of the barrier would 
yield to his touch, or better yet, he would have the power to reduce it. 
After more than four-thousand years of fruitless attempts, Lucifer knew 
the barrier was altogether unyielding – as unyielding as Father, even – 
but still he tried.
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At this point in time, Lucifer wasn’t even sure what he’d do if he 
managed to pass through the barrier and escape the confines of Earth. 
Where would he go? What would he do? But more importantly, what 
would Father do about it? Earth was Lucifer’s prison, a capsule of 
unyielding consequence where the burden of physical time prolonged 
his agony and dampened his senses. But what hurt him most, indeed, 
one of the most difficult things to bear, was not being able to tap into 
the energy of knowledge that served those of the Realm. He had been 
able to tap into it on Araphel, but not here, not trapped in Earth’s bub-
ble. Living without information, even the truth, was very hard for him.

No fool, Lucifer had known the imprisonment would not be fun. But 
he also found the expenditure of time to be a waste. It didn’t matter that 
he was trapped in Earth’s time, to spend so much time away from his 
knowledge gathering was also hard to reconcile. If only he could access 
the Library, then perhaps opposition wouldn’t be so hard.

Learning was, and always would be, the one thing Lucifer truly 
enjoyed. Book learning, reading, and observation, were study meth-
ods he enjoyed; not practical experience. Hands on learning was for 
the mentally challenged, for those who couldn’t read and comprehend. 
He could have read about Earth’s Opposer and known all he needed 
to know. In fact, he did study the Realm’s other opposers, and knew 
he could have done better. Information absorption and processing was 
Lucifer’s gift, not commanding an army.

Yet here he was, subject to Father’s will. Earth’s Opposer and 
Commander of the Army of Opposition. When all was said, and done, 
Father will have aged only a few days, but he, Lucifer, will have grown 
old and tired. Each consecutive circle around the sun reminded him not 
only that he was once a powerful angel of light stripped of his glory, but 
that he was subject to the whims of two opposing forces, the Order of 
Light and the Order of Darkness. To exist between them both was drain-
ing, and virtually impossible to reconcile. Weakened for the want of a 
clear foundation, he resisted everything that was Father, the Verse and 
whomever was currently leading the Dark Order. It felt as if he was losing 
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touch with reality. And for the first time in a long time, Lucifer wondered 
if he could see it through to the end.

He restrained himself from beating his fists against the barrier. 
Audience or no, it was a waste of energy that would only add to his 
feelings of anger and discontent. The anger would warm him, sure, but 
he learned he could not let it consume him. Nor could he give place 
to discontent. It didn’t change his mission, and only depressed him, 
which lent itself to anger. Though circular in thinking, the internal argu-
ment lightened his mood. Despite being trapped in a giant bubble with 
billions of his followers, and sometimes feeling like a cross between a 
zookeeper and a warden, Lucifer secretly enjoyed playing with Earth. It 
was literally his to influence: man, beast and element. All he desired for 
was information.

Information, and freedom. He wanted to travel, move beyond 
Earth and Realm as he did before falling prey to Mahan’s agenda. The 
stars beyond the barrier taunted him. The view through the barrier 
was, for the most part, unmuted to Lucifer’s eyes, and he gazed out 
at them, jealous and troubled. He looked in the direction of Araphel 
and saw nothing, which didn’t surprise him because it was dark. And 
now, it was also empty. His former star. His former home. He won-
dered what would come of it after his release. Would he return to it? 
He doubted it.

Lucifer turned to look in the direction of the center of the Realm, 
where he knew Father’s home burned large and bright. Despite its glo-
rious luster, it could not be seen from Earth. He was too far, and there 
was too much dust and debris between them. He also wondered if the 
Realm would ever again be his home. Would he be allowed to return, to 
study in the Library when his mission was over? Lucifer didn’t know, but 
he longed for release. He very much wanted to be his own man again, 
and not one of Father’s many pawns.

Lucifer scanned the near space beyond the barrier to try and iden-
tify the presence of any of Father’s sentries. He saw no one. There were 
no guards patrolling the far side of the barrier. In fact, he had not seen 
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a single Cherubim since Nathaniel departed following their meeting 
about Moses. Lucifer knew the Cherubim to be vigilant guardians, and 
that not being seen did not mean they weren’t present, but he also 
couldn’t feel them, which was unfortunate.

Maybe, if he could speak to just one of them, convince them to send 
word to Nathaniel, then maybe he could pass through the barrier for a 
short time. Nathaniel would understand. They were brothers, and he 
would help if properly convinced.

While Lucifer stared longingly out into space, he felt the fast 
approaching movement of a guard on his side of the barrier. He quickly 
turned and looked down at the surface before the guard neared. Lucifer 
didn’t want to appear as a homesick stargazer, so he resumed his 
appraisal of the world like he had when he first arrived.

Many of the followers longed for home, but he could not appear to 
be one of them. It didn’t reflect well on the opposition command. Not 
only that, it presented the wrong image of himself as being a strong and 
powerful leader. Only weak men longed for things they could not have, 
or did not control. So, Lucifer relaxed his posture and waited for the 
guard to approach.

Because he hated being disturbed when he was thinking, Lucifer 
usually had an area cleared of guards when he was at the barrier. 
Therefore, the one approaching either didn’t get the word, or took it 
upon himself to patrol the cleared area despite the order. Either way, it 
didn’t really matter to Lucifer. He was done with the survey and ready to 
return to his office.

When the lone guard neared, he quickly recognized Lucifer, stopped, 
came to attention, and while saluting said, “Apologies, my Lord. I didn’t 
mean to interrupt. I’ll be on my way, now.”

Lucifer was about to dismiss the man, but there was something 
familiar about him. It was that way with most of his many loyal followers, 
but he hardly registered all of them. Besides, none of his most loyal fol-
lowers were lowly border guards. Curious, Lucifer asked, “You’ve devi-
ated from your set course. What brings you here?”
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“I saw you from a distance, my Lord, and deemed it necessary to 
investigate,” replied the guard, confidently.

“Very good,” said Lucifer with a nod. He was about to dismiss the 
guard when he thought to ask, “Have you seen anyone on either side either side either
of the barrier?”

“I have not, my Lord. Since you passed the new law restricting access 
to the barrier, none dare approach it.”

“And the other side?”
“The same, my Lord; I’ve seen no one. However, I seldom look 

beyond the barrier. We can’t pass through it, so I rarely spend time look-
ing . . . out there,” he said with a casual wave of his hand above him. 
Then something changed on his face and he asked, “Did you see some-
thing over there . . . do you wish me to file a contact report, my Lord?”

“I saw nothing, though I look because I must. As for you, you must 
also look. I do not want the enemy passing into our territory without our 
knowledge,” replied Lucifer reservedly, almost reflectively.

“Yes, my Lord,” said the guard. And then he added, “The Cherubim 
are hard to spot under the best of circumstances though.” Conscious of 
Lucifer’s friendly and conversational mood, and curious about it, Flynn 
couldn’t help but keep talking. He was sure Lucifer didn’t recognize 
him or he wouldn’t be so engaging. It had been a long time since the 
encounter on the Plains of Araphel, but still, he was curious, so he said, 
“I doubt I’d see them even if they were sitting on the barrier.”

“True,” replied Lucifer, “but I was told that, on occasion, one appears 
to inspect the far side of the barrier. Have you seen such a thing?”

Flynn had, but he reported only a fraction of them. And since this 
wasn’t a confessional, he said, “Once or twice, in my service of some 
three-thousand years at the barrier, my Lord. For me, it is a rare thing to 
see them.”

Lucifer nodded and looked up at the barrier, so Flynn added for 
effect, “And I immediately reported it. But there were times when I felt 
like I was being watched . . . like one of them kept pace with me on the 
other side when I patrolled. But I have not seen one in a very long time.”
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“And how long ago was that?” asked Lucifer.
“Long ago . . . back when I first began my duties at the barrier,” 

answered Flynn.
Lucifer glowered at the man before asking, “Can you be more 

specific?”
“Apologies my Lord,” said Flynn. He was suddenly afraid that Lucifer 

was close to recognizing him, so he began to look around as if nervous 
about neglecting his duties. Apparently, Lucifer didn’t mind delaying 
him with questions, so Flynn appeared to think for a moment before say-
ing, “I’d say back when Yeshua was born. And before that, the flood.”

Lucifer grunted in reply. “What is your name and number?” he asked 
politely, but no longer friendly; like a commander would.

“Did I offend you, my Lord?”
“Not yet,” snapped Lucifer.
“Lynn . . . number one-eight-three-five-eight-three . . . Sierra, Charlie, 

Bravo, my Lord,” answered Flynn, hoping the name he used would be 
far enough to divert attention to his real identity, but close enough to 
keep him out of trouble if questioned later by his commander.

Lucifer considered the man’s inclusion of a unit designation. The 
B for Bravo meant he was under Beshur’s command, but Lucifer didn’t 
know the other letters. “Who are Sierra and Charlie?” asked Lucifer.

“Lieutenant Stave is my commander. He reports directly to Captain 
Custos, my Lord.”

“Do I know you?” asked Lucifer, as he examined the man more 
closely. He seemed evasive, like he was hiding something, but the 
guards were always nervous around him, so he ignored the feeling.

“I’m afraid I’m not even known to General Beshur,” replied Flynn 
tactfully, carefully, while continuing to look around the area.

Lucifer snorted and said with a grin, “Very well, one-eight-three-five-
eight-three . . . keep up the good work. You may resume your patrol.”

“Thank you, my Lord,” replied Flynn, and after saluting briskly, he 
quickly left. Then, with great effort, he avoided turning around to see 
if Lucifer watched after him. To do so would surely make him seem 
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suspicious, and possibly even alert Lucifer to his true identity, so he 
continued to act normal.

Lucifer watched the guard leave, waiting to see if he would turn 
around and look, but he didn’t. When Lynn was but a small, dark speck 
of movement in the far distance, Lucifer turned and looked through the 
barrier once more. He was sure the guard was the same man he encoun-
tered on Araphel, but he didn’t care. In fact, it pleased him to know the 
guard probably offered a false name. It meant he would not likely report 
his encounter with Lucifer at the barrier, which was also fine by Lucifer. 
In all the private trips to the barrier, this was the first time he’d encoun-
tered a guard, and he didn’t think it was an accident. I’ll have to keep a 
closer eye on you, Flynn, thought Lucifer.

If Beshur learned of his chance encounter with Flynn, it didn’t mat-
ter. As the self-proclaimed god of Earth, Lucifer did not stand account-
able to anyone, certainly not Beshur. Nor was he required to report his 
contact with a somewhat curious border guard. Everyone reported to 
Lucifer, not the other way around.

A streak of light moved on the other side of the barrier and Lucifer 
took notice. Suddenly, Nathaniel stood before him, opposite the barrier, 
and saluted Lucifer, fist to forehead, in the manner of the old guard of 
the Realm. “You wish to speak with me?”

“I do not,” snapped Lucifer.
“Very well then. Merry meet merry part and merry we meet again. 

Adieu, my brother,” replied Nathaniel as he turned to leave.
“Wait! You quote a line from a pagan song and then turn away 

unchallenged,” said Lucifer.
Nathaniel faced Lucifer, though the barrier separated them, and 

smiled. “I like the saying. And it’s harmless, polite even. Good energy, 
you might say.”

“Can we not meet on the same side to talk?” asked Lucifer. “I will 
come to you if you will open the barrier but for a moment.”

“I cannot facilitate such passage, brother. The barrier is not mine 
to manage. I can only pass through it with permission, and then usually 
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through one of Father’s tunnels. So, its as much a barrier to me, as it is 
you.”

Lucifer scoffed and said, “But you are on the free side. You can travel 
wherever you desire. Whereas, I’m a prisoner here. How would you feel 
in my place?” he added in challenge.

“I would feel nothing that I can account for,” admitted Nathaniel. 
“It’s impossible to speculate on such things when the mission is singular 
in greatness to your ability alone. Indeed, there is no other man in all 
the Verse who can oppose agency as well as you. It is why you were 
chosen.”

“Chosen!” spat Lucifer. “Do you think to flatter me into compla-
cency? And do you honestly think I had a choice?”

“You did . . . at some point. Agency is a universal truth. The conse-
quences of your mission are defined by your choices. But do you not 
see the potential of your work? You gaze out into space, longing to be 
elsewhere, but in fact you are leading a vitally important mission right 
here on Earth. The Verse must come to see the proof of veiled agency. 
Earth, this mission, is a proving ground. It’s a great thing you’re doing 
here,” encouraged Nathaniel.

“That’s easy for you to say. You enjoy the privilege of freedom and 
your continued status in the Realm.”

“I will take my turn here, under your influence,” replied Nathaniel.
“Yes. I know the plan, though you will not arrive until very near the 

end. But be sure to let me know when you do arrive. I’ll be there to offer 
you so much polite encouragement.”

Nathaniel chucked lightly and said, “Yes, all things are relative to 
our current placement. The difference though, at least for me, is that I’m 
sure I’ll still come to see you as my brother.”

“Hah!” replied Lucifer. “You will fear me like all the rest.”
“Perhaps at first, for fear is a consequence of the veil. I will always 

respect you for your responsibilities and duties. I don’t envy you your 
current mission, or forgive your attack on Eloise, but things change . . . 
people change.”
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“You bore me, brother,” replied Lucifer with contempt. “And if you 
won’t allow me passage through the barrier, then this conversation is 
over.”

Nathaniel nodded and said, “As you wish. I’m sure we’ll talk again 
before your mission is through. Farewell.” And after offering a quick but 
formal salute, Nathaniel turned and departed in a flash of light.

When he was alone, Lucifer cursed his continued confinement to 
Earth with a long stream of foul expletives. He had enough of his prison, 
but being that he couldn’t leave it behind, he turned to face Earth again 
and jumped to a different point of perspective, something closer to the 
level of man. He enjoyed watching them scurry around on the surface 
like ants. It always made him feel superior. What made him feel even 
better was making their lives miserable. If he was made to suffer on 
Earth, then so should every man, woman and child under his influence.

He chose a spot high up on the side of Mount Hermon. Though still 
many miles from the nearest city, Lucifer could see things clearly from 
a great distance. His spiritual vision could meet no obstacle, nor was 
distance a challenge. He simply willed his eyes to focus, and they did 
until he saw what he wanted to see. So, high above Earth or on a distant 
mountain, he could study select individuals as they moved about in the 
open, or sat silently in a dark and quiet room.

As he began to survey the land of the Jews, he allowed his mind to 
relax. Lucifer didn’t have a specific target in mind, but he felt compelled 
to help search for his prophet among the Jews even though he knew it 
would not be one of them. And not so much for their lack of ability, but 
for their willingness to carry the fight to the enemy. If he was to raise up 
a strong counter-religion, he needed a more passionate people, people 
who would form their own ideas about what a mighty religion even was. 
Not some weak spiritual based thing, but something strong, something 
physical, tangible, appealing, and instantly gratifying.

The Jewish people were so happy with their laws. And they weren’t 
going anywhere, save for the effects of an occasional neighborly invasion 
that included capture, slavery and bondage. And Lucifer would continue 
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to see to that. It was even in the contract. Whenever they turned from 
Father, Lucifer was given almost unilateral influence over them.

They also enjoyed fighting among themselves, which was fine, but 
he wanted his prophet to reward violence against non-believers, and 
the Jews, happily enough, would be non-believers. As would Christians. 
He couldn’t wait to launch it on the world. He just needed a damned 
prophet.

Many years ago, back when they were beginning to narrow down 
the focus for prophet candidates, or high-valued target as Lucifer liked 
to call them, he sent specialists out into the field to conduct initial 
assessments. Many on his current list were being groomed as back-ups, 
but the list was still too large to focus on any one person, even with his 
strict selection criteria.

When an agent proposed a candidate, and Lucifer agreed with the 
assessment, he would assign followers to the man. Sometimes, if the 
candidate was prime, Lucifer himself would live with his or her family 
until he decided to remove them from the list.

Lucifer found that a personal examination was most useful because only 
he knew what the religion needed to succeed. And though the personal 
examinations were time consuming, he didn’t trust anyone but himself. 
Especially not for something as important as this. Besides, the examina-
tions got him out of the office and away from the irritating daily meeting.

While he watched Jerusalem in the distance, Lucifer considered the 
list of twenty-eight candidates. One of them, a foreigner, a non-Jew, was 
walking through the streets of Jerusalem this very moment. He had not 
spent any real time with the man, but he was curious about his relation-
ship with the Jews and wanted to observe him for the day.

There were many non-Jews within the city walls, living, working, 
trading, and negotiating. All of them were easy to spot, both spiritu-
ally and physically. They dressed differently, but their light signatures 
were also noticeably different. He saw many marked with Yeshua’s light. 
Those he ignored. This time, his target would not be one of Father’s 
elites. This time, the target would become one of Lucifer’s.
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The prophet-to-be had to be as far removed from Father’s influ-
ence as possible. Lucifer wanted someone he could shape after his own 
image, not Father’s. Someone god-fearing even, but not in the Jewish 
way. Connected to them, but not a part of them. Someone innocent 
to the ways of God, entirely open to influence, and gullible enough to 
believe that when Lucifer appeared to him as an angel of light, the man 
would listen.

Lucifer saw the candidate approach and begin talking to a Jewish 
Rabbi, and decided to move in for a closer inspection. He dampened 
his signature to that of a normal man and, while remaining invisible, he 
jumped to the city’s eastern gate.

He preferred entering through the gates because he liked seeing 
the reaction of the strangers and visitors as they entered the Jewish 
capital for the first time. It wasn’t a grand city, even by physical stan-
dards, but it was big, and busy, and alive.

Four Roman centurions stood at the gate, two on either side of the 
arched entryway. The large wooden doors, opened just wide enough 
to permit the passage of an animal-drawn wagon, were heavy. Recently 
oiled for the coming season, they were coated in dust near the bottom, 
and shined with reflected light near the top. Lucifer strode through, 
avoiding contact with physicals as much as possible, but never jumping 
out of their way.

As he walked, he watched everyone, reading their signatures and 
assessing their value to him as servants. Being midday, street traffic 
was light. The sun, under clear skies, baked the ground and buildings 
around him. Lucifer passed unseen under the colorful awnings that 
helped lessen the impact of the sun on the streets, but that was also 
where the people loitered. Only the slight hint of a breeze blew down 
the street, fluttering the awnings and stirring up the dust. He was glad 
he wasn’t physical in this place.

Up ahead, Lucifer spotted the candidate, but he had missed an 
opportunity to eavesdrop. The man was moving on, his dark robes 
dragging in the dust at his feet, three servants following pitifully behind 
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him. It was easy to keep pace with the man as a spirit, for Lucifer could 
pass through walls and such, but it was also annoying. A small child ran 
through Lucifer from behind and it stopped them both. Him because of 
the purity of her light. Her because of the chill she felt when she passed 
through him.

Lucifer elevated himself into the air to avoid it happening again. He 
watched as the little girl wrapped her arms around her chest and shiv-
ered. Lucifer sneered and moved higher. Now several feet above the 
heads of the physicals walking below him, he moved on to find his can-
didate. Hitching a ride with the little girl would have been interesting, 
but he was too busy to entertain his curiosity. Besides, since the Garden, 
he had considered such acts beneath him.

That didn’t mean he forbade the practice among his followers. In 
fact, he highly encouraged them to possess anything and everything 
they could. And some were very good at it. They could hide in a host, 
be it a man or an animal, and remain in it undetected for a physical’s life-
time if they did nothing to reveal themselves. For Lucifer, approving the 
act of possession was more about company than practicality. He didn’t 
want to leave the mission as the only one subject to the consequences 
of Versal law for having done so.

His reasoning was, the more followers who possessed physicals, the 
less likely he would be made to stand accountable as an individual. Like 
him, the followers were made to endure the torment of Earth’s bond-
age, and they felt entirely justified to trouble the physicals up to the 
point of possession.

However, now was the perfect time to practice. Lucifer found an 
empty passageway and descended into a dark shadowy recess. He’d 
been working on mastering his ability to present himself as physical, and 
this was the perfect opportunity to hone his skills.

Presenting himself as a physical was not easy. He could manipulate 
energy sufficiently to present small objects, like stones and coins, to 
people he met. But it was much harder manipulating energy to pres-
ent himself as entirely tangible. It was more than a matter of density, or 
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opacity, he needed to be able to shake someone’s hand, or pat them 
on the back, as humans did. He had done so in the past, and the payoff 
was substantial; instant trust.

For some reason, the physicals didn’t believe spirits could pres-
ent themselves as physical, or human. That was true for the most part, 
but not so for someone with Lucifer’s power. It was interesting how the 
physicals here fashioned beliefs to suit their ignorance and insecurities. 
Lucifer gladly took advantage of that belief whenever he could, but 
always careful not to settle the issue on any one point. It wouldn’t help if 
he allowed a little girl to accidently run through him while he was visible 
to those around him. No, that wouldn’t do at all.

Still, presenting himself as a physical didn’t mean the entire physical 
world was his to handle at will. There were limitations to what even he 
could do with energy. True interaction with the physical plane required 
more than simple will, it required ability, and ability could only be obtained 
through knowledge, experience, and practice. Lucifer had all three. The 
most his proficient followers could do is make a lot of noise, or present 
themselves in a pathetic ghostly fashion. And even then, they appeared 
as little more than soft images seen by physicals through their peripheral 
vision. Compared to him and his abilities, they were mere children.

Lucifer was the only one bound to Earth that could come even close 
to maintaining a physical appearance. And the format served him well 
several times. Yeshua wasn’t fooled during his fast, but that was no sur-
prise. Still, it elevated his status among his officers. No one could argue 
the fact that Lucifer’s ability and effectiveness as Lord and Master over 
the whole Earth was undisputed. Now, all he needed to do was find a 
willing prophet.

In this case, influence alone would not be enough. He knew he would 
have to present himself as an angel. Lucifer needed his new prophet to 
believe he was being called of God, and to do that he would have to 
disguise himself as a messenger. Not Michael, for such a disguise was 
beneath him, but possibly Gabriel.
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The angel of light presentation would work because man believed 
darkness could not impersonate light. Fools. They didn’t know him at 
all. They didn’t know the depth and breadth of Lucifer’s abilities. He 
would impersonate angels of light more often, but Father would step in 
and restrict him even more. And he knew he’d need to use it again, so 
he was careful, calculated and smart about how and when he’d present 
himself as one of Father’s own.

“Hah!” he said aloud, as he checked over his appearance. He was 
one of Father’s own. Father’s own disgraced and punished child.

Lucifer knew that once his prophet was hooked into believing he 
was truly seeing a messenger from God, then the real work would com-
mence. Indeed, after thousands of years of opposition, Lucifer was more 
than just a simple master of influence, he was the master of influence. 
When the prophet-to-be saw him, he would tremble at Lucifer’s majesty 
and submit to his will.

The time was now. Despite some two-thousand years before Yeshua 
was predicted to return, Lucifer felt time slipping away. He needed to 
set the foundation for his religion now. Then, after it was set, he would 
use it to trouble the world in ways even Father couldn’t anticipate. Two 
armies of man, squared off against each other, both believing they work 
for the one true God. It will be a glorious ending to mankind. They 
would kill each other off through fear and hatred.

Up until now, time on Earth had moved painfully slow for Lucifer. 
At first it had been difficult to grow accustomed to linear time, but the 
advantage of it was undeniable. From Realm perspective, it must look 
like they were moving around down here at lightning speed.

As any physical would do, Lucifer stepped aside as a fat man, sit-
ting atop an ass, and whipping it with a long reed, trotted by. The ani-
mal didn’t respond to his presence, which was good. It would do him 
no good to present himself as physical if every animal barked at him, 
and every ass brayed. The physicals didn’t notice, but the animals were 
always more sensitive. So, either the ass was more concerned about 
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being free of his heavy burden, or Lucifer was getting better as subdu-
ing his countenance.

Lucifer stepped into the shadows when the candidate paused to 
sample dates from a vendor. Lucifer knew the taste, but wasn’t fond 
of them. He wondered if he could manage the energy of eating while 
appearing physical. He probably could. No one on Earth was as tal-
ented and capable as him.

Though smart, tough and resourceful, Lucifer’s own generals, the 
most capable of all the followers, could not compete with his abili-
ties and leadership, nor could any Earther that came to call. Though 
fallen, Lucifer was in no way a toothless old serpent. His intelligence 
was not taken, only his star, and thus a portion of his glory. And with 
intelligence came knowledge, and with knowledge, ability. Under 
Father, he was more than capable of handling anyone on Earth, or 
in the Realm, even. He just didn’t like the job he was given. And like 
anyone who’s placed in a job they don’t like, they may make the most 
of it, but they extract their pound of flesh. For Lucifer, that pound 
of flesh was continuously being paid by the physicals of Earth. He 
couldn’t wait to turn them against each other, like he did before the 
flood.

To resolve his anger at being forced into being The Opposer, Lucifer 
applied strict military discipline to his troops. He saw himself more as 
a great military commander, than an evil over-lord or corrupt king bent 
on self-destruction. Like his followers, he was a survivor, and the military 
approach seemed to work with them. They understood discipline, team-
work and mission accomplishment.

Those who weren’t in the army existed under a wartime posture. 
They contributed to the effort as much as any soldier. As time passed, 
Lucifer continued to expand and improve upon the military organization 
of his army. Soon, it would incorporate every follower. It pleased him to 
know that when he issued an order, it would reach every ear in Hell, even 
those imprisoned for disobedience. Indeed, the mission of opposition 
required exact military coordination and precision, and they were very 
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effective for it. Still, he hated being cut off from the Library. To study 
again. That is all he wanted.

“But you are learning,” Lucifer heard Father say in his mind.
Lucifer didn’t know if he truly heard Father’s voice or if he just imag-

ined it. It didn’t matter either way. He was right. He was learning. Lucifer 
was learning how to lead a vast army of opposers, how to identify and 
exploit the many weaknesses of man, how to use energy with only a 
small portion of his glory, and many other things. But most importantly, 
he was learning how to think like Father.

The candidate was gone. He’d walked away while Lucifer was lost in 
his thoughts. He picked up his pace and strode confidently through the 
people in the streets, looking for his target. There, sitting under a red 
awning, drinking water from a clay cup.

Lucifer slowed his steps and watched as his followers moved among 
the physicals, practicing their art of influence. They were oblivious to 
Lucifer’s presence; not knowing he was in the area or that he was pre-
senting himself as physical. But he wasn’t the only one being left alone 
by them. There were many men and women walking around unescorted 
by a follower or two. It meant they were already committed one way or 
another; meaning they were his, or they were Father’s. The followers 
always went after the undecided. They were the necessary targets of 
influence. Indeed, the war for the right to claim the souls of man raged 
on around him.

Beings of light also moved among the physicals, agents of Father’s, 
shedding their light with sufficient energy to encourage the physicals. 
Their presence repelled the followers, but only if they could remain with 
the man or woman they sought to encourage. If, at any time, the physi-
cal lapsed into a dark thought or act, Father’s agents had to leave. At 
times, the work resembled that of the sea; tides rising and falling as they 
may, sometimes covering and sometimes exposing the jagged rocks 
below.

He was surprised to see the disembodied spirits of a man and 
woman walking together, hand in hand, down the middle of the street. 
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Seeing life simultaneously on both planes took some getting used to, 
but Lucifer enjoyed the experience. It was like seeing a double expo-
sure, nothing more.

Lucifer considered alerting the nearest collection squad of followers 
to round them up, but then that would reveal his presence, and follow-
ers changed when he revealed himself. Not necessarily energetically, 
but by command influence. Soldiers in his army always stopped to gawk 
when he was near, and he didn’t want to interrupt operations.

Why any physical would want to stay on Earth after death was a 
mystery to him. Nine times out of ten they followed the light when they 
died. He knew he wouldn’t stay if he had a choice. It added to his anger 
against them, and he didn’t regulate how they were treated when cap-
tured. If they wanted to stay, he would make them wish they could leave 
unless they could prove their usefulness.

Many of the followers saw them as a distraction, and if they weren’t 
busy, they attacked the wanderers, especially those who refused to 
believe they were dead. on sight. It was why Lucifer was so surprised 
to see the couple walking out in the open, and with followers working 
nearby. Most often, such wanderers knew to hide themselves because 
there was a fate worse than death, called hell, a place where imprison-
ment and torture were common place. They were, after having been 
physical, still very much the enemy.

The man drank another cup of water and looked around the market 
square, taking in the many faces around him. He saw Lucifer watching 
him, turned away, and then looked back again, wondering why the well-
dressed man was staring so intently at him.

A beep in his ear meant there was an incoming urgent message, so 
Lucifer turned away and accepted the message by touching his ear. It 
was a seemingly symbolic gesture, but that’s how they programmed the 
energy to work. Touch the ear to receive, and touch it to send. Simple 
and direct.

Dege’s deep, gravelly voice was clear and distinct, but Lucifer found 
the adjacent noise of the physicals too distracting, so he rendered 
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himself invisible and rose a hundred feet into the air above the market 
place.

Lucifer gave one last look at the man who was now standing, the 
clay cup broken at his feet, a stain of water on his robe. He was looking 
around wildly, surprised to find that the man, who was only moments 
before staring at him, gone; that he had literally vanished before his 
eyes. Lucifer was usually more careful around physicals, but he was 
eager to take the message because Dege rarely called him with urgent 
messages.

Free from most of the marketplace noise, Lucifer touched his ear 
and asked, “What do you have, Dege.”

“My Lord, I have here an agent who says he found the candidate 
you’ve been looking for.”

“Excellent. Where is he?”
“South of you some distance, beyond Egypt, even,” responded 

Dege.
“What do you know of him?”
“The agent or the candidate?”
“The candidate, Dege. The candidate,” said Lucifer, as he tried to 

control his patience with his all too often literal assistant.
“I don’t know,” said Dege, offended anyway. “Would you like me to 

put him on?”
“No, Dege. Just ask the agent the same question.” Lucifer could 

hear Dege speaking to the man in the background, but he could not 
make out every word. He reasoned the agent was also communicating 
with Dege from a distance.

Dege provided Lucifer the coordinates of the candidate’s location 
and added information about his tribe, family descendancy, status and 
other pertinent information. “But what’s the man’s age?”

“Prime, Master. The agent reports it at around thirty-three years.”
“Excellent,” said Lucifer. “Excellent indeed. Tell the agent to meet 

me there in ten minutes. We have work to do. Good work, Dege.”
“Would you like me to attend you there?” asked Dege.
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“It’s not necessary. No crowd . . . the agent only. Understand?” 
asked Lucifer.

“Yes, Master,” replied Dege.
With that, Lucifer ended the communication and jumped to the 

coordinates give him. Then, after spotting the desired mountain, he set 
down and began to survey the area before the agent arrived. Was this 
the man he was looking for? So far, every one of Lucifer’s criteria was 
met. The candidate was even descended from the line of Ishmael.

They were idol worshippers, but Lucifer knew he could change that 
with a simple angelic visitation. For the first time in many, many years, angelic visitation. For the first time in many, many years, angelic
Lucifer was happy with his imprisonment. Building up his church to 
oppose Christianity and Judaism would be very rewarding. This was the and Judaism would be very rewarding. This was the and
beginning of something big; to build up an army of religious warriors to 
do what he could not; spill the living blood of physicals, and do it in the 
name of God.
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sixteen

INTERNAL PERSPECTIVE

F
lynn slowed his excited pace to reach the rendezvous point at the 
exact time. Though he’d traveled this route countless times before 

to meet with agents from the Realm, the meetings only occurred once 
every twenty-five years or so, and he couldn’t help but be excited. He, 
and many followers, relied on the communications he passed through 
the barrier despite the painfully slow and tedious time difference.

He was also nervous. Few understood the risks of collecting and 
passing restricted information to the Realm. Back when he served Father 
on Araphel, he’d submitted detailed reports to the Realm. But life had 
been different then. Now he only collected the crystals and passed them 
through the barrier to a courier of the Realm.

As a security measure, network compartmentalization meant Flynn 
had no idea what was on the crystals; messages, to be sure, and that 
could mean anything from love letters to classified information from 
some unknown headquarters source. If he was caught with a crystal, it 
would be enough to get him tortured for months, and that had nothing 
to do with what might be stored on one. But it was a job he accepted: to 
deliver and receive the crystals, which was more than enough to worry 
him on even the best of days.
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There were many challenges to overcome while serving as Father’s 
lead courier under Lucifer’s watchful and very suspicious gaze. The man 
trusted no one, and he routinely called in officers for extensive interro-
gation, sometimes under torture. That was why Flynn preferred to con-
tinue in his current official capacity as a simple border guard. The desire 
to remain innocuous, to blend in and appear committed to the cause of 
opposition as a guard, was a survival technique he affected over many, 
many years.

Strangely, it was compensating for the time differential between 
Heaven and Earth that was the most difficult for Flynn to overcome. 
Time affected everyone: from the followers interested in communicat-
ing to friends and family in the Realm, to the agents who collected the 
shards and passed them up to Flynn to form a complete communica-
tions crystal. It made for a very stressful operation for all involved, and 
he still marveled at their success.

A part of Flynn refused to believe that Lucifer was on to them, that 
he was exploiting the network for his own foul purposes, but the thought 
did cross his mind on occasion. He knew Father was using the network 
to pass information and instructions, so maybe Lucifer did as well. The 
difference between them was obvious, Father didn’t capture and torture 
spies. But both men were very smart, whereas Flynn was little more than 
a pawn in their big game of chess.

And when one day in Heaven equaled a thousand years on Earth, 
the game had a way of taking sharp and sudden turns, at least in Hell. 
Because of it, time had a way of feeling more like torture than progress. 
For those passing messages to the Realm, it was like coming ashore 
after a very long sea voyage and finding nothing had changed because 
everyone seemed to have been asleep the entire time. For those in 
the Realm, it was like asking a simple question, “Are you doing well?” 
and receiving an entire encyclopedia of events and information for an 
answer that spanned a physical’s entire lifetime.

Flynn knew Father set the time differential for a reason, but the 
communication process between Heaven and Hell required serious 
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adaptation on both sides of the barrier. For Flynn, it all boiled down to 
the fact that some communications were better than none, so he contin-
ued to serve Father as best he could.

Flynn had grown accustomed to the time dilemma, and many other 
challenges, such as how to safely collect and deliver messages to and 
from the followers without being caught by Lucifer’s secret police. He’d 
devised a plan that involved security in layers, where no agent knew 
the identity of the agent above them. All information was passed up 
through an elaborate system of dead-drops, so as far as those who par-
ticipated in the communications understood, there was no secret chain 
of command; they passed information up, and information returned, 
like an underground postal service.

The risk of capture, of torture and imprisonment, motivated every-
one to be extremely cautious. But for all concerned, it was worth the risk 
to receive news that wasn’t awash with propaganda and lies.

Flynn knew the work they did kept the two sides connected, and 
helped ease the fear and uncertainty of the long separation. It gave 
people in the Realm hope to know that their friends and family were 
surviving under Lucifer’s rule. And it gave hope to the followers that 
their loved ones in the Realm still cared about them. Indeed, not all of 
Lucifer’s followers believed they were destined for eternal damnation, 
nor did all in the Realm believe only they were destined for great, eter-
nal glory. These crossovers, like Flynn, believed they were in it together; 
the project called Earth, regardless of its final disposition, meant their 
destinies were inexorably intertwined.

With no consideration for risk or reward, Flynn was as committed to 
the project as any one of Father’s elites. In fact, he had been one before 
the election, but having fallen from grace, he now served Father in Hell 
to reconcile his honor. His was not a selfish goal. Flynn knew that for 
sacrifice to be worthy of the effort, it must be selfless. When Lucas left 
for Araphel to serve as Flynn, Father said to him, “The true measure of a 
man is how he treats others when he is hurting.” Flynn took those words 
to heart, and vowed to serve with love and charity despite the climate of 
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anger and hate that existed around him. Father had given him a second 
chance, and he wanted to spread that same hope to the others.

There was something truly remarkable about how Father developed 
his children, but the words to describe it were beyond Flynn’s vocabu-
lary. Father was, and did, so much more for his children than mere words 
could describe. All Flynn hoped for was to be reconciled for his past 
misdeeds through his service, to regain Father’s trust once more and be 
measured worthy of his love.

Those in the Verse equal to Father, ruled their own Realms, but even 
they honored Father for his accomplishments in the development and 
advancement of his children. Under Father’s love and mentorship, more 
elites have emerged from his Realm than any other. His skill was in devis-
ing many legitimate and honorable ways to attain glory for himself and 
his children. Indeed, his flagship legacy was his ability to design indi-
vidualized plans and strategies that produced optimum, favorable out-
comes. In this way, Father was an artist.

To advance in Father’s Realm, one only had to desire and learn 
through service, and so on up the ladder until they reached a level of 
happiness that fulfilled them. For some the journey was short. For those 
wanting more than the status quo, service was a continuous climb of trail 
and sacrifice, both spiritually and physically.

Those in the Realm saw Earth as a very difficult and challenging 
proving ground, but it also offered an environment of accelerated learn-
ing, using the time difference for eternal advantage. More importantly, 
it was a test of agency, one so extreme that it literally blurred the lines 
between light and dark. Earth offered so many shades of gray that few 
could even recognize the consequences of their choices. Flynn wit-
nessed how the physicals struggled constantly with the choices they 
faced and then made, and he would be the first to tell those in the 
Realm who still wanted to come: Earth is not a vacation.

Flynn reflected on his covert assignment while traveling to his 
meeting place. He’d accepted the calling without reservation because 
he’d understood the importance of it. When Father extended the call, 
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Michael had found and recruited him. Then, after Flynn had accepted 
the call, Nathaniel had trained him. To be called and trained, well before 
Lucifer was even exiled, was all very interesting to Flynn.

Because of his length of service, Flynn was the senior border guard 
on active duty, which meant he could pretty much pick his own route and 
patrol times, which made it easier for him to meet up with the Realm’s 
courier.

He traveled along the barrier, watchful for a landmark below. Not see-
ing one, he continued onward, eager to finish the mission of exchanging 
crystals. Of all the routes around Earth, Flynn preferred 3N the best, the 
one he was currently moving along. 3N was the wide space relative to 
the distance between the thirty and forty-fifth-degree lines of northern 
latitude around Earth. The course took him directly over North America, 
Southern Europe, Israel, Central Asia, and two very large oceans, the 
Pacific and Atlantic.

For security reasons, the Realm courier almost always wanted to 
meet over one of the two big oceans, and this meeting was no excep-
tion. Today, Flynn was scheduled to meet him at the barrier over the 
Pacific Ocean, at a spot well north of a place the physicals would come 
to call Hawaii.

Though they lay far to the south of him, the islands were clearly 
visible through the cloudless, sunlit sky. Like a delicate string of green 
gems set atop a blue velvet backdrop, the islands beckoned him. He 
repeatedly explored their beauty during his off time, even though it 
could never be truly fulfilling when visiting them only as a spirit. Seeing 
the islands made him consider taking on a physical life. To saturate him-
self in the sensual experience like the physicals who lived there was 
appealing, but he gave up that opportunity to serve Father in Hell, and 
to make amends. He did not regret his choice in serving. It was the right 
thing to do.

As he neared the rendezvous point, he briefly looked up wonder-
ing if he could see the courier. Looking through the barrier at an angle, 
and while moving, was pointless, so Flynn stopped craning his neck and 
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continued forward. The only way to see through the barrier was to stop 
and look straight up. It didn’t matter the distance, if he looked up, he 
could see the stars. He had done it many times before, stopped to look 
at the stars past and around the sun and the moon.

Thus far, not counting his service on Araphel, Flynn’s border duty 
spanned more than six dispensations, which was a lot of star gazing by 
his reckoning. Flynn reflected on the beginning, the countless years that 
passed on Earth before he could establish his covert communications 
network. On Araphel it had started with only him. Today, here in Hell, 
the pyramid of agents doubled down from him until it included a vast 
network of collectors; there were two sub agents for every handler. For 
the sake of security, that is all he allowed. It is why Flynn only knew the 
two couriers immediately below him, and they knew only Flynn, and the 
two below them, and so on, until the network was complete, such was 
their system of compartmentalization.

As far as Flynn knew, there could be people in Lucifer’s high com-
mand that were secretly passing messages to their loved ones through 
his network, but there wasn’t anything he could do about it. It made his 
work more interesting, and security, all the more important, as Garon’s 
treatment when captured had testified.

Garon was Flynn’s first recruit, and when he was captured and tor-
tured, Flynn almost disbanded the operations. But then, when Father 
stepped in and demanded Lucifer release Garon, it not only restored 
Flynn’s confidence in the mission, but it gave him courage to continue 
despite the risk. He knew that if he or any other agent was captured, 
Father would rescue them.

Though spiritual in nature, the impression Lucifer’s torture left on the 
mind was nearly indelible. Flynn knew it had changed Garon. Despite 
the specialized healing from the finest healers in the Realm, even Yeshua 
and Father, Garon was not the same. He now served as Father’s courier 
on the other side of the barrier.

There it was, up ahead. The meeting place. Flynn looked up to first 
see if Garon was waiting for him, and then orientated himself horizontally 
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to completely face the barrier. When he didn’t see Garon he checked 
his watch, a luxury afforded only those who were required to track time 
in the performance of their security duties. The small crystal sphere, 
attached to a fine, gold chain, displayed physical time down to the 
second.

Flynn did the math in his head, converting Earth time to Realm time, 
and knew that he reached the meeting place right on time. He slipped 
the watch back in his uniform pocket and turned around to take in the 
view of the islands while he waited.

As soon as he turned away, Flynn heard a tapping sound on the bar-
rier. He quickly turned back around and looked, but he saw no one, just 
the darkness of space and countless stars beyond the glare of the sun 
which stood proud and bright off to his left.

Flynn touched the barrier and wondered how different things would 
be without it. Would Lucifer have left by now, the followers, all of them? 
Those were questions Flynn couldn’t answer because it was moot. But 
to be able to return to the Realm on a whim would be a hard temptation 
to resist. He strained his eyes to search for the courier, believing it might 
not be Garon this time, and hoping that he or she would arrive soon. It 
was risky to remain stationary at the barrier for more than a few minutes.

According to reports from his two agents, many of Lucifer’s fol-
lowers wanted to return to the Realm. By their estimates, at least half 
would return if the barrier was lifted. They wanted a second chance, a 
chance to start over again, to return to Father and beg for mercy. And 
all because Flynn successfully, secretly, and very carefully managed to 
promote the idea.

Flynn hadn’t heard anything from Lucifer’s headquarters about the 
barrier coming down, or a second chance, and he doubted anything 
would happen before the project was complete. But the barrier would 
eventually come down. Until then, they all had work to do, and Lucifer 
would not permit their departure. He collected and held on to people 
like money. No one would leave without his consent, which likely would 
never come before the end.



Kenneth Cary

294

Flynn jerked with surprise when Garon suddenly appeared on the 
other side of the barrier, right in front of him. He came literally out of 
nowhere, without a tunnel or other familiar light signature. Garon smiled 
mischievously, knowing that he’d surprised Flynn. He then saluted casu-
ally, and drawing a key from his pocket, he opened a door sized pas-
sageway in the barrier.

“Surprised you, didn’t I,” declared a triumphant Garon.
“How’d you do that?” asked Flynn, as he passed the loaded crystal 

through the barrier to Garon.
“It’s my new cloak. Here, look,” said Garon, as he held it up in front 

of him. Suddenly, everything below his neck looked like the field of stars 
behind him. “It’s our new security measure. We’re not supposed to show 
ourselves to you rebels,” he teased.

“A cloaking cloak,” replied Flynn, annoyed but hardly upset. It was a 
nice garment, and so he added, “Very nice. Can I have one?”

“I’m sure you can when you come home,” replied Garon, as he 
slipped Flynn’s crystal into his pocket and fished around for the one from 
the Realm. He passed the crystal through to Flynn, who then slipped it 
into his own pocket.

“How are you doing?” asked Flynn.
“I should be asking you the same . . . but I’m doing well. I enjoy 

working on this side much better,” replied Garon.
“I bet you do. And your family . . . are they doing well?”
Garon nodded and said, “They send their love. All but eighty-three

have already gone and returned from their time on Earth, and they wait 
patiently for their turn to go.”

Flynn was about to speak when Garon interrupted him by saying, 
“And don’t ask me for the total number. I don’t know how many are left. 
Besides, the number changes every day.”

Flynn frowned and said, “Are you going to take a turn?”
Garon shrugged and looked away, as if contemplating the decision 

for the first time. When he looked back at Flynn he said, “I’ve thought 
about it, but Father says I’m to wait.”
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“Wait for what?” asked Flynn, “The next world?”
“No. For the right time. I hear Nathaniel and Eloise are going 

down. So if I do go, I wouldn’t mind being on Earth when they’re down 
there. That would be something to see, those two working together as 
physicals.”

Flynn nodded and said, “It would, but you won’t remember them. 
Trust me when I say, Earth’s veil is very thick. I doubt they’ll even remem-
ber themselves or each other.”

“I don’t know,” replied Garon. “Father has ways of waking people 
up down there. I could request that it be in my contract, maybe ask to 
be close to them, like one of their friends, or a family member, even.”

“I see you’ve thought about it,” replied Flynn.
“You should too,” said Garon, as he grasped his brother’s arm. 

“You’ve served your time here . . . done more than your share of service 
under Lucifer. Why don’t you come back with me? I’m sure there’s a 
place for you on Earth. We can go down together.”

“I can’t. I’ve promised Father I’d fulfill my time here till the end,” 
replied Flynn, almost mournfully. He then cheered himself up and said, 
“It won’t be much longer and this will all be over.”

“There’s more time left than you might realize, at least in your time 
zone,” replied Garon.

“Really? How much?”
“Now, I don’t know the exact length of time, but I heard it will be 

about another eight-hundred-years.” Flynn seemed to deflate at his 
comment, so Garon added, “But that’s a drop in the bucket when com-
pared to the time you’ve already endured.”

Flynn snorted and said, “Wow, you really know how to cheer a guy up.”
“I know, huh. I’ve learned from the best,” said Garon, as he squeezed 

Flynn’s arm reassuringly.
“What? You still think you were my best agent?” teased Flynn.
“Back then, I was your only agent,” Garon bantered back.
“Well,” replied Flynn, once again taking on a professional demeanor, 

“we’ve risked the operation by chatting away much too long.”
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Garon laughed and said, “Always the serious, one. But you’re right.” 
He squeezed Flynn’s arm one last time and released him while saying, 
“Just know that you are loved and missed. Stay focused brother, we’ll all 
be reunited again soon.”

“Hey. Before you go . . . any news on the barrier . . . when it might 
be taken down?”

“I heard, not until the last dispensational prophet is past.”
“Do you have something a bit more specific?” asked Flynn, anxious 

to be on his way, but also longing for information.
“I don’t know the exact year, but I heard things will change some-

time in the nineteenth century,” replied Garon, now also more serious. 
The look on Flynn’s face troubled Garon, and his friend added, “Be 
brave and true, my brother. All will be made whole in the end.”

“I will endure,” replied Flynn, “but I struggle to remain positive. I’ve 
seen horrible things. I’ve . . .” and he paused to look around.

Garon did the same and said, “I feel it too. There is activity nearby. 
We must end this meeting. Adieu, brother.” The two men hastily 
embraced and Flynn gained quite a distance even before Garon had a 
chance to close the barrier.

It was better for him to get moving as soon as possible, and Flynn 
left without even saying goodbye. He sped along the patrol route to 
make up for lost time, only half alert while thinking about what Garon 
said. Eight-hundred more years? He wondered if he could make it. It was 
like running a great marathon, and he was growing weary of the race.

Movement caught his eye and he looked down. Far below him, on 
the surface of the ocean, moved a group of some fifty wanderers. He 
didn’t know where they were going, but he didn’t care. If they stayed 
clear of the barrier, then Flynn didn’t bother with them. But it had been a 
very long time since he’d found anyone near it. The followers had come 
to accept their fate and gave up looking for a way back to the Realm 
long ago.

Lucifer’d also made it illegal to approach the barrier, which is why 
Flynn had a job. No doubt about it, Lucifer was a strict and heavy 
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taskmaster, but he was also very organized and deliberate. When and 
how he exercised influence against the physicals was very structured 
and organized. Everyone worked. Those who didn’t were beaten into 
submission or imprisoned.

But the wanderers were different. They roamed around on the sur-
face as if they were still alive, getting in Lucifer’s way and inviting his 
attention. Flynn knew from experience that such attention was not wel-
come. Which is why Lucifer established collection squads. Every day, 
more and more wanderers remained behind to loiter, confused, wishing 
to be alive, and either refusing to believe they were different from the 
physicals, or searching everywhere for a way to return home.

It was all very odd to Flynn; why they didn’t follow the light that 
opened for them when they left their bodies at physical death. Those 
with even just a little remaining light were given a chance to return to the 
Realm when they died. As for the dark ones, the physicals who embraced 
evil, they couldn’t see the light, and when they did they turned from it.

Flynn came to despise the Earthers who so quickly fell into ranks 
with Lucifer and joined the Army of Opposition after death. In his book, 
they were traitors. The men and women who embraced evil while physi-
cal, were very effective in leveraging their skills of influence against their 
physical brothers and sisters on Earth, and Flynn thought it unjust they 
be allowed to serve Lucifer. Flynn wished Father would collect up all 
the wanderers, and save them from hurting themselves and others. By 
including them in the fight, Lucifer was essentially compounding the 
influence back upon the heads of the physicals; literally paying them 
back with their own kind. It was an abomination in Flynn’s mind.

Strangely, Father didn’t seem the least bit concerned about the wan-
derers. In Flynn’s last communication, he recommended ways to reduce 
the population of wanderers on Earth, but he’d heard nothing back. His 
recommendation was simple, just draw them up. Draw them up and 
place them in a special learning facility. Have those that pursued dark-
ness while physical, serve out their time of reconciliation in life review. 
Have them learn about the harm they caused to others, something, 
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anything, just don’t leave them down here to wander around to get 
caught and end up aiding Lucifer. He doesn’t need the help.

Lucifer’s army was already so effective at influence that his personal 
involvement was barely even needed. Indeed, there was already a large 
cadre of followers who’d attained the same level of influence Lucifer’d 
used against the people during Noah’s time. How could Father not react 
to Lucifer’s inclusion of Earther’s in the Army of Opposition?

Flynn approached his next checkpoint and examined his timepiece. 
He was back on schedule. He called command to inform them that he’d 
reached the check point, and received a curt response in reply. He never 
missed a call-in, and moved off toward the tenth and final checkpoint 
for the day’s route.

The meeting with Garon was more stressful than he wanted to 
admit. Of all the things that tired him from the work, pretending to be a 
loyal follower was the most difficult for Flynn. He despised Lucifer and 
what he stood for; how he ran hell with an iron fist, crushing all dissent-
ers in his ranks. And there had been many of them. They still existed, 
but they were silent now, all quiet and very careful. No one wanted to 
be tortured and thrown into solitary confinement for disagreeing with 
anything Lucifer said. He also hated the posters. Everywhere he looked, 
there was a picture of Lucifer with some grand slogan that said some-
thing like, “The power of influence is you!” and “We’ll make them pay!” 
It was total nonsense, utter propaganda to enliven the cause, and he 
hated all of it. Everything in Hell was a lie.

Back when Father asked Flynn to serve in Hell, everything around 
him was bright and shiny. And when one lives in a bright and shiny envi-
ronment, it’s hard to imagine the dark and terrible alternative that would 
be like Hell. There were stories, written works from other Opposers, but 
the reality of it was very different from the stories. Flynn could not imag-
ine a more challenging environment to serve Father in.

And being trapped in Earth’s bubble, where he was literally cut off 
from everything he knew and loved, was even worse. He never imagined 
the weight of it, the utter absence of light, and how it would affect him. 
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Flynn’s only worry before he left was would the work damage him, would 
those he left behind in the Realm recognize him when he returned?

With every passing day, his countenance shifted toward darkness 
despite his best efforts to hold on to the truth of the Realm. But one 
could not surround himself with evil and not be influenced. He knew it 
was changing him, but he prayed often, and knew Father would help 
him in the end. If he knew then what he knew now, he would have told 
Michael, no, find someone else. Saying no to callings was not common, 
but he knew better now. It was his choice, not Michaels, or even Father’s, 
but his and his alone. Sometimes it’s okay, maybe even right, to say no.

Was he tricked into participating? He didn’t think so. He had good 
reason to accept the calling. But it was costing him more than he’d ever 
anticipated. He wasn’t sure he could endure another eight-hundred-
years, but all he could do was try. There was no stepping back from this 
mission. He had to finish what he started.

Tired, and eager to end his shift, Flynn accelerated through the 
remainder of his patrol and found that he had reached the final check-
point five minutes early. He groaned and slipped the watch back in his 
pocket as he settled down to wait for his relief. With several minutes still 
left to wait, Flynn was surprised to see his relief appear. He looked at 
the man, a new but adequately trained and apparently eager to work 
border guard, and asked, “Number six-three-nine-seven-one-seven, are 
you prepared to assume your duties as border guard of route N3?”

“Yes, sir,” replied the man.
Flynn took a moment to inspect the man’s uniform and said, “I can 

tell you’re excited, but don’t let that excitement distract you from your 
duties. Many come into this service willing and eager, only to find it 
entirely dull and unrewarding. And believe me when I say, you will find will find will
it dull and unrewarding.”

“Have you, sir?” asked the man, as he relaxed after passing Flynn’s 
inspection.

Flynn snorted and said, “If you’re predisposed to alertness, then I 
suppose you’ll be fine.” He wasn’t about to answer the man’s question, 
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but he wasn’t prone to rudeness, so he added, “Just try not to see and 
report things that don’t exist. Be alert for change, and remember we’re 
here to keep followers away from the barrier, not to jump at everything 
we see on the other side of the barrier. There’s nothing we can do about 
them on that side, anyway.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the man with a salute. “Anything to report, sir? For 
my route, sir?”

“Nothing significant,” replied Flynn. He then offered a salute in 
reply and said, “Carry on.”

The guard immediately left, and Flynn traveled back to the border 
guard locker room, located in the basement of the command headquar-
ters, and changed out of his duty utility uniform.

As he prepared to close his locker and leave, a fellow boarder guard 
approached and said, “Lieutenant Stave wants to see you in his office.” 
Flynn acknowledged the message with a nod and closed the locker door 
before slipping on his boots. It wasn’t unusual for the lieutenant to ask 
for anyone by name, but it wasn’t common for him to ask for Flynn. He 
hadn’t met privately with the lieutenant in more than a hundred years.

He wondered if the lieutenant had found out about his meeting with 
Lucifer at the barrier. The thought of it made him nervous, but Flynn 
reminded himself to remain calm, to not show any outward signs of fear. 
He repeated to himself, I did nothing wrong. I have nothing to hide.

He was the most senior guard still serving on the border, but he 
was not the ranking enlisted border guard in the command. That title 
belonged to Sergeant Kratten, a tall, muscular man who preferred a 
bald head, and had absolutely no patience for poor discipline. Flynn 
had filled in for him on occasion, but it never required a face-to-face
meeting with the lieutenant.

Kratten didn’t join the team until Earth, but Flynn was a border guard 
before then, back even when they were all still on Araphel. None of the 
Araphel crew were still active, which meant Flynn had the most seniority. 
But he didn’t want a leadership position because he believed it would 
hamper his covert communication operations. Flynn was exactly where 
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he wanted to be, above the depths of Hell and secretly serving Father 
behind enemy lines.

Flynn made his way to the LT’s office, down a warren of halls and 
briefing rooms, and knocked on the lieutenant’s door. He was invited in, 
and Flynn approached the man’s desk and saluted briskly, as protocol 
dictated. Flynn was surprised to see Sergeant Kratten sitting in a chair 
to one side of Stave’s desk, but he purposely ignored the intimidation 
factor and said, “Flynn, one-eight-three-five . . .”

“Yes, Flynn. I know your number,” interrupted Stave, but more kindly 
than usual. “Stand at ease.”

Flynn nodded and assumed a more relaxed position. Free to 
move his eyes, he saw that Stave looked excited, happy even. He 
appeared slightly older than Kratten, but with a head of thick, gray 
hair, close-cropped, with a goatee and long sideburns. It was not the 
typical presentation of an officer in the Army, but then again, the bor-
der guards were not a part of the Army. They were a complementary 
force, for certain, but they held on to their own standards and dress 
code.

“Do you know why I called you here?” asked Stave, as he thumbed 
open a file on his desk.

“No sir,” replied Flynn, directly and without inflection. He preferred 
a monotone when speaking with officers, it seemed to put them at ease.

“Are you happy with your work?”
“Sir?”
“Do you like your job?” snapped Stave.
“I don’t understand the question?” replied Flynn.
“It’s a simple question. Would you like me to repeat it for you?” Stave 

then turned to Kratten and said, “I thought you said he was smart?”
Kratten growled and said, “Answer the damn question, you idiot! 

And quit playing games with the LT!”
“My apologies, sir. I meant no disrespect. It’s just that I don’t under-

stand why you would ask such a question. Yes. I like my job. But in all the 
time I’ve served, no one has ever asked me that question before . . . not 
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in the many thousands of years I’ve been a border guard,” exclaimed 
Flynn.

“That’s a good point,” replied Stave. “Well then, let’s cut to the 
chase, as they say on the surface. I’m being promoted, and Sergeant 
Kratten will move up and fill my slot. Sergeant Kratten will become 
Lieutenant Kratten, your new commander.”

“And Captain Custos?” asked Flynn.
“He will remain the unit group commander,” answered Lieutenant 

Stave.
“And you want me to replace Sergeant Kratten?”
“Bravo, Flynn. Excellent deduction,” said Stave. He then turned to 

Kratten and said, “He is smart, and quick, too.”
Flynn, and apparently even Kratten, didn’t know if the lieutenant 

was being facetious, or just trying to be funny. Either way, his comment 
fell flat. Both men just stared at him, waiting for the conversation to 
resume a normal tact. Finally, the LT cleared his throat and said, while 
looking directly at Flynn, “So, do you want the job?”

“I . . .”
“Sir,” interrupted Kratten. “Can I have a moment alone with Flynn?”
Stave looked surprised, but he replied quickly. “Sure. I need to see 

someone in personnel anyway. I’ll return in a couple minutes.” He then 
looked at Flynn and added, “I’ll expect your answer when I return.”

They both came to their feet when Stave stood. And as soon as the 
office door was closed again, Kratten walked up to Flynn and grabbed 
him by the lapels of his coat before drawing him in close to his face. 
“Are you mad?” he snarled. “Do you not understand that another no
will send you straight to solitary?”

Kratten pushed Flynn away and stepped back. Flynn nodded, and 
straightened his coat, momentarily panicked that Kratten came very 
close to feeling the crystal in his pocket. He composed himself and said, 
“You don’t know what I was going to say.”

“Don’t lie to me. I’ve served with you longer than anyone else. I 
know you better than anyone else in this command. You communicate 
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your words through your face . . . your eyes tell me everything. You 
were about to tell the LT that you didn’t want the promotion, and that 
would have gotten you thrown straight into confinement, or worse yet, 
tortured and then confinement. Is that what you want? You can only say 
no to Lucifer so many times before suspicions are raised, and corrective 
actions are taken.”

“I wasn’t saying no to Lucifer.”
“When you say no to one of his officers, you’re saying no to Lucifer!”
Kratten was right, Flynn was about to turn the promotion down. He 

didn’t want to lose his access to the barrier, and accepting the promo-
tion would change his duty significantly. It might even crush the com-
munications network he’d worked so hard to build. “I . . . I guess you’re 
right,” replied Flynn.

“Right about what?” snapped Kratten.
“I can’t say no. I’ll accept the assignment.”
“It’s a promotion, you ding-bat. And there are perks that come with 

promotions. Besides, you know what this work involves. It’ll be easy for 
you.”

Flynn sighed and repeated, “You’re right. I’ll accept the assign-
ment . . . I mean, the promotion, but on one condition.”

Kratten snorted and said, “You’re in no position to negotiate.”
“What happens if I don’t accept? Torture and confinement? Fine. 

None of the other guards have my experience. I’ve been doing your job 
since this work started, and the LT knows it, which is why he needs me, 
and so do you. If I don’t accept the promotion, then you won’t move up, 
and neither will he. Am I correct?”

“You’re playing a very dangerous game here, Flynn,” growled 
Kratten. “What do you want?”

“I want to stay outside.”
Kratten sighed and said, “You can do whatever you damn well 

please when you’re the Sergeant. Just like it’s always been. In fact, you 
can schedule yourself the prime shifts whenever you want, or you can 
plant your happy ass in a chair and rot, for all I care. But I’m warning you, 
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be very careful. Your eagerness to remain on the barrier might begin 
to raise some questions about your motives. Why is being out there so 
important to you?”

“It’s my peace . . . it’s the only thing that keeps me sane down here. 
You must understand this. Isn’t there something you do to cope with 
this place?”

“What I do with my time is none of your business,” snapped Kratten.
The door suddenly opened and Stave stepped in. He sensed the 

mood, but didn’t care. It was his office, at least for a few more days. 
When he saw the two men standing together, he smiled and said, 
“Good. I see that you had a productive conversation. So then, Flynn, 
what is your answer?”

“Sir, I’d be honored to assume the responsibilities as Sergeant of 
the guard.”

“Excellent. The process will begin immediately.” Stave looked at 
Kratten and said, “Sergeant, take Flynn down to personnel and begin the 
records search. We want to make sure he’s a team player, and all that.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Kratten. “After you,” he said to Flynn as he 
motioned for the door. Flynn stepped into the hall and then followed 
Kratten to personnel. When they were a good distance from the office, 
Kratten asked, in a very low voice, “You’ll pass the background examina-
tion, won’t you?”

“If you had to ask that question, then you should not have consid-
ered me for the job,” replied Flynn.

Kratten grabbed Flynn by the shoulders and shoved him up against 
the wall. “Are you trying to piss me off? Because if you are, you’re doing 
a good job of it.”

“I’m not,” replied Flynn. Two orderlies walked past them, intent on 
avoiding all eye contact with the two men involved in the altercation in 
the hallway. When they were out of ear shot, Flynn added. “I’m a team 
player.”

“Let’s hope so . . . for your sake. You’ll be working for me under very 
different circumstances. I won’t play games with you.”
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“I know that about you. And you know that about me as well,” 
replied Flynn.

With that, Kratten turned and lead Flynn down the hall toward per-
sonnel. Flynn knew that a very long night lay ahead of him, which was 
disheartening given the stressful day he’d had, and the fact that he was 
still in possession of an illegal and very dangerous crystal.

But he’d suffered through countless interrogations before, every five 
years in fact, and knew the drill. They would ask questions, and he would 
answer them. All he had to do was remain consistent with his responses. 
Several million people, all of them eager to hear from the Realm, were 
counting on him.

Few people outside of Personnel Command knew the total number 
of followers in Hell, but Flynn had a pretty good idea how enormous the 
number really was. A third of the host of Heaven was somewhere around 
twenty billion souls, many times more than the population of Earth. It 
was a staggering number by physical standards, but not by spiritual.

They reached the personnel office and Kratten passed Flynn off to a 
clerk before quickly turning around and leaving without saying a word. 
A few minutes later, the clerk passed Flynn off to the first interrogation 
agent of the evening. Let the games begin, thought Flynn, and smiled 
at the bald man with spectacles. Glasses? Really? How bureaucratic 
did you need to look when you’re already a bureaucrat? He found the 
appearance redundant, and smiled again despite his feelings of disgust 
for the man and his job. There was no honor in prying into people’s lives.

This time the clerk smiled back. So, he knows how to play the game,
thought Flynn, and he sat in the chair across from him. Between them 
stood a simple desk laden with files. All his, he assumed, but dared not 
ask. He was not worried. He was not afraid. Confidence filled his mind 
like adrenalin.

The vetting process was long and arduous, and eventually, Flynn 
lost track of time. Later, when he approached his warren, he realized 
several days had passed. After more than a dozen interrogations, and a 
final interview with Captain Custos, Flynn was sent home with no idea 
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of how he faired. However, had any one of the interviews gone wrong, 
he would not have been sent home. It would have been a ticket straight 
to Discipline Command. All things considered, being released without 
word was a good thing.

Kaia, Flynn’s pseudo-legal female companion – pseudo-legal
because all traditional forms of family structure were strictly outlawed in 
Hell - greeted him warmly at the door. She wrapped her arms around his 
neck and kissed him excitedly, as if she hadn’t seen him in years. “Where 
have you been? I’ve been so worried!”

“Ah, so you missed me?” teased Flynn.
She released him and hit him playfully on the chest. “I heard the 

news that you were taken to personnel for interrogations. I thought I’d 
never see you, again.”

“Really? Never again?”
“Stop,” she moaned. “Can you not cease teasing me?”
“It’s hard not to,” he said, as he unbuttoned his coat, careful not to 

expose the crystal to her. Because of the interview, he had missed his 
scheduled drop. There was great risk in bringing the crystal home, but 
he had no other choice. He’d hide it in their private chamber when Kaia 
was distracted, and wait for the next scheduled drop time.

“Tell me,” asked Kaia, as she moved behind Flynn to rub his shoul-
ders and neck, “did they offer you a new job?”

“Are there no secrets here?” he roared playfully, and turned to toss 
her over his shoulder and carry her out of the common area and into 
their private chamber. Theirs wasn’t a big space, but it was private, and 
free of nosy eyes and ears. But he was also bound to secrecy by duty. 
He was not allowed to talk about his duties, even to Kaia, but he chose 
to anyway. It helped to have someone to talk to.

Essentially, everything he did was classified, so he had to be careful. He 
didn’t trust anyone in the warren, especially the steward, a fat, loathsome 
creature of ill temper and poor representative hygiene. Flynn ignored him, 
for the most part, and never bowed to his authority, which made him an 
enemy. And when enemies were around, one had to be even more careful.
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Sensing his concern for privacy, Kaia said, “He is out, you know. The 
pig. He left early yesterday and has not yet returned.”

“That does not mean I wish to share my story with the others,” 
replied Flynn, as he closed the door to his chamber. “If the law allowed 
it, I would make us a private warren, one far from the headquarters,” he 
added, as he carefully hung up his coat and changed into a simple outfit 
of loose-fitting pants with a matching robe. While dressing, he asked, 
“Tell me. Why did you miss me again?”

“You devil,” she teased. “We’ve been together for more than half 
the exile, and still you yearn to hear me speak forbidden words.”

“Then speak them now,” said Flynn, as he wrapped his arms around 
Kaia again.

“I love you,” she whispered.
“Again,” said Flynn.
“I Love you!” she said again, more loudly this time, but not quite a 

yell because she knew the risk.
“Not too loud,” said Flynn, playfully shocked. “You can’t break the 

law in front of the Sergeant of the guard.”
“Sergeant? They made you a sergeant?” she squealed in delight. 

“I’m so proud of you!”
“Yeah. They made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.”
“That’s a funny line,” moaned Kaia. “You’ve avoided that post for a 

millennium. Finally, you have come to your senses. You will make a fine 
sergeant.” She plopped onto their mattress and rested her head on a 
pillow. “Do you think they will give us a place of our own? It would be so 
nice to have more room, and servants.”

Flynn frowned and said, “Perhaps. But I have not asked for such accom-
modations. If they offer them, fine, but I will not take servants or slaves.”

She pulled him down to the mattress by the hand and kissed him. 
“That would be fine with me. But will there be parties and such?”

“Hmmm. I hope not,” replied Flynn.
Kaia pouted and said, “I can’t wait to rub your promotion in the faces 

of the other women in the warren. They believed you were imprisoned, 
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a victim of your own pride. You should have seen them, they were liter-
ally gushing with satisfaction that I was miserable without you. It was 
terrible.”

“Do not, I pray, agitate the hags of this warren. We are fine in our 
own awareness. I will see what I can do about moving into a leader’s 
warren, but I doubt it will be much better than this. Besides, we serve 
the mission of Opposition not for our own pleasure, but for Lucifer’s.”

“You sound like a priest,” whispered Kaia in his ear.
“Then I must be more careful with what I say,” replied Flynn. “Such 

beliefs will end my rein as Sergeant of the Guard.”
“Fret not, fine Sergeant. I am here to save you.”
“A pleasant thought, that,” replied Flynn.
“Now. Tell me something secret. Whisper it into my ear,” purred 

Kaia.
Flynn repositioned himself to face Kaia on the mattress. He stud-

ied her for a moment, discerning her interest. Then, finding nothing 
dark or desperate, he smiled and said, “I overheard the clerks talking in 
Personnel Command. Apparently . . . and now this is only hearsay . . . 
Lucifer is preparing for a big meeting with Father. There’s to be a big 
conference, one that’s supposed to mean something important for all 
of us here.”

Kaia squinted her eyes and said, “That’s no secret. Everyone knows 
about the meeting.”

“They do?” replied Flynn.
“Yes, silly. It was announced yesterday, on every monitor.”
Flynn turned to the screen and saw a silent, moving picture of 

Lucifer. It showed their illustrious leader saluting as the Army passed 
before him on the reviewing stand during their last celebratory parade. 
Lucifer might convince the followers he wasn’t an evil dictator, but he 
didn’t fool Flynn.
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Seventeen

THE SUMMIT

F
ather sat up and turned his body to drop his legs over the side of the 
bed. He stretched long and hard, arms high in the air, fingers inter-

laced; a ritual he refused to abandon after spending so many life phases 
as a physical. It was a simple wake-up exercise, one altogether unneces-
sary, but nevertheless useful for him in marking the beginning of the day.

He looked around the softly lit room as he collected his thoughts. 
The private bed chamber he shared with Mother was austere by most 
standards: simple, small, and lightly furnished, but big enough for two. 
It contained a bed, two padded chairs, a small desk, a chest of drawers, 
and a solitary picture of the two of them, back when they first met a very 
long time ago.

Smiling at the memory the picture evoked, Father ran his fingers 
through his hair and considered how much their love had grown. They 
were different people back then, simple and innocent - as only a veiled 
life can provide. Now they were something much more, great even, a 
paired couple of infinite purpose and possibility, with children that num-
bered as the stars.

Their coming together was no accident. Alone, they were strong, 
but together, they were much more, equaling a sum far greater than 
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their two parts. He had known theirs would be a union of unlimited pos-
sibility. They completed each other, and he’d loved her the first moment 
he’d laid eyes on her. Indeed, he knew he wouldn’t be where he was 
today without her. Such was the way of their eternal progression, where 
the coming together of divine pairs was not something taken lightly.

They’d traveled through time together, and because of it, they were 
equal in all ways despite sometimes having to serve independent mis-
sions early on. Father had never enjoyed working without her. Mother 
kept him grounded, and provided a balance he so desperately needed, 
especially when it came to their current mission: Earth. Still, whether 
working alone or together, they always talked. Nothing happened, no 
major decision was made that the other didn’t know about first.

But they’d never planned to be where they were, rulers of any kind, 
let alone a Realm. Setting one’s aspirations on being a ruling God was 
a sure way to derail the desired path. The Verse demanded ability 
over passion, knowledge and service over personal desire. Godhood 
was awarded more than earned. Earning it was necessary, but it wasn’t 
the focus. The higher one progressed, the more delicate the balance 
between service and ability.

Father leaned over and gently kissed Mother’s head before stand-
ing. She stirred at his contact, but didn’t wake, which pleased him. The 
hour was too early for her to rise, but he needed the time to prepare for 
an appointment with Lucifer.

Father changed from his resting clothes and donned a semi-formal
white robe of royal design, one intended mainly for the day’s activities. 
He did this by directing the energy around him, shaping and shifting 
it in patterns familiar to him. When he was satisfied with the robe, he 
considered lightening his hair to a shade of blond, one closer to white, 
but then quickly decided against it. Some of his children liked it white, 
they said it made him look older and wiser, but he preferred a more 
natural brown color, one he had when he’d first met Mother. He under-
stood their need of the occasional image reassurance, but his children 
knew him regardless of how he looked. With such a unique aura, unless 
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he intentionally dampened his spiritual signature, or glory, his children 
always knew when he was near.

He looked at Mother as she slept and almost returned to bed to lie 
down next to her again. For them, resting was more than simple senti-
ment; it was a necessary process of rejuvenation. They used their time 
together to heal and energize, talk about their work, and inspire and 
encourage each other. Father looked forward to it each and every time. 
They grew closer through it, and he hated leaving her yet again. Every 
moment with her made him stronger.

Between Earth, and the increased demand for his time from the 
Verse, they were spending less and less time together. Father was tired, 
but Earth was almost complete. It was his last unresolved world before 
he transferred the whole of the Realm over to Yeshua, his begotten son 
and one true and proven heir to the crown. When it was done, Father 
and Mother would ascend and assume their new roles on the Versal 
Council.

Some would follow Father, his elites mostly, and they would continue 
to serve him in a new capacity, which was common when one ascended. 
But most of his children would remain in the Realm and continue to serve 
Yeshua. From them, a new group of elites would be established to take 
council with and advise Yeshua on all matters of light. They would serve 
him as the new Father in a process that continued to define the Verse.

Father opened one of the smaller drawers within the chest and 
picked up a small round orb, the size of a marble, and slipped it into 
his pocket. He then quietly closed the chest and looked over at Mother 
before jumping away to his office. For him, the process of jumping was 
entirely effortless. It was like stepping through a doorway, where he left 
the bed chamber behind and instantly entered his private office. Michael 
was already there, sitting on Father’s couch and reading the day’s Earth 
report. He stood up when Father appeared, and bowed politely as he 
always did, while saying simply, “Father.”

“Michael,” replied Father cheerfully as he rounded his desk to 
thumb quickly through his copy of the same report. He read it while 
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standing, which meant he wasn’t likely to stay long. It was a familiar drill 
for the two men, to meet in Father’s office to discuss the coming day, 
and lately, he had hardly stayed for more than a few minutes. For Father, 
it was more important to gauge the disposition of Michael than arrive 
and read a report.

Like most others in the work, Michael was growing tired from the 
long journey called Earth. But from the beginning, Father made it his 
personal mission to assess the daily disposition of his key leaders. 
Though he loved all his children equally, Father’s elites helped him meet 
many precise objectives, and facilitate the way forward in a more pro-
gressive manner. They were a part of him, an extension of his will, and 
each one was valuable to the work in their own ways.

And Michael was no exception, but through the work they’d grown 
very close, so meeting formalities were hardly necessary.

Michael remained standing, politely watching Father as he quickly 
read through the twelve-page report, noting every subtle move and shift 
of countenance. There was no one in the whole of the Verse Michael 
respected more than Father, and there was so much to be learned just 
by watching him. To learn from Father was why he wanted to serve, and 
Michael savored every moment. He learned from him even when Father 
was away attending to important Versal matters. Serving him meant 
learning from him, and the more one served, the more one learned. 
When Father was gone, Michael, as the ranking elite, served as Earth’s 
Director of Operations, which meant he also answered to and counseled 
with Yeshua, another great mentor. But like Father, he too was often 
away on diplomatic missions, meeting and negotiating with leaders 
from other Realms. Like Father, Yeshua was a very busy man, so Michael 
ran most of Earth’s operations.

Gabriel was also a Director General, charged with maintaining the 
Army of the Realm, but Michael commanded the overall effort for Earth. 
It was a mission he accepted willingly. To be a part of such a grand and 
unprecedented project was a unique opportunity, and he considered 
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himself blessed to be called to serve in such a capacity. But at times, he 
wondered how he ended up being pitted against his own brother.

Like several of the other elites, Michael had progressed with Lucifer 
every step of the way. He watched him progress, plateau, and then 
plunge. It was a terrible day in the Realm when news of Lucifer’s fall 
was spread. Up until his brother turned to darkness, Michael had no 
grudge against him. Later, when his brother was punished for his crimes, 
Michael’s attitude vacillated from pity to disdain. He was now a wretched 
man, and Michael could not bring himself to love him like he once did.

Given all that transpired with Lucifer, before and during his time on 
Earth, Michael longed to usher him straight into reset. He doubted his 
brother would go willingly, but Michael would drag him there if Father 
would allow such a thing. Everyone knew Lucifer treasured his intelli-
gence and knowledge above all else, which is why Michael believed 
Lucifer should be made to start over. The veils were there for a reason, 
to prevent insanity. No one could hold on to so many lives and not 
be affected by them. Always obedient, he had never done so himself. 
Michael had no desire to challenge what the ancients must know to be 
true.

But Father had a way with people. He was very effective at mak-
ing good people great, and turning dark and hopeless people back 
to the light, which is why he was so revered and respected throughout 
the Verse. He was the master mentor, and personally facilitated some of 
the greatest returns to light in the Verse.

Still, despite his choices – because of his choices - Lucifer was Earth’s 
Opposer, and he was an extremely effective one at that. No one could 
accuse him of sloth. In fact, Lucifer was almost too good at his job. He 
was so successful at turning the hearts and minds of Father’s children 
toward him that many would have been forever lost if not for Yeshua’s 
part in the plan.

But Father was very thorough, leaving very little to chance. Michael 
had seen only small parts of Father’s plan for Lucifer, enough to know it 
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included redemption, but he was skeptical of anything that included his 
wayward brother. No one so lost in darkness had ever returned. There 
was a breaking point, and, according to records, Lucifer crossed the line. 
Unlike Father, Michael did not believe Lucifer could be saved.

Michael knew he was part of Father’s special project, but his mission 
was vastly different from that of Lucifer’s. Unlike his now dark brother, 
Michael loved serving Father as much as he loved the man himself. The 
only similarity in their two missions was that they involved the same 
playing field. Where Lucifer sought to bind Father’s children, and drag 
them down with him, Michael wanted only to see them safely through 
to the end.

Father had shown Michael how Lucifer’s time on Earth would end, 
but it was little comfort to him as General Director after so many great 
and noble ones had fallen to his influence. They were still brothers, but 
the divide between them was great. Michael did not like how Lucifer 
so eagerly set his followers upon their unsuspecting, and now physical, 
brothers and sisters. Before Earth they were one family. Now they were 
divided, broke asunder, each desperate to survive the influence of the 
other.

Michael immediately bristled when Father asked, “What are your 
latest impressions of Lucifer?”

“He is ever the scoundrel,” replied Michael. “I don’t know how to 
suffer his activities.”

Michael realized he presented an overly emotional response, when 
he should have said something more logical and concise. But it was too 
late. Father looked at him and said, “Go easy on your brother, my son. 
His trial has been difficult, and is one that is far from over.”

With a sigh, Michael plopped down on the couch and said, “My 
apologies, Father. It’s just that I don’t possess your patience with him. I 
know he was once great, but I can’t help but pity and despise him now. 
He has done so much harm.”

“There’s greatness in him, still,” replied Father, as he closed the 
report and circled around to the front of the desk to better face Michael. 
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When comfortably reclined against the edge of the desk, Father added, 
“His work is vital in a different but very important way. No one else 
could do what he’s doing on Earth.” Father paused for a moment and 
asked, “Have you thought of how you would have performed in the 
same circumstances?”

“Impossible. I would not have made his choices,” answered Michael, 
boldly.

Father’s response was simple and direct, “Don’t judge your brother’s 
choices against your own. You are on different paths; therefore your 
choices were, and will continue to be, different.”

The two men looked at each other for a long moment before 
Michael, seeing nothing but truth in Father’s eyes, nodded and said, 
“My apologies, Father. Forgive me. I do not see the round as do you.”

“There is nothing to forgive. And I pray, my son, do not use the round 
as an excuse. Your heart knows more than your mind. Your brother, your 
nemesis on Earth, will be made whole again.”

Michael’s look was dubious, but Father was not done. He continued 
by saying, “Nevertheless, the fight continues. We must strengthen the 
Light that resides within the children who struggle on Earth. Do not 
cease in your influence for good, my son. We are almost finished.”

Michael stood and said, “Yes, Father. I will not fail you.”
They approached each other and embraced. Father said tenderly in 

Michael’s ear, “Thank you for your service. I know this is a sore trial for 
all, but we must endure.” Father stepped away and gripped Michael’s 
arms. “Stay the course, my son.”

Michael bowed and said, “I serve thee and thy will.”
With a broad smile, Father released Michael and said, “Now then, 

lead me to the control room. I want to see the Earth Group in action.”
“Right this way,” replied Michael, knowing that Father knew the way, 

but wanting to continue with the charade regardless. He loved it when 
Father was relaxed and playful.

Michael entered the control room first, and his rich baritone voice 
announced Father’s presence. Everyone stopped working and came to 
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their feet. They beamed at Father, and he beamed back, shedding his 
love for them in tangible energy waves.

Stepping into Earth’s control room meant they had to pass through 
a time differential. Father, who was intimately familiar with time man-
agement, felt it immediately. He could also see the difference, how 
Earth time flowed into Realm time like a muddy river might flow into 
a clear blue ocean. It was not as stark as that, but it was the best way 
to describe how the difference looked to Father. The linear time on 
Earth was wild and primitive, angry even, when compared to that of the 
Realm, but it nevertheless contributed to the chorus of time that was 
the round.

At Michael’s recommendation, the entire staff agreed it was a much 
more effective way to follow and support actives on Earth when operat-
ing on their time. Father had agreed, knowing how difficult it was for 
them to react to the speed of events on Earth, so he set the time differ-
ential for them. It applied only to Earth’s control room, and had no last-
ing effect on the workers or the Realm. Few even noticed the difference 
when they passed through the doorway. From the outside, it looked like 
staff members entered the control room, and then immediately turned 
and came back out. And for those who served in the operations center, 
no time was lost when they stepped outside at the end of their twelve-
hour work shift.hour work shift.hour

Using his hands to motion the staff back into their seats, Father 
pleaded kindly with them by saying, “Please. Please, everyone. Don’t 
let me stop you. It’s good to see you, all. Thank you for your hard work 
and dedication.”

They returned to their seats and Father followed Michael to his desk 
while saying, “I need to meet with Nathaniel. Send word that I request 
his company on a trip down to Earth . . . for a crystal exchange at the 
barrier. No escort detail required.”

“Then I should tell Garon his services won’t be needed today?” 
asked Michael.

“Yes. Thank you.”
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Michael bowed in reply and turned to relay the instructions to the 
communications officer. “It is done,” he said. “Do you have any addi-
tional or special instructions for me today?”

“No,” replied Father with a gentle smile. “You’re doing a splendid 
job.” And then louder, so that everyone in the control room could hear, 
“You are all doing a magnificent job. Thank you for your service and 
hard work. It is no small thing you do here. I know Yeshua appreciates it 
as much as I . . . my blessings to you and your families.”

Father turned back to Michael and said finally, “Stay the course, my 
son. With you at the helm, Yeshua’s free to liaison with the other Realms. 
Though at times it may not appear so, we are making great progress 
on Earth. And when we are done, the Versal Council will recognize the 
value of our work.”

Michael knew exactly what Father meant when it came to the Verse. 
For them, it was all about balancing the complicated arc of agency with 
veiling. But that was hardly the only reason for his work. Father never did 
anything for one reason alone. In fact, he always had at least three rea-
sons for everything, and Earth was no exception. It alone carried more 
reasons of purpose than any other world before, and that was saying 
something when it came to Father. Just considering how he managed 
the individual progress of each of his children was enough to boggle 
the mind.

Father was complex, to say the least. A deeply structured and multi-
layered man with only one true mission at heart, and that was to advance 
his children along the path of light. It involved the Verse through bal-
ance, but he loved his children more than anything. It was why he was 
able to attract so many intelligent and qualified elites into his service. 
He was, by far, the best God to work for in the Verse.

“This is a work of truth and light,” replied Michael, offering another 
respectful bow.

“Let us hope,” replied Father. “I’m off now . . . to meet with the new 
departures. But I won’t be gone long. If Nathaniel arrives before I return, 
brief him on the current disposition of Lucifer . . . all the key points of his 
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recent activities. Nathaniel needs to be prepared for what I’m about to 
ask of him,” instructed Father.

Michael nodded again and Father blessed him with a warm embrace 
before jumping away. For Father, it was like taking a single step from the 
control room to the Grand Amphitheater of the Realm. When his feet 
landed softly on the lawn at the base of the amphitheater, He looked 
up and round him. Sitting on the exquisite stone benches that tiered 
upward to the lip of the amphitheater, sat thousands of his children, all 
scheduled to depart for Earth within one relative Earth day.

They grew respectfully quiet when he appeared, and Father 
bowed slightly to them in reply to their respect. He lovingly scanned 
their faces, knowing each of them personally and feeling their eager-
ness and excitement at finally reaching the point where they would be 
allowed to travel to Earth and experience a physical body, on a physi-
cal world. For many, it would be their first time, and he was there to 
see them off.

Father enjoyed the gatherings very much. He’d already met with 
many of whom were leaving, to discuss their trials, the timing of their 
return, and anything else of concern for the individual. Some of his chil-
dren accepted everything Father asked of them. Still others asked for 
more, or less, depending on their desires and willingness to face life 
on Earth under Lucifer’s influence. Arriving so late in the plan for physi-
cal actualization was not a concern for most of them. Many were even 
excited, believing they understood the extent of Lucifer’s successful 
influence. They wanted to go and prove themselves to Father despite 
the risks involved.

It pleased Father that, despite the many physical challenges they 
would face on Earth, there was no shortage of volunteers. All who 
wanted to go down were given a place in the plan. The benefit of suc-
cess far outweighed the risk, and they considered the reward worth it. 
To be a part of the plan on Earth, Fathers great masterpiece and final 
project as ruler of the Realm, was enough to convince most to apply for 
the opportunity.
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The first-time departures received extensive briefings and training in 
preparation for their missions. But it was more a courtesy than a neces-
sity, for the veil did not allow for the memory of the training to remain. 
However, the preparation still served a purpose. Everyone knew at least 
a portion of what they were in for, at least in terms of experience. The 
only thing they didn’t know was how they’d perform.

Even with the veil, some impressions of the Realm would remain with 
them. Everyone hoped that theirs would be strong enough to endure 
a physical life honorably. They left with a strong desire to remember 
Father. But life through the veil rarely served that desire. While on Earth, 
a hidden part of each person held on to the memory of their pre-mor-
tal lives, that they were Father’s spirit children, but that feeling had to 
be explored and rediscovered. It had to be diligently searched for and 
learned anew. Such was the greatest of all stumbling blocks for his chil-
dren when they were physical.

Heartbreakingly, such awareness came best through trial and sac-
rifice. Like a grain of sand that becomes a pearl, the light within each 
child had to be encouraged through perseverance. To hear the distant 
echo of truth, one had to open one’s mind and let the divine nature 
reveal itself to both body and mind. They all knew it wouldn’t be easy, 
but they wanted to try despite their misgivings about the news coming 
back from Earth.

Earth had a reputation for being Lucifer’s playground, and as a result 
some of Father’s children were beginning to second guess their choice 
to go down. Those who completed successful missions on Earth were 
spreading the word about the importance of the project, about the 
reward to be gained, but they were facing tougher and tougher ques-
tions from those yet to depart, those who knew of others who had fallen 
prey to the adversary and did not return. The Opposer, without even 
knowing it, was affecting choice even in the Realm.

But for most, it was a simple matter of trust. They trusted Father and 
Yeshua despite their concerns. To be worried, and even a little scared, 
was entirely understandable, but Father reminded them often that he 
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would always be there for them, especially those who were doubting. 
All they had to do was remember and call upon him.

As Father took in every face in the amphitheater, all his departing 
children, he noted their love and earnest enthusiasm, their willingness 
to serve him was palpable, warm and inviting. It stirred deep sentiment 
within him as he reflected on his first departure. They would be gone for 
only a short time relative to the Realm, but in that short time they would 
face a lifetime of trials and sacrifice. It would seem long for them, and 
they would forget their home.

Father controlled his rising emotions but could not hold back his 
tears while asking, “Are you ready?”

Though spoken tenderly, Father’s words filled them, and they stood 
and cheered their purpose, knowing the importance of their journey. 
Seeing them off always touched him, but it also hurt. He knew he would 
lose some of them, but he’d provided a way back. And as always, with 
agency, they would have a choice who to follow. He would take them 
back though, regardless of their transgressions. The opportunity was 
made sure through Yeshua’s work on Earth.

After a heartfelt but brief discourse of love and encouragement, 
Father asked them to come down and file by. He greeted each one 
individually, and blessed and encouraged whenever needed. Despite 
the numbers present, it was a warm and tender moment for each of his 
sons and daughters, but more so for Father.

Speaking resolutely, many promised to remember him. They boldly 
declared they would return to him with honor, but Father knew the 
challenges they’d face. Still, he encouraged and blessed, hugged and 
kissed, and bid them all farewell and a joyous return.

When the last of them were gone, Father wiped his eyes and 
removed the timepiece from his pocket. He examined the small, white 
orb closely, as he always did before using it, and turned it slowly in 
his hand until it turned an iridescent shade of blue to represent Earth’s 
Round.
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The timepiece was a fine device, given only to those proven worthy 
of celestial time management. It was an essential tool that served the 
complicated and demanding position Father held. Indeed, all Realm 
leaders in the Order of Light possessed a timepiece. It not only allowed 
them to move through space and time, but they could also bend it to 
suit their needs.

To handle such a device, the operator not only required keys of 
authority, they had to possess great intelligence and wisdom, as well as 
an understanding of Versal dimensional variables and the keys of cre-
ation. One could not rule over a Realm until they could master the use 
of a timepiece.

Father suspended the blue orb in the air at eye level and expanded 
it with a wave of his hand. When it was the size of a plastic beach ball, 
Father entered the orb with his head. From the outside, it looked like 
Father’s head was surrounded by a clear, blue semi-transparent force 
field.

From the inside, it was like stepping into the center of an expansive 
galaxy, where an infinite number of stars streaked around a massive cen-
tral star on their various orbits. Many of the stars left long trails of light 
behind them, and a good portion of them were long enough that the 
star overlapped their tail to create a complete ring of light. Others were 
dim and barely visible, and moved quite slowly. It all meant something 
to Father as they were presented to him in the micro-galaxy that came 
from the timepiece. There were many stars on many tracks, and Father 
knew every one of them by name.

He watched as the new stars - those from the children he’d just bid 
farewell to - joined Earth’s round and added their orbits in representa-
tion to that of Father’s other children. He highlighted them in red to 
better observe their inclusion, noting how the light of their stars subtly 
changed when they entered physical bodies in their turn. Everything 
about Earth was planned down to the finest detail. The round of Earth 
existed as a detailed story that was literally written in the stars.
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He thought of Lucifer and those that followed him. They were his 
lost children, even Lucifer, and they too were written into Earth’s round. 
Father missed them all dearly. With a thought, he lit up the lost ones 
in blue. Several billion lights, and their respective paths, produced a 
distinctive blue layer at the distant edge of the timepiece’s star-field, so 
many in fact that the layer was thick enough to blanket even the stars 
closer to the center.

Father returned Lucifer and his followers to gold points of light, 
and on a whim, marked Nathaniel and Eloise in green. Like binary stars, 
they circled closely around each other as they glided along their unified 
track. A unique bond connected the two of them, one unlike any Father 
had ever before seen. They were even different from the unique connec-
tion he shared with Mother, which was written about. He loved to watch 
them when they were together.

Once, long ago, before he’d invited Eloise and Nathaniel to his close 
quorum of elites, Father was given an opportunity to examine their two 
rounds in relation to the Verse. Father was surprised to discover that he 
was not allowed to observe their entire tracks. Parts of their rounds were 
restricted to him, blacked out, denied.

Apparently, he was not privy to see what Nathaniel and Eloise’s end-
game would be for the Verse after Earth, which is why he hadn’t offered 
to take them with him when he was to ascend. Father wondered over it 
for some time before letting it go, for he had Versal plans for them as 
well. For a multitude of reasons though, he was just glad to have them 
both on his team for Earth.

Despite the Versal blackout, Father could see their entire round for could see their entire round for could
Earth. He reached out and touched Nathaniel’s star and fell into orbit 
with him. In third-person perspective, Father watched as Nathaniel 
would be born, grow, and live into adulthood, noting no variation of 
the plan.

He backed away from Nathaniel’s star and approached Eloise’s. She 
would follow behind Nathaniel by some seven Earth years. The delay 
wouldn’t bother her as much as their extensive physical separation on 
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Earth. In private discussions with them both, Father knew there were 
many other things that bothered her about their roles in the plan. But 
he’d explained that it was the only way to reach a successful conclusion, 
the desired end state. They had to remain apart to facilitate their essen-
tial sacrifices. They would not be allowed to come together until they 
were adequately prepared to face the future together.

Father observed Eloise’s Earthly decision points with keen interest, 
knowing that she would face and overcome many horrible trials during 
her mission. But when the two of them came together, they would be 
like him and Mother, and equal a sum much greater than their parts. It 
was why he wanted to meet with Nathaniel, to discuss a supporting mis-
sion, one that would relate specifically to his time on Earth.

Satisfied with what he saw, Father returned to the center of the time-
piece and stepped clear of it. When his head was free from the device’s 
field, he reduced it back to the size of a marble, plucked it from the air, and 
slipped it back into his pocket before jumping back to the control room.

Michael was working at his desk, but he immediately looked up 
when Father appeared next to his desk. With a broad smile, Michael 
asked, “Back so soon?” By his reckoning, Father had been gone only 
a couple of minutes. Michael was familiar with why and how Father 
slipped through time to accomplish his many daily duties, but it was 
much more noticeable to him when he was working in Earth’s control 
room. He teased Father about it, how he could depart and reappear 
minutes, or even seconds later, out of habit. Theirs was more than a 
student – teacher relationship. They were good friends, so a little good-
natured teasing was commonplace.

Father smiled in reply and said, “It’s amazing what one can accom-
plish with effective time management.”

“Indeed,” replied Nathaniel from across the room as he entered the 
control room through the main door. He approached Michael’s desk and 
said, “Father. Sorry to keep you waiting.” He offered the same greet-
ing to Michael and thinking he was called for a meeting, began looking 
around the room for an open chair.
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“Thank you for coming,” said Father to Nathaniel. “I know you’re 
busy with the guard, but I need you to attend me for a quick trip to 
Earth. Did you bring the outbound crystal?”

“I have,” said Nathaniel, as he touched the right breast pocket of 
his uniform. “And I am at your disposal . . . as always,” he concluded.

“Very well then, to the mountain top we go,” replied Father, and he 
immediately jumped away.

Nathaniel knew what he meant. There were many mountain tops 
on Earth, but he liked playing word games, to speak metaphorically 
or in code, even when it wasn’t necessary. Like Nathaniel, Father also 
enjoyed security, espionage even, but only to combat darkness.

The phrase, “to the mountain top,” was little more than a refer-
ence to their usual meeting place above Earth, outside the barrier, and 
directly over Israel. From there, they would move to wherever Father 
wanted to go, be it on or under the Earth’s surface, depending on what 
he wanted to see or do. Nathaniel had accompanied him on many such 
talks, and each one proved enlightening.

Like Michael, Nathaniel also enjoyed his time with Father. One 
always learned something while in his company, especially when it came 
to managing time. But even a casual conversation with Father produced 
rare and wonderful insights. No one in the Realm worked harder to set 
the future for his children than did Father, except Yeshua, whose align-
ment to Father’s goals made him an obvious contender for the title. 
But for Nathaniel, he loved serving as an elite in any capacity. Like all 
the elites before him, they all profited from serving Father. Indeed, 
Nathaniel was a product of Father’s wise and loving mentorship, and he 
was excited for the future.

Serving Father was a weighty duty, but serving him as an elite, even 
more so. Nathaniel could count more than a dozen independent mis-
sions of his own since joining Father’s rank of elites. Their numbers 
were small given the total population of children in the Realm, but pro-
portional to the needs. Elites, quite simply, were the oldest and most 
trusted of Father’s children. They averaged a minimum of five life phases 
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apiece, and were specially chosen for their unique abilities to further the 
plan. Some were even called to Father’s Realm from other Realms in the 
Verse. Together, they formed and served Father as an experienced and 
proven quorum.

To be called as one of Father’s elite guaranteed a future of hard 
work. And after serving with Father for such an extended period of time, 
watching how he worked, and thought, and planned, Nathaniel real-
ized he didn’t want to rule a Realm as did Father. He wanted to be like 
Father, but not sit in a court wearing a crown, even a figurative one. All 
he wanted to do was rest, to enjoy some peace and spend some much 
needed close-time with Eloise, alone, somewhere where they could 
refresh and rejuvenate each other. But he knew that wouldn’t happen 
until they were done with Earth.

Indeed, it took a very special person to accept the level of respon-
sibility Father handed out, and he never seemed to lessen the pace. 
If anything, he increased it. Nathaniel didn’t know how Father did it. 
Yeshua too, he never stopped working, not for a single minute. Yeshua 
was obviously up for the task. At his appointed time, he would rule the 
Realm with honor, having proven himself worthy on countless occasions.

After his physical time on Earth, Nathaniel would, if Father asked 
it of him, stay and serve Yeshua in the Realm. But he really wanted to 
continue serving Father when he assumed his Versal role. For Nathaniel, 
there was also the matter of Eloise’s needs and desires. At times, Father 
knew his loyalty to her was above all others, even him. He would do 
anything for Eloise, as Father would do anything for Mother. Theirs was 
a powerful connection of love.

The two men appeared together above the barrier, nearly simulta-
neously, and looked about to orient themselves to the time. The sun 
was just peaking over the edge of the world to their right, which made 
for an early morning feel for those living on the surface far below them. 
Despite the sunlight around them, the shadows of night had not yet 
fled from the surface. Large swatches of black, punctuated by bright 
streaks of early morning twilight where the sun managed to reach desert 
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plains and valleys, stabbed into the darkness, lending hope to the day. 
Mornings were Father’s favorite time.

They were comfortably silent, content to watch the world below 
them as morning light slowly began to cover the land. A moment later, 
Flynn approached, speeding quickly toward them from under the bar-
rier. He beamed with delight when he saw Father with Nathaniel, and 
waved silently from the other side. Father opened the barrier with a 
hand gesture. It parted as if a curtain, providing a large passageway.

Nathaniel was apparently impressed with the size of the open-
ing, for he gawked at it a moment before passing through to embrace 
Father. Flynn began to sob on Father’s shoulder, and Father said ten-
derly, addressing him by his Realm name, “Lucas, my son. You have 
worked long and hard on your recompense.” As Father released Lucas, 
he clasped his face in his hands, looked into his eyes, and said earnestly, 
“I am so very grateful for your service, but you are in need of a rest.”

“Are you or anyone else resting?” asked Flynn respectfully, as he 
looked back at Father with conviction. He then dropped his head and 
wiped the tears from his face.

Father chuckled lightly and said in reply, “Few will rest until the end. 
But your mission has been a particularly tiresome and hazardous one. 
You have earned a rest, my son. There is no shame in it.” Father rested 
his hands upon Flynn’s shoulders and added, “If you desire one, it shall 
be so. I can manage your absence without losing a single minute of time 
here.”

“I cannot, Father. My time is not yet resolved. I do not feel recon-
ciled for my sins,” wept Lucas. This time, he did not wipe his eyes.

“My son, I have forgiven you, but you must forgive yourself.”
“I will when I am done,” said Flynn. “Seeing you again gave me 

renewed strength. I will not rest until the end. But thank you.” And with 
that, Flynn removed a crystal from his coat pocket and handed it to 
Nathaniel.

Nathaniel accepted the crystal from Flynn and said with a smile, “It’s 
good to see you, brother.”
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“It’s good to see you, too,” replied Flynn.
“The communications network you built is remarkable. I’m very 

impressed. Garon was not pleased when he learned that I was going to 
handle this crystal exchange. He’s convinced he’s the only one worthy of 
meeting with you on these drops.”

Flynn grinned and said, “Tell him his place is there, at your side. He 
has earned his rest. Will he be coming down soon?”

Nathaniel looked to Father, who nodded and said, “That will be for 
him to reveal.”

Flynn was silent for a moment, considering Father’s words, and 
obviously many other things because he said, “I want to thank you for 
Garon’s release. It did much to reassure the other agents . . . that you are 
here for us, but more for what it did for Garon.”

Father nodded and said, “There is no other way.”
Flynn nodded, pleased and reassured, and said, “Well, I have tar-

ried here for too long. I should return to my duties. Thank you both. It 
was good to see you.” There proceeded more farewell pleasantries, 
and when all was said and done, Flynn dropped below the barrier and 
continued on his patrol route.

“A good man,” declared Nathaniel. “He carries a heavy burden for 
the attack on my Eloise.”

“As did you,” replied Father. “But neither of you could have pre-
vented it. And like you, he will recover. But be ready to rescue him. Like 
Garon, he will be discovered and be made to endure torture. But this 
time, I will not negotiate with Lucifer. You will go down and rescue him.” 
Father turned to look at Nathaniel and added, “He must not be made 
to endure the torture longer than is balanced to his recompense. Lucifer, 
once the deceit is realized, will move quickly to punish Flynn, and so 
must you . . . to rescue him.”

“Yes, Father,” replied Nathaniel. “I will be ready when you call. I 
know Lucifer’s domain very well, having explored its reaches in detail. I 
will know where to find him. But are there not many others held in bond-
age? What will come of them?”
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“You speak of Lucifer’s followers. Do you believe they deserve a 
second chance?” asked Father.

“I do,” replied Nathaniel.
“And Lucifer? What of him? Do you think he deserves a . . . second 

chance?”
Nathaniel was quiet for a moment before saying, “Who am I to 

judge the choices of my brothers and sisters. I was present during the 
debate. I remember the argument well. There were times when I began 
to doubt my own resolve. Lucifer was very convincing.”

Father nodded. He rested a hand on Nathaniel’s shoulder and said, 
“I am glad to hear that, because it’s why I’ve asked you here. I want you 
to meet with Lucifer. Tell him I will soon lift the barrier. And when I do, I 
will make it possible for his followers to return to me.”

“I see,” replied Nathaniel, “and if he refuses?”
“That is why I’m sending you. He listens to you. Suggest for now 

that he send those that he imprisoned. They are useless to his cause.”
“Yes. I see the value in that for him. I’m sure he’ll see the logic of it. 

But Father, aren’t you afraid he’ll abandon his mission of opposition if 
the barrier is gone?”

“The barrier will not come down until he sees his new mission. When 
he’s ready, he’ll fully embrace that mission and choose to see it through 
to the end, which includes finishing his mission on Earth.”

Nathaniel nodded and said, “So, I am to be a part of this?”
“Much has already been resolved through Eloise’s work, and painfully, 

the attack. Both of you will serve the plan in that, and many other ways 
while you are physical,” said Father. “Your role in it, individually and collec-
tively, is complex, and when we have more time we will sit and talk about it. 
For now, I need you to diplomatically present the idea for Lucifer to release 
his prisoners. This is about bringing my children home. I’d prefer to not use 
force. A willing Lucifer is much easier to manage. He needs only to inform 
those he’s willing to release to me that I’ll lift the barrier for them.”

Nathaniel nodded and asked, “Can I spread word of the coming 
second chance though?”
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“Yes. Every follower must learn of it if they are going to be saved.”
“I agree. Consider it done,” replied Nathaniel, as he studied Father’s 

face closely, looking for something, a hint about the future even.
Father smiled. “You can read Eloise’s mind because the two of you 

share a special bond. It will not work with me,” he teased. “Now then, 
how is my beloved daughter?”

Nathaniel looked to Father with surprise and asked, “She still won’t 
talk to you?”

“No. She is angry with me. But I don’t blame her. At times, I ask too 
much of her,” said Father.

“The attack changed her . . . made her more cautious and resolute. 
I doubt she will accept another mission after Earth.” Nathaniel seemed 
to reflect on his words for a moment, and when he saw Father studying 
him, most likely reading his mind, he added, “You know . . . I will go with his mind, he added, “You know . . . I will go with his
her wherever she goes.”

“I would expect nothing less,” answered Father.
“Can I be honest with you?”
Father said, “Please,” and dropped his hand from Nathaniel’s shoul-

der. “I know you’re concerned about your mission on Earth, about every-
thing up to and including your awakening, but your place in the round is 
more than just complex, it’s necessary. I can do only so much to rescue 
Lucifer, and I need your help to . . . see him home.”

“There’s much to consider,” replied Nathaniel. “The Verse expects 
this rescue work of me as well?”

“I won’t speak for the Verse. But I will say this, they will watch your 
physical life very closely.”

“Everything, the attack on Eloise, Lucifer’s trials on Earth . . . all pre-
scribed . . . all to bring him back home?”

“Bringing him home is my desire,” replied Father. “Like you, he has 
a place in the Verse. Does it hinge on you? That is a question only time 
will answer. Suffice it to say, you are the only one who can do the mis-
sion given you. Fortunately for us all, you will come together with Eloise. 
That will be a day of celebration.”
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Nathaniel grunted and said, “This may sound selfish, but I long for a 
time when we will be free of all burdens.”

“People at your age and status are hardly free of burden. The higher 
you rise in the Order of Light, the more that is expected of you.”

“I understand the principle, but we are tired. If I were Flynn, I would 
have accepted your offer for a break.”

Father looked at Nathaniel for a moment before saying, “I hear your 
words, but your actions speak otherwise. You would quickly be bored 
and come to me asking for work.”

“Perhaps,” replied Nathaniel. “But I wonder at the nature of my 
work to save Lucifer. My wonderment is, why? Why commit to saving 
him, especially since he has caused you . . . caused many of us . . . so 
much harm.”

Father was quiet for a moment. He felt the energy of Nathaniel’s 
words, understood the nature of them and how they seemed to reso-
nate through the entire Realm. There was no simple answer, but he said 
what Nathaniel needed to hear. “There is greater risk in abandoning him 
to darkness,” was Father’s simple first reply. It was followed by one much 
more poignant, “And I love him. He is my son. I will not abandon him, 
or any of my children.”

“I was not implying . . .”
“I know,” interrupted Father. “I don’t expect you to understand the 

dynamics of my mission. At times, I struggle with it myself. And like you, 
I would love to take a vacation, go somewhere with Mother and rest for 
a season. Maybe one day I will. But right now,” said Father with a hand 
gesture toward the world before him, “we’re nearing the end of a com-
plicated and very important project, one that will change many things 
for many people.”

“Forgive me, Father,” interjected Nathaniel.
“There is nothing to forgive, my son. You have earned your place in 

this work. It is I who am grateful for your service. I know I ask a lot of you your service. I know I ask a lot of you your
both, but you must understand the balance of it, how your work with 
Eloise will serve a much greater purpose than even I can see. You must 
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commit to it, Nathaniel. There will be times when you feel overwhelmed 
and ready to quit. It is then that you must dig deep and try to remember 
who you are, or more accurately, who you were before you were physi-
cally placed. I am not permitted to help you beyond what is written in 
the contract between us and the Verse, and what is written is very harsh. 
They doubt your ability to accomplish your mission under such harsh 
parameters. There will be dynamics that will require, and only allow, my 
most subtle manipulations. I have in fact already begun to set the stage 
for your arrival. But I want you to know that I will never abandon you. 
If I am away, it is because I am made to be away. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Father. Thank you for sharing your heart with me. I will, of 
course, do what you ask of me. Thank you for trusting in me.”

The two men moved toward each other and embraced warmly, held 
it for a time equal to that of a loving parent for his child, and a loving 
child for his parent, and released each other with arms clasped at the 
forearms. They looked into each other’s eyes, seeing the depth of the 
love between them, their commitment to each other, and the trust they 
shared. It was moments like this that Father came to best understand his 
children. To see into their hearts and minds, and feel the energy of their 
lives as it flowed through and around them. When the contact was bro-
ken, they exchanged their familiar farewell pleasantries and departed. 
One returned home to the Realm, and the other, to Hell to visit with 
Lucifer.

Father appreciated Nathaniel’s devotion, but more so, his abilities 
to see and know the truth. It’s what kept him from responding to Eloise’s 
attack. Nathaniel could see beyond his present to consider deep and 
long consequences. He knew that is why Nathaniel agreed to help 
Father with Lucifer. For no one else could speak with Lucifer in a way 
that both piqued his interest and assuaged his anger.

Though Father would never admit it to either man, they were some-
what similar in character. Both Lucifer and Nathaniel were intelligent, had 
an insatiable appetite for learning and knowledge, and were extremely 
loyal until betrayed, or at least until they felt betrayed. More importantly, 
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they were their own men. There was no way to force either of them into 
doing something they didn’t personally believe in, or thought was nec-
essary for their own progression. In other words, they were not blind 
followers of orders. They questioned everything. But when they were 
given a mission, they were completely and totally committed to accom-
plishing it.

Having so much in common, they had become friends, and met 
almost daily, at least until Lucifer turned to darkness. When anger 
became his passion, Nathaniel almost entirely stopped seeing him. 
They continued to respect each other, but were no longer friends. And 
strangely, it was Nathaniel’s forbearance, his self-control at not avenging 
the attack on Eloise, that affected Lucifer the most. It was the first step in 
Lucifer agreeing to meet with any of Father’s active elites.

Their new relationship was extremely valuable to Father. It afforded 
Nathaniel certain liberties in Hell, and it gave Father an inside perspec-
tive, a clear voice from the darkness that would have been impossible to 
receive from Lucifer. Even before Nathaniel knew it, he was setting the 
stage for Lucifer’s reconciliation. Father wanted Lucifer home because 
he loved him. He loved all his children, but through Lucifer, he would 
bring them all home.

More importantly, Father knew Lucifer needed to recognize the 
effects of his dark works. He needed to recompense for his part in the 
rebellion, and for the suffering he caused the Realm before he could 
return to any degree of glory. Father needed Lucifer to see the entire 
range of his choices. But before he could deconstruct and then rebuild 
his son, Father needed to diminish his anger, to ware it down to a small 
ember, and then let him extinguish it himself. The only way to save 
Lucifer was to coax him into saving himself, and Nathaniel would help 
him accomplish that mission.
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Eighteen

FAST ATTACK

T
he sharp wail of an alarm filled the control room floor of the com-
mand headquarters. Flashes from several yellow lights added to the 

nuisance, installed on the off chance that anyone who missed the pierc-
ing warble of the siren might take note of the bright, flashing lights. 
Annoyed, Lucifer dropped the file he’d been holding in his hands onto 
those that were already scattered across the surface of the conference 
table. He turned and looked through the glass wall to identify the shift 
communications officer. The man’s name was Betel, but that’s all Lucifer 
cared to know about him. He didn’t have time to personally know every-
one in the command center, and he didn’t care. Betel was just another 
inspiring follower, wanting to get and be close to the action.

Betel was seated at the far end of the control room. The desk he 
used sat alone, along the wall by the back entrance. He appeared to be 
listening intently to a communicator held up to his ear, and was writing 
furiously at a tablet on his desk.

Every eye on the control room was focused on Betel, one of the low-
est ranking officers in the command center, and it irked Lucifer. The man 
was nothing, a mere peon in the cog of operational processes. The 
man’s job was only to receive and rush all priority field communications 
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directly to Lucifer, wherever he might be, and so far, he was not acting 
quickly enough.

Lucifer looked away, not wanting to show Dege that he was perturbed 
by Betel’s performance. It wasn’t easy. Anger was always easier, but Lucifer 
was working hard to control himself because he believed anger made him 
look weak, that it diminished his command presence. Changing some-
thing that had sustained him for several thousand years wasn’t easy.

There were so many idiots he had to deal with every day, and Lucifer 
had his limits. He understood his staff was eager to hear alert news from 
the field, but they wouldn’t hear anything until he read it first. They were 
wasting time staring at Betel. Lucifer resisted yelling at them, to scream 
at them to get back to work. Instead, to his credit, he returned to the 
files on the conference table.

The alarm had gone off only a handful of times since it was first 
installed a thousand years ago, yet it had always been for false alarms. 
But this time it felt different even to him; the alarm had an energy about 
it that confirmed a truth. Such palpable confirmations were rare in their 
line of work, and based on the reaction of his staff, Lucifer wasn’t the 
only one to think so.

Still, the report was for his eyes only. Nothing would happen until 
he read and released it. Only he would decide what parts, if any, were 
revealed to the command, or the followers. They all knew the process. 
Staring at the communications officer, as if he was actually important, 
was pointlessly non-productive. The communications officer need only 
receive and deliver the message to Lucifer. He was neither an analyst 
nor a decision maker.

Lucifer shuffled through the files on the tabletop while he waited 
patiently for Betel. He considered the source of the priority message 
that was most likely from one of his special detection units, more specifi-
cally, from a field agent whose only purpose it was to monitor the activi-
ties of an individual potential physical elite.

Lucifer had personally crafted the detailed identification and surveil-
lance criteria for everyone in the unit, so he knew it well. So, the alarm 
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going off meant more to him than anyone else in Hell. Every name on the 
list was marked for surveillance by him. And every special agent knew 
the scope of his observation and reporting requirements. So, when the 
alarm went off, it meant an agent believed he or she had identified a key 
target, one Lucifer had been searching for for some time now, Father’s 
last dispensational prophet. Exciting news, to be sure, but Lucifer was 
skeptical. He wouldn’t believe it till he personally assessed the target.

Lucifer remembered from long ago, back when he’d first read 
Father’s plan for Earth, that there’d be more physical elites during the 
last dispensation than any previous one. But thus far, they had yet to 
identify a single potential. While it was true Father’s elites could be 
disguised even as beggars, Lucifer felt certain he’d hardly waste them 
on simple missions, missions that Father could easily manage with any 
number of regular physicals. By Lucifer’s reasoning, Father had either 
changed how he hid and activated his potentials, or he was waiting.

With that in mind, Lucifer had focused his entire effort of special 
teams on finding the last prophet, the one who would be the key to 
Father’s influence resurgence during the last dispensation. For Lucifer, 
it was vital that they identify and discredit the important elite as quickly 
and completely as possible, maybe even misdirect him through influ-
ence before Father could activate him.

Lucifer also believed that many from Father’s final installment of 
elites on Earth would not be inserted into positions of wealth and influ-
ence. Father’s ways were subtle but effective, but Lucifer was fine with 
that. He was comfortable with any approach Father took because he 
always tipped his hand when it came to his prophets. When it came to 
such elites, Father consistently followed a prescribed course of develop-
ment and activation; one that was well known to Lucifer.

The only anomaly was that, since Yeshua’s departure, there had been 
no new prophets. Something had changed after Yeshua’s mission was 
complete, and Lucifer wasn’t exactly sure what it was. He understood 
the atonement and resurrection well enough, but what he didn’t under-
stand was why Father didn’t act to set things straight and reestablish the 
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truths lost during the Dark Ages. He’d certainly had plenty of time to do 
so. And the long quiet period made Lucifer more than a little nervous.

For Father to permit such a long period of darkness to endure after 
Yeshua’s departure, at the same time granting Lucifer nearly total free-
dom of operations, was unprecedented, at least for Earth. Father had 
been quiet for far too long among man, which meant he was up to 
something. It was why Lucifer had activated the Elite Detection Group in 
the first place, in anticipation of Father doing something big. And now, 
finally, they’d received word from the field. It was the first real news of a 
potential prophet in more than a thousand years.

Lucifer glanced over his shoulder and watched as the communica-
tions officer opened a small panel on his desk and pushed a series of 
buttons. “It’s about time!” he snapped, and looked over at Dege. His 
aide was doing a much better job of ignoring the distraction than he, 
which further annoyed Lucifer. With a huff, he stood up, released a long 
line of foul expletives, and walked up to the glass to better see the activ-
ity on the floor.

Betel pressed more buttons and his voice suddenly spilled out from 
the ceiling speaker. It was a private line to the executive conference 
room. “It’s confirmed, my Lord, we’ve identified an elite who may be 
the next prophet,” came the man’s excited voice. Lucifer noticed how 
he delivered the message without looking to see if Lucifer was even 
watching him.

“Bring me the report,” replied Lucifer, his voice stern and tinged 
with growing impatience. He rarely suffered the childlike enthusiasm of 
his staff officers when it came to exciting news, but he did, on occasion, 
long for such news himself. Though rarer than he liked, anything that 
served him and the mission was good news. After spending so much 
time locked in Earth, information that promised change, even if it was 
only a remote possibility of giving them an advantage over Father, was 
most welcome.

“Yes, my Lord,” came Betel’s nervous reply.
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Lucifer watched as Betel grabbed the report off his desk and stood 
to leave. The journey across the control room floor to the stairs leading 
to the executive conference room was no more than a hundred steps, 
but the layout of desks and equipment on the floor prevented a direct 
path. Lucifer arranged the command center for optimal performance 
and reporting, for the sharing of information, which didn’t translate well 
into clear and unobstructed paths in any one direction. So, when every-
one was out of their seats, maneuvering around the control room floor, 
as was often the case it was like trying to pass through several lines of 
riot police with barricades.

When Betel reached the second row of desks, the men and women 
sitting nearby began to stand up and ask him questions. More and more 
people began to approach him until he was literally surrounded by a 
large group of inquisitive staff personnel. Fuming, Lucifer realized his 
staff either didn’t realize the importance of the message, or didn’t care. 
He wanted the message delivered as quickly as possible, not at the 
man’s or his staff’s leisure. He slapped his hand solidly against the glass 
and shouted, “We need to relocate the emergency communications 
desk!”

Dege flinched at the crack of Lucifer’s hand against the thick glass, 
hoping beyond hope that it wouldn’t break and create an even bigger 
distraction than the one currently underway. At times, Lucifer forgot the 
power of his dark energy when angry. Dege responded by saying, “Yes, 
my Lord,” and looked in Lucifer’s direction. He too had noticed what 
was happening on the control room floor and asked, “Do you wish for 
me to intervene?”

Lucifer grunted and turned to look at the display behind him. The 
message that scrolled across the top, in large bold letters that repeated 
themselves in an endless stream of data, read ‘Attention!!! Potential 
Prophet Identified - Sector N5C3!!! Attention!!!’ Lucifer put his hands 
on his hips and turned to glare at his apparently inept communications 
officer because he was now surrounded by even more staff personnel.
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Betel must have felt Lucifer’s eyes bore holes into him because he 
looked up and quickly resumed pushing his way through the crowd. The 
staff might be eager to learn of the news, but it was a luxury for them 
and not of their immediate concern. There was urgent work to be done, 
certainly, but time was of the essence.

Now the communications officer was literally pushing and shoving 
people out of his way to reach the stairs. “Finally,” snapped Lucifer, 
“the man is aware of his priorities!” He turned to Dege and asked, “Are 
the search criteria for potential prophets still set at seventy-five percent 
probability?”

“Eighty, to be exact,” replied Dege. “As you know, we could not 
take it higher without risking overlooking a potential.”

“Father’s been very crafty with this one . . . leaving us with no clue 
whatsoever,” mused Lucifer aloud. He then added in a more direct tone, 
“Waiting this late in the dispensation was bold. Do you think they’ve 
actually found him?” Lucifer asked, as he watched Betel reach and then 
begin to climb the stairs up to the executive conference room. Several 
of the other staff officers noticed that Lucifer was watching them intently, 
and they quickly resumed their seats and returned to work.

“I would like to believe so,” replied Dege. “The special agents are 
well trained and very thorough.”

“Have you verified the report through Beshur?” asked Lucifer, know-
ing, like Dege, that N5C3 put the prophet in North America, somewhere 
around the New York State area, which meant it was Beshur’s area of 
responsibility.

“I was just about to,” replied Dege, and he began to manipulate 
the communicator at his ear for a direct, secure line to both generals. It 
was standard protocol to confer with the generals when significant intel-
ligence reached the headquarters, even if it came from one of Lucifer’s 
own special teams.

Beshur and Zurell each maintained an active force of thirty-thousand
legions, which was the most Lucifer could field with the available follow-
ers at his disposal and still maintain operations of the ancillary functions 
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that included, training, internal security, border security, and even tor-
ture and confinement. But there were also Lucifer’s special teams, such 
as the Elite Detection Group, that ate up even more of his followers. In 
Hell, everyone was either fully employed, or locked away.

To keep things simple, as the population of man continued to grow, 
Lucifer split Earth’s area of responsibility into two halves. Beshur con-
trolled the northern half, and Zurell the southern. At first, the line of 
separation was barely relevant, but now that man had spread and popu-
lated all corners of the world, the boundary was set equally, at the equa-
tor. Much to Lucifer’s pleasure, the division encouraged enthusiastic 
competition between the two armies; some twenty-seven billion men 
and women, and all of them his to command.

Each legion held three cohorts of five-thousand each, or fifteen-
thousand fighting men and women per legion. That was a staggering 
number of soldiers by physical standards, but not spiritual. If spread to 
the individual, the influence ratio of spirits to each physical was more 
than three-to-one, but a three-to-one influence was hardly adequate by 
Lucifer’s standards.

Fortunately, he didn’t need to influence all physicals. The young 
ones, those under the age of eight, were protected by contract. Then 
there were those who entirely abandoned themselves to his influence 
very early on, and required very little influence to remain so. In contrast, 
there were also those who were mostly impervious to Lucifer’s influence. 
They were, what many in Hell called, the elect, but it was more a reference 
to their obedience than a concern of any significant pre-determination.

That left everyone in between, the great spiritual middle class of 
physicals on Earth at any given time, and Lucifer’s primary focus. It was 
they who earned the dedicated attention of the Army. Mostly ignorant 
of their spiritual heritage, they were those who believed their physical 
lives were all there was. All the Army had to do was gently, consistently, 
and ever so delicately, sway them toward Lucifer’s darkness.

The ratio of influence for the middle-class physicals ranged any-
where from five to fifteen-to-one, depending on the person’s resistance 
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to influence. But any number of followers could be leveraged against a 
single target, and at a moment’s notice, if the need arose. Entire legions 
stood ready to influence a single target if the target displayed vulner-
ability worthy of such attention.

Generally, the system they used to respond to any number of emerg-
ing threats was simple – report and attack. But the system for identifying 
and tracking elites was much more complicated than that. It was delib-
erate and analytical. With elites, Lucifer learned it was better to start 
working against them before they even knew who they were, or more 
importantly, before they knew who they worked for Father. Still, despite 
his desire to do this for each elite, it wasn’t easy to find them, especially 
before they were activated and self-aware.

Lucifer knew there were few overall elites to worry about, but find-
ing them when they were physical wasn’t as easy as he’d hoped. That 
meant his elite threat list was relatively large. Lucifer had learned from 
experience that Father’s elites tended to show up out of nowhere, and 
they were usually activated long before Lucifer could identify them. But 
apparently, the search criteria he’d prepared was helping. They had 
their first real hit in more than a thousand years.

He trusted the report, but knew he’d have to personally assess the 
target before they could proceed into the next step of the operation. 
Those serving in Lucifer’s Elite Detection Group spent so much time 
with their targets that they knew them as well as they knew themselves. 
It was time consuming work, but necessary. Lucifer was not about to sit 
idly by as Father inserted his elites in an attempt to change the game 
back in his favor.

It would be nice if the physicals quickly fell under his total influ-
ence, but it didn’t quite work that way. Indeed, to influence a physical 
to eliminate any elite that came along would make his job much easier, 
but there were contract stipulations and parameters to consider. And 
the contract served him on more than one occasion, so he was slow to 
challenge it in court. Nevertheless, if the opportunity arose, he would 
not hesitate to eliminate a threat.
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Lucifer was tracking more than eight-thousand potential elites, or all 
that remained for the last dispensation. The list had been much larger 
at the beginning, but time did help narrow it down. Every year, the list 
grew smaller and smaller, which was something, considering it started 
with close to three-hundred-thousand names, and all of them commit-
ted to memory.

One of the first things Lucifer did before he was exiled to Araphel 
was record everything he knew of Father’s plan in his personal journal. 
Specifically, every elite known to him and their approximate physical 
activation dates. But knowing an elite’s spiritual name, and sometimes 
even their physical first name, didn’t mean they were easy to find. What 
Lucifer relied on most was Father’s agents unwittingly tipping their hand 
to the presence of an elite, which is why surveillance was necessary and 
productive.

With the help of his keen analytical intellect, and copious jour-
nal entries, Lucifer managed to significantly narrow the list of Father’s 
potential elites. The first step was to remove the seniors. Everyone over 
the age of sixty-five was taken off the list. The reasoning was due mainly 
to the current mortality of men. Anyone above such an age would likely 
be too old to serve a lengthy enough period to satisfy Father’s purpose.

Lucifer did the same for physicals under the age of twelve because 
they would be too young to offer any definitive influence among men. 
He doubted Father would use anyone below the age of twenty years, 
but he knew better than to disregard a potential when it came to Father.

That left the matter of gender and geography. He estimated the 
last prophet would be a male given the patriarchal disposition of Earth. 
Women made excellent prophetesses, but not in the West where they 
had no voice. He also believed the targeted elite would be born in a 
modern place, near educational opportunities and a well-established
infrastructure. But because of emigration, Lucifer knew better than to 
exclude any non-Westerner on the list.Westerner on the list.Westerner

All he could do was watch and wait. And since elite activation always 
meant some kind of opening move by Father, until it happened, it wasn’t 
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easy to identify them. Also, Lucifer knew Father was not against using 
new and interesting methods to activate his elites, which meant he 
could easily miss an elite activation if they weren’t watching. He formed 
the Elite Detecting Unit for that purpose alone.

Dege stood up from his desk and approached Lucifer. He placed 
the list of elite names on the table before him and returned to his seat 
without saying a single word. It was obvious his master didn’t want to be 
interrupted. Lucifer acknowledged Dege’s diligence with a grunt, and 
then slid the file in front of him. At that same moment, there was a quiet 
knock at the conference room door. Lucifer yelled, “Come!”

The door opened and an average looking, but neatly uniformed 
man entered the conference room and approached the end of the long 
table. After saluting crisply, the communications officer sat the file on 
the table and returned to the position of attention. Lucifer studied him 
closely, wondering briefly if he should punish the officer for delaying the 
delivery, and then asked, “Do you know the criticality of response times 
in a case such as this?”

“My Lord?” asked Betel, his face instantly changing from one of 
nervousness to dread.

“It’s a simple question, really,” replied Lucifer, as he stood and 
approached the officer at the end of the table and snatched up the file 
in his hand. He waved the file in front of the man’s face and said, “The 
next time you dally with my information, I’ll have you boiled in tar and my information, I’ll have you boiled in tar and my
rolled in gravel. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, my Lord,” stammered Betel.
“I don’t believe you,” replied Lucifer.
“Please my Lord, I understand,” replied the man, as he fell to his 

knees, nearly hitting his head on the table in the process.
He was clearly terrified, which pleased Lucifer almost to the point of 

laughing. “Stand up,” he commanded, but in a less threatening manner. 
The officer stood, but couldn’t look at Lucifer. He looked down at his 
feet instead; obviously afraid to move or say anything that might upset 
Lucifer. After savoring the man’s fear, Lucifer said, “You’re dismissed.”
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Betel nodded and turned to flee the conference room, bumping 
his shoulder on the door as he left. “Where do we find these people,” 
Lucifer complained, as he returned to his seat near the middle length 
of the table. It was a rhetorical question, so he didn’t expect Dege to 
answer. And thankfully he didn’t. Lucifer began to read the report while 
leaning over the table, resting the weight of his body on his hands as he 
scanned the report with his eyes.

A moment later, Lucifer angrily flicked the report off the table and 
straightened, his face clouding with barely contained anger. Dege 
walked to the far side of the table to retrieve the document off the floor 
and asked, “May I read it, Master?”

“Be . . . my . . . guest,” spat Lucifer. “It’s crap.” He turned around 
to look out at the control room floor. Betel reached his desk, sat down, 
and began staring blankly at the wall. Lucifer realized he had been hard 
on the man, but he demanded order and discipline from his staff in all 
matters, especially when it came to urgent communications. He also 
realized it was a good thing he didn’t read the report when the man was 
still in the conference room. Lucifer might have hurt him. While watch-
ing the man, he said, “It’s a red herring. The report says the target is a 
fourteen-year-year-year old boy! Father would never use one so young to serve as 
a prophet. Not here . . . not now!” snarled Lucifer. It was pointless to try 
and remain calm when everything was against him.

Dege read the report while Lucifer stared blankly at the people 
working below him on the control room floor. Many of the staff officers 
and clerks dared quick, furtive glances up at Lucifer, but when they saw 
him looking out they quickly turned back to work. The mood on the 
floor had changed, from one of hope to one of dread, and all because 
they could sense Lucifer’s anger. He had an interesting effect on his fol-
lowers, and Dege wondered if he even knew it.

Annoyed by their solemn discontent, Lucifer returned to the table 
and sat his rear on the edge, no longer interested in sitting down or 
looking at any more files. After folding his arms across his chest, he 
asked Dege, “Tell me. A ruse of Father’s . . . or the real thing?”
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“Why do you think it’s a ruse? Father has used young ones before,” 
answered Dege.

“Not here! Not now! The boy is entirely too young, uneducated, and 
poor for this place and time. He will not be able to gather a following. 
Either that, or he’s losing his mind.”

“Father?” asked Dege.
“Yes! Father!” snapped Lucifer. “Why else would he open the last 

dispensation with a boy child?” He pointed to the list Dege held in his 
hands and said, “There are much better candidates than him. It must be 
a trick.”

“The report says that this evening, as the boy was reading scripture, 
Jeshjuan was there, as were many of the boy’s relatives,” replied Dege. 
“I agree with the field agent . . . it could mean he’s the elite.”

“Why? Because Jeshjuan was there . . . because family was there? 
That’s nothing. It happens all the time,” argued Lucifer.

“Still, it’s an unusual report for so many to be in attendance. It so many to be in attendance. It so many
implies a marked occasion, special, sanctioned by Father. It deserves 
further investigation,” encouraged Dege.

“I know, Dege. I read the report. I’m just not convinced. It’s the boy’s 
age. One so young might work in Asia, but not here . . . not in North 
America.”

“But his name is Joseph,” remarked Dege. “That is the information is Joseph,” remarked Dege. “That is the information is
you pulled from your journal about the last prophet. You have to admit, 
Master, he’s a very likely possibility.” Dege let the tension settle a bit 
more before adding, “I really believe he’s worth your time.”

Lucifer nodded and said, “Fine. I’ll take a closer look. Instruct Beshur 
to have two legions standing ready. I’ll go and assess the boy myself. 
But don’t stop looking. It’s not like Father to play into our hands like this. 
I think it’s a trick.”

Dege touched his throat to issue Lucifer’s orders, and when he fin-
ished, he looked up and said, “Done.”

“Put what you have of the boy on the display. I want to learn more 
of him before I go up.”
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After silently manipulating a few controls at his desk, Dege set the 
display to show an image of four boys sleeping quietly in a single bed. 
A candle, burned short with time, sent an inch-long flame dancing in 
the drafty space. The light from it flickered across the dark ceiling and 
bare wooden walls of the room, but provided enough light to see them 
clearly as they slept.

“Which one is he?” asked Lucifer. Dege pointed to Joseph and 
Lucifer said, “I’m still not convinced. A penniless family? A poor, young, 
farm boy? Father can’t be serious. A hidden elite, maybe, but not the 
prophet!”

Dege shrugged and said, “It’s not unlike Father . . . to operate 
outside of predictable patterns of behavior. I’m sure he knows we’re 
watching him. I find it entirely possible, Master. You know how Father 
is. Besides, it fits the parameters of his plan for the restoration of the 
priesthood. It’s neither too early, nor too late for him to act. The timing 
is perfect.”

Lucifer nodded and studied the sleeping children again. “Apply the 
spiritual filter, please.”

Dege adjusted the display to diminish the physical attributes of the 
area and accentuate the spiritual ones. The close-range image showed 
three guardian angels standing nearby. Not cherubim, but they did 
qualify as a protective detail. “Pull out so I can view the entire house,” 
instructed Lucifer.

Dege did so, and the display showed more than a dozen agents of 
Light in and around the house. “Interesting,” said Lucifer. He took con-
trol of the display himself and pulled out even further, so he could see 
the entire property. It was a very modest home, on a very modest plot 
of land, but there were angelic guards everywhere, more than twenty of 
them, all posted around the property. Indeed, more than he’d ever seen 
at any other potential prophet’s home.

Lucifer quickly shuffled through the files on the table, trying to find 
field information about so much protection. After a few minutes of fruit-
less searching, Lucifer looked back at the display and panned out even 
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farther. The perspective was now directly overhead; looking down from 
about twelve-hundred feet in the air. The small homestead, located 
somewhere in northern New York, was the only place to show signs of 
any significant spiritual activity from Father’s camp. At least in sufficient 
force to support Dege’s interest in the boy.

When Lucifer pulled back even farther, it was the only place in the 
entire state where spiritual light could be so clearly seen. He pulled 
out even more, to see the entire eastern seaboard, and turned off the 
display. Lucifer looked at Dege and said, “If the boy isn’t an elite, then 
there’s more light around him than normal. Perhaps he’s a revivalist, one 
closer to the truth than the others?” almost as if he was talking to him-
self, trying to make sense of the disparity of his reservations.

Dege nodded and said, “It’s not unusual for the area, a religious 
revival is on-going, but there are no young among the preachers. Those 
who expound a form of gospel are more to the boy’s, father’s age, not 
the boy himself.”

“Ah,” said Lucifer. “You question the age as I do.”
“On the contrary, Master. I believe it’s Father’s work. I think he’ll use 

the lad, and sooner than later.”
“Tell Beshur I want him to double the size of his quick reaction force, 

and be ready to meet me when I call. But there’s some research I want 
to do, first.”

“As you wish, my Lord,” replied Dege, with a long, low bow. “Do 
you require an escort?”

“I do not. But make sure Beshur’s ready. I’ll call for him after I assess 
the boy.”

“Yes, my Lord.”
Lucifer walked calmly into his office, not for dramatic effect, but 

because he wanted to communicate an air of self-control to Dege. He 
was actually very excited to investigate the boy, and even more so to 
move against him if Dege was right. But he was also cautious, or at least 
he’d learned to be when opposing Father. It was dangerous to get his 
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hopes up, especially when the competition was so stiff. He knew all too 
well that Father didn’t like to lose.

However, for Father to use one so young was risky. The boy would 
need time to mature, a cooling-off period even, before he would be off period even, before he would be off
ready to work. That meant there was a high probability that Father 
would wake him up through some act of spiritual intervention, like he 
did with Moses; maybe not as grand as a burning bush, but something 
to get the boy’s attention, to set him on his path.

Father was hardly predictable; he approached every elite differently, 
which was both interesting and dangerous, but Lucifer knew Father 
wouldn’t stand by and watch as Lucifer and his army tormented the boy. 
But perhaps he could force Father’s hand in some way, and test Father’s 
commitment to the lad. Such a tactic would do one of two things: it 
would either confirm Father’s plans for the boy, or eliminate him as a 
threat from the elite list.

Lucifer knew he was getting better at his job, unfortunately not 
enough to outmaneuver Father, even on his best day. For the better 
Lucifer got, the more careful and precise was Father’s every act. It was 
as if Father was pulling him along behind him. Lucifer had felt that lately 
he had actually been making headway, that he might finally be the pace 
setter for darkness on Earth, but not yet. He had to eliminate the last 
prophet. Indeed, Lucifer was on the verge of overlapping Father’s plan 
with one of his own. To catch the next dispensational prophet before he 
was activated, to redirect him, or better yet, to destroy him altogether, 
would be a sweet victory over Father.

Lucifer sat at his desk and examined the arrangement of everything 
that sat on the surface, which wasn’t much because he kept a very tidy 
and organized desktop. When he saw that everything was in its proper 
place, he unlocked and opened a drawer at his right knee and removed 
a large and very old book. Of all the bound records Lucifer maintained, 
this was one of his oldest. He began it long ago, well before Earth was 
even considered. It was a record of his entire time, his many lives, but 
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it also contained very important information: his notes on Father’s plan 
for Earth.

The notes didn’t represent a complete laydown of Father’s entire 
plan, but it was enough to keep track of Father’s general timeline. Lucifer 
had recorded everything from memory, back when he still had access to 
Father’s plan. Back when he was a good and trusted agent. Even then, 
Lucifer knew his status would someday change. He could only hide his 
anger for so long.

Thus far, the notes of Earth proved extremely valuable in the war of 
opposition. For the most part, Father had stayed with the plan; much 
more than Lucifer would have if he were in Father’s shoes. But he wasn’t 
complaining. Every little advantage was needed to outwit Father.

He lifted the book from the drawer and placed it delicately, almost 
reverently, on his desk. Then, with a nail of a single finger, he released 
the secret security thread and opened the cover. The energetic repre-
sentation of the book as leather and paper was something he preferred, 
something from his past, and he used it often. The cover, worn smooth 
and dark from use, was unmarked; entirely plain in every appearance, 
but, in his opinion, one of the finest designs in his collection. Each page 
was ash-colored, and each letter of script, precise, in Lucifer’s own hand, 
written in gold ink. The entries were also written in a language that only 
Lucifer knew, which was more than a code. The book was, after all, his 
private journal, and it wouldn’t do to have it fall into enemy hands.

Lucifer flipped slowly through the pages, searching for the notes he 
made early on; back before the election, back before he was labeled a 
rebel. The very idea of him as a rebel, or stranger yet, leading a rebel-
lion, was something he’d never imagined in all his many life phases. 
Then again, he never desired to be an opposer, either. To be trapped on 
Earth, after having lost everything, just about drove him crazy.

There. He found the page he was looking for, the one with the 
appropriate date-time-stamp in the upper left-hand corner of the page. 
Lucifer examined it closely and then began to glide his finger lightly 
over the text. There had to be more clues about the last dispensational 
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prophet. In his mind’s eye, Lucifer saw himself writing the entry into the 
book, filling the pages with his thoughts and observations, and record-
ing from memory everything he had gleaned from his brief exposure to 
Earth’s master plan.

When he found the journal entry he was looking for, Lucifer read 
aloud, but softly, almost to himself, “He would rise up the church of 
God, blah, blah, blah.” Lucifer scanned the notes more quickly now, 
looking for confirmation. “The last dispensational prophet before the 
second coming of Yeshua . . . blah, blah, blah.” Then he found what 
he was looking for, and read, “Joseph would emerge during the rise of 
the West. In the spring of his life, he would awaken man to a great and 
marvelous work.”

Spring of his life, thought Lucifer. Spring was a synonym for youth. 
It was the clue he was looking for, an obscure but unmistakable refer-
ence to youth. Dege was right, it had to be a boy . . . the boy . . . this 
lad named, Joseph.

Lucifer closed the book and slid it back into the drawer before clos-
ing and sealing it with his security features. He would give almost any-
thing to see Father’s plan now. But it didn’t really matter. He doubted 
even Yeshua knew the entire plan. Father was known to keep the most 
vital plans for Earth very close to his heart. In part because of the law, but 
mostly because Father wanted to give everyone a chance to live their 
lives with agency. To know the future was to change the future. There 
was no other way around it. As such, Father tended not to reveal the 
future to anyone, at least not in any significant detail. For all concerned, 
the story was literally in the details.

Lucifer leaned back in his chair, stretched for a moment, and then 
stood. It was time to go examine the boy. He left his office and issued 
parting instructions to Dege before jumping straight to the boy’s home.

As anticipated, Lucifer’s arrival caused quite a stir. Father’s agents, 
seeing that he was near, immediately fled the area. Though a little sur-
prised at the withdrawal, he was glad for it – glad they recognized his 
power – because he wasn’t in the mood for interference of any kind. That 
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would not have been the case if the guards had been Cherubim, they 
weren’t afraid of him, or anything for that matter, because they served 
under Father’s direct authority. But they were also well trained and pow-
erful, formidable foes in any Realm, and yet they posed no direct threat 
to him as he went about performing his mission of opposition.

Pleased that he had the entire property to himself, Lucifer strolled 
toward the house. The spiritual energy, the light, was strong here, stron-
ger than usual. He wanted to reduce it, dampen it a little because it 
bothered him, but he reminded himself that he wasn’t here to change 
anything, only observe and assess, so he approached the house with a 
dark spiritual shield around him.

The fear raised by his presence was interesting, but not so much 
when he stood among the physicals. Spirits knew him immediately; they 
could see his face, feel his full force when he was near, and knew the 
danger he posed. But the physicals were much less sensitive to him 
unless he – turned up the volume. There were still some who could not 
feel him at all, even when he projected all his menace.

But he could see the effect he had on Earth as he moved about on 
the surface. The darkness he carried with him was like that of a large ship 
moving through still water. The wake of it, even the bow wave, left its 
mark wherever he went, especially when he moved through areas that 
were light filled. But for this mission, he toned down his signature even 
more, to match that of a wanderer. He didn’t come to cause trouble, 
only to observe.

To him, physical bodies were little more than carriers for the refined 
spiritual matter that was the individual. And the matter that served this 
purpose to carry them on the physical plane did, by degree, protect 
them from spiritual influence. It was a strange coincidence, that both he 
and Father had to work to influence man. He had seen his followers, and 
even some angels, literally yell into the ears of physicals with no effect.

Still, because the physicals carried the spark of light that was theirs 
from the Realm, they were inclined to avoid darkness and seek after 
light and truth. In fact, they seemed to drink up light whenever they 
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possibly could. Lucifer reasoned it was because they missed the light 
they’d enjoyed back home, which was a weakness he tried to exploit. 
Not all the physicals turned from darkness, but enough to trouble his 
progress.

Indeed, Lucifer learned many things while serving as The Opposer. 
He even took pride in the fact that he’d reached an elevated level of 
notoriety in the Realm. At first, the people of the Realm had respected 
him. As the Son of the Morning Star, he couldn’t go anywhere with-
out being stopped and greeted warmly by friends and strangers alike. 
Everyone knew and wanted to talk with him. He was loved by all.

That all changed with the election. They went from loving and admir-
ing him, to loathing and avoiding him. Like a bolt of lightning that strikes 
a tree, it happened so very quickly and left a telltale sign of destruction. 
Some in the Realm still respected him; at least that’s what Nathaniel told 
him. He said they compared Lucifer to fire; how it could be managed, 
but also feared if allowed to burn out of control. Lucifer was fine with it. 
He was fire. Whatever. At least fire was something to be respected. That 
he could live with, at least for the time being.

But he was more interested in fomenting fear among the physicals. 
At every opportunity, Lucifer and his army tried and troubled man in 
whatever way pleased them. He loved their fear. Loved using it for and 
against them. Nothing was off limits when it came to fomenting fear, 
even possession. After playing the game for so long, there were so 
many ways to generate fear that he stopped cataloging them.

His favorite method was through paranormal influence. The physi-
cals were afraid of spirits, which was funny given their source. Essentially, 
they were afraid of what they were. And such fears were his favorite to 
exploit. The entire history behind demons, ghosts, werewolves, vam-
pires, trolls, and everything malevolent, was his to create and encour-
age. Indeed, all darkness was his to spread.

Yes, Lucifer loved using fear as a tool. It generated contention and 
discontent, and was best applied to men who sought for power and 
control over other men, but it worked fine in many other ways. Fear led 
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to fighting, fighting to war, and war to genocide. War was Lucifer’s pre-
ferred tool of trade when it came to man because it amplified so many 
fears. He loved war almost as much as he loved fear itself.

He walked around the outside of the house, getting a feel for the 
spiritual environment as he did so. Lucifer knew he could easily scare 
the children if he wanted to. He could do something simple, like crash 
something down to the floor, or better yet, torment them in their sleep. 
He could make their spirit-selves aware of his presence, and then trou-
ble them with dark images and impressions - give them nightmares that 
would make them wet the bed. But he had more important matters to 
attend to.

When he was ready, Lucifer stepped through the wall and into the 
room where young Joseph slept. He was surprised to see that a bright 
light filled the space. Three Cherubim were standing by the door, their 
swords not drawn, but they were nevertheless serious in stance and 
demeanor. Lucifer smiled and said to them, “Good evening, Gentlemen. 
To what do I owe the pleasure? Did Nathaniel send you to trouble me?”

“We are not here to trouble you, only to see that you do not trouble 
the children,” replied the man in the center. He was taller than the other 
two guards, and not stronger looking. The three were large in stature, 
and presented a very formidable front.

“The Cherubim do not normally trouble themselves with protecting 
children,” replied Lucifer, in challenge to the man’s boldness. “You are 
not welcome here. This is my world. You will leave at once.”

“I am not required to explain my mission to you, nor do you have 
authority over me. However, I will call for Nathaniel if you wish,” replied 
the man, who was the senior Cherubim present by the markings on the 
sash he wore across his chest.

“I will not assume to tell you how to do your job,” replied Lucifer, 
“but call Nathaniel if you wish. It is of no concern to me. I am not here to 
trouble anyone. I’m merely . . . examining the possibilities.”

The sergeant didn’t respond, and merely watched Lucifer carefully, 
anticipating a possible outburst or insult. Such a thing was common when 
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dealing with Lucifer and his officers. They tended to resist the Cherubim 
at every opportunity, so they were prepared for any contingency.

Lucifer was annoyed that he didn’t rate at least a Cherubim officer, 
but he pushed his pride aside. While Nathaniel was someone he could 
relate to, he knew he was also a very busy man - but a sergeant, and 
one so arrogant? At least Father could have the decency to confront him 
with an officer. Lucifer stared at the man, considered communicating a 
threat, and then decided against it. He wasn’t here to cause trouble, 
only to assess the situation with the boy. And since he soundly accom-
plished that mission, he was willing to ignore the Cherubim and leave 
peacefully. Their presence had proved his case.

Lucifer looked once more at the fourteen-year-year-year old boy sleeping on the 
bed, and knew he was at least one of Father’s elites, maybe even his last 
prophet. Despite the boy’s age, he was someone Father was planning to 
awaken to his work. It was the only explanation for all the heavenly atten-
tion. The only question remained was, when would Father activate him; 
certainly not for a couple of years, between two and four, but not now.

The sergeant stared at Lucifer, nervous about the prolonged silence 
between them, but not intimidated. Lucifer jumped away from the 
house without saying another word. There was no point in loitering. 
He knew everything he needed to know, and harassing the Cherubim 
would accomplish nothing. It was best to leave and consider the pos-
sibilities – to present himself as being disinterested in the boy. It was a 
better strategy than revealing his interest through action. Now was the 
time to watch and wait.

Lucifer appeared on the southern shore of Lake Ontario, a little 
north and east of the town of Rochester, New York. He liked the water’s 
edge. It calmed him. But not wanting to waste any time, he summoned 
Beshur. The big, imposing general appeared suddenly, bowed deeply 
while saluting, and said, “My Lord.”

“That was quick. What’s the current status of your forces?”
Beshur provided Lucifer with the customary report, one that was 

filled with the details his master was most interested in hearing. For 
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Lucifer, everything was about numbers, so Beshur gave him numbers; 
the forces ready and available to act on whatever mission was at hand. 
They also talked deployment and security.

Thirty minutes later, as the sun was just beginning to touch the 
tops of their shoulders, they began to plan the extended surveillance 
operation of Joseph. Lucifer made it clear that the boy was to be 
watched continuously, and he was not, under any circumstances, to be 
approached by anyone - follower or wanderer. Lucifer asked Beshur to 
repeat the orders back to him, to remove any remaining doubt or con-
flict from the instructions, and made necessary corrections as needed. 
Satisfied that Beshur understood the mission, Lucifer reminded him 
that Joseph was to be watched from a distance, and not interfered 
with in any way.

Beshur acknowledged Lucifer’s orders and jumped away, leaving his 
master to enjoy the peaceful morning alone on the shores of the huge 
freshwater lake. Lucifer looked for a place to sit, and finding a large 
driftwood log, one the height of a chair, he sat down and made himself 
comfortable. He also made himself solid, and therefore visible, to bet-
ter enjoy the physical plane. The lake was incredibly still this morning, 
and the sun twinkling off the surface reminded him of another place and 
time, one where he was much happier, like when he and Sahar lived 
together in a place that overlooked a similar sized body of water.

Lucifer heard a voice and turned to see an old man and his dog 
walking toward him up the shore. They were a stone’s throw away, a 
fisherman with his forlorn mascot. They were probably out looking for 
a good place to catch a few fish. Lucifer briefly considered returning to 
a corporeal state, but then decided against it. The man might not sense 
his presence, but his dog probably would, so it was better to stay visible 
and see how the encounter developed.

As the fisherman continued to draw near, Lucifer wondered how 
Father might go about waking up the boy to his mission. Knowing 
Father, he would probably do something new, something entirely covert 
and unique for the dispensation. For some reason, Father hadn’t shown 
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himself to man since Yeshua rose from the dead. Yeshua had appeared 
countless times, but not Father. Apparently Father already handed 
everything over to his favored son.

But it was the age of the boy that troubled Lucifer the most. There 
was no way Father would use one so young for such an important mis-
sion . . . not to restore the direct line of priesthood authority on Earth. 
Not to build up a church! He could, but he wouldn’t, would he? He 
needed someone older, wiser and more seasoned.

The fisherman was closer now, less than twenty feet away, and 
Lucifer’s anger flared at the interruption. He quickly vented it away and 
forced a smile. The fisherman was whistling a merry tune, one altogether 
unfamiliar to Lucifer, but enjoyable to hear. He was a good whistler, and 
obviously happy with life. For a moment, Lucifer considered presenting 
himself as a dark and menacing threat, to really scare the man good, but 
again, he put the thought aside and cast the darkness away. He wasn’t 
in the mood for games. He just wanted to think.

The dog, an old beagle, collarless and dirty, was the first to approach 
Lucifer. It sniffed tentatively at Lucifer’s feet and then quickly trotted 
away, off down the pebbly shore of the lake, having no more interest in 
Lucifer than he did for the log on which he sat.

When the old fisherman neared to within a few steps, he smiled 
warmly at Lucifer and said, “Greetings fine sir. It’s a beautiful morning 
on the lake, don’t you agree?”

Lucifer saw that the fisherman’s clothes were old and worn. The fish-
ing pole in his hands nothing more than a rod of tired willow. The bag 
he carried hung from a strap over his shoulder, and was stained and tat-
tered. Even the shoes on his feet were tattered. One had a large hole 
near the right toe, and Lucifer could see the man wore no socks. The 
shoes were laced together with twine.

Despite Lucifer’s aristocratic appearance, the man was friendly and 
not the least bit intimidated, which helped to settle Lucifer’s mood. “I 
agree,” replied Lucifer politely. He suppressed another urge to jump 
away, to simply vanish from the log and scare the life out of the old man. 
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But again, he decided against it. There was something about the old 
fisherman that made him curious.

“I say,” said the fisherman, “can you spare a poor man some food? 
I haven’t eaten in many days, and I’m very hungry.”

“No luck with fishing, then?” asked Lucifer, a bit callously, but still 
pleasantly social.

“Alas, I have no bait. But I am looking. There’s a spot of grass not far 
from here. I’ll look there for worms.”

Lucifer nodded and said, “I’m sorry to say, I have no food to offer.”
The fisherman looked clearly disappointed. He turned to look out 

over the water, as if contemplating an appropriate response, and when 
he turned back to face Lucifer he said, his pale eyes sparkling despite 
his age, “I thank you, kind sir. I’m sorry to bother you. Good day to you, 
then,” and he began to walk away.

When the man was no more than a few steps away, Lucifer called 
after him. “Wait. I have no food, but I can offer you this . . . a gold button 
from my coat. Perhaps it will even serve you for more than one meal.” 
Lucifer drew a short knife from his waist and then quickly nicked the 
threads with the blade until the button fell free in his hand. He tossed 
the button to the fisherman and added, “Or you could use it as a fishing 
lure. I hear they’re very effective in this lake.”

The fisherman caught the button deftly and examined it closely. 
With tears in his eyes, he said, “I don’t know how to use a lure, but I 
thank you very kindly. You’re most generous. God bless you, kind sir.”

Lucifer almost replied in kind before catching himself with a cough. 
He did, however, manage to say, “You’re quite welcome.”

The old fisherman waved in reply, and continued his slow and saun-
tering journey down the lakeshore. Lucifer knew the gold button would 
remain energetically real for as long as the man held it. The energy might 
even endure long enough for him to pass it to a greedy innkeeper for 
a meal. But he really didn’t bother to question the future of the button, 
for he was trying to understand the feeling he had for being generous. 
It was odd, a long-forgotten feeling of warmth that burned within him.



The Opposer

357

Once again free to think, Lucifer turned his attention back to the 
matter of young Joseph. The plan mentioned something about the 
rebuilding of Yeshua’s church, but he wasn’t worried about that. So far, 
he’d managed to corrupt every single religion on Earth. Men were, after 
all, prone to weakness through pride. The church Joseph - or any one 
of Father’s elites - builds will be no different. But how to go about such 
corruption would be his priority. If he could stop the elite before he 
began to build the church, to preempt Father, now that would be some-
thing to celebrate. If not, Lucifer would resume what he did best, cor-
rupt through influence.

If it was Joseph, then another option would be to discredit him and 
his family, to rally the neighboring physicals against them through lies 
and false accusations. But again, they were a rural and uneducated fam-
ily, dirt farmers, with literally nothing to slander or discredit, at least for 
the time being. That meant he would have to approach him with bold 
and direct action. If Father was to bring a new approach, then so would 
Lucifer.

For now, Lucifer decided to wait and see, to stick with the strategy 
he’d devised with Beshur just hours ago. They would watch the boy, and 
do all they could to keep him from discovering the truth about himself 
and Father. As long as he was being protected around the clock, he 
had no other recourse. They need only watch him for a short time, four 
years perhaps. And then, if Joseph wasn’t activated, they would move 
on down the list. If it wasn’t this Joseph, then there would be another.

Satisfied with the strategy, Lucifer got up, brushed off the back of 
his pants, and continued his journey along the shore. He looked for but 
didn’t see the fisherman and his dog. They must have walked inland in 
search of bait.

Suddenly, Beshur appeared in front of him. With a start, Lucifer 
stopped and glared. “You know I don’t like it when you do that, to 
appear uninvited and interrupt my meditation time,” snapped Lucifer.

“Apologies, my Lord, but this is important,” replied Beshur, curtly.
“It better be. Speak man, what is it?”
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“It’s the boy. He’s walking into the woods near his home. We believe 
he is going to pray.”

“Many people pray in the woods. Of what concern is that to us?”
“The cur is entirely unprotected, my Lord. All forces of light have 

fled. This is our opportunity to destroy him.”
“Lead the way,” replied Lucifer, and both men jumped away.
They appeared together at the edge of a wooded grove, deep in an 

old hardwood forest, one that was a comfortable walking distance from 
the boy’s home. They stood there, in the shadows of an old maple tree 
fresh with bright green leaves from the gaining spring, and watched and 
waited for the boy to arrive.

When Joseph walked by, Lucifer examined his countenance care-
fully. Joseph had a strange glow about him, an unusual aura, but it didn’t 
entirely concern him. A person’s aura rarely revealed their purpose or 
loyalties. It was more a personality gauge. Lucifer saw the opportunity 
for what it was though, a chance to preempt Father’s opening move of 
the boy as a potential dispensational threat. Lucifer admired the lad’s 
strength. He showed no sign of fear of being alone in the woods. He 
was comfortable here, at home even. Now was their chance.

Lucifer watched closely as the boy searched for a suitable spot to 
kneel, and he leaned over to whisper to Beshur, “Go and ready your 
forces. Assemble them around the boy and I will signal you when to 
attack. I want you to throw everyone at him. Do you understand?”

“Yes, my Lord.”
“Then go!” snapped Lucifer. “I will set the stage for his destruc-

tion . . . open the door for you. It will be your job to finish him. Do not 
disappoint.”

“And the sign?” asked Beshur.
“You will know it. Now go!” snapped Lucifer again. Beshur nodded 

and jumped away.
With him gone, Lucifer was undistracted and better able to exam-

ine Joseph’s feelings as he knelt. He felt the boy’s faith, how convinced 
he was that he would receive an answer to his prayer. Indeed, thought 



The Opposer

359

Lucifer, you will receive an answer, but it won’t be the one you’re 
expecting.

Joseph reverently brought his hands together in front of him, just as 
his mother had taught him, and bowed his head. Then, in a clear and 
powerful voice for one so young, he said, “God the Father, I . . .”

Lucifer jumped quickly to several spots around the edge of the 
grove, cracking branches and rustling bushes in a threatening manner, 
all to frighten the boy into abandoning his prayer. And it worked. The 
sudden disturbance startled the boy and he stood up and looked wildly 
around, afraid, believing there must be a threat in the woods surround-
ing him.

But then suddenly, just as fast as he felt the fear, Joseph shook 
it off. Like shedding a wet and dirty garment, he overcame the fear 
and resumed his kneeling position. Once again, he brought his hands 
together and bowed his head to pray. This time, after Joseph said his 
first words, Lucifer bound the boy’s tongue.

He watched as Joseph looked around in renewed fear and surprise. 
This time it was a much more real and lasting threat. A bound tongue 
was not a feeling one could so easily put aside. Pleased, Lucifer sig-
naled to Beshur who stood ready with his forces. He pointed a finger at 
Joseph, who lay gasping and choking on the ground, and then with that 
same finger, he drew a line across his own throat.

Beshur, accompanied by two legions of his best warriors, dived 
at Joseph from all directions. They immediately began to try and tear 
Joseph’s spiritual body from his physical one. They worked desperately, 
eager to accomplish their mission for Lucifer and prove their value to 
him.

A swarm of Beshur’s warriors around Joseph resembled that of black 
ants tearing at and fighting over a small piece of candy. The density of 
the attack blotted out all sight of Joseph. Lucifer watched with anticipa-
tion, feeling, knowing that Joseph was on the verge of destruction. The 
boy was barely holding on to his body. Soon, they would be rid of him, 
rid of his threat to his domain and long-held dominance.
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Suddenly, a voice - loud, clear and powerful - spoke a single word of 
command, “Enough!” Everyone in the grove was immediately frozen in 
place, all but Joseph, who recovered enough to sit up and look around 
in wonder.

Though frozen in place, Lucifer could see Father and Yeshua stand-
ing in the air above and in front of the young boy. Then, without prompt-
ing, Yeshua cleared the grove by casting Beshur and his legions away. 
With a simple wave of his hand, the thousands of frozen attackers were 
swept away as if by a fierce wind. They tumbled and rolled away as if 
they were mere chaff in the wind. Terrified by the power and majesty of 
The Son, they fled the area without contest - back into the earth from 
where they came.

When the last of them was gone, Father looked at Lucifer and said 
sternly, “We are here to manifest ourselves to Joseph. And for your part 
in this, you will be made to watch.”

Not that Lucifer could have objected to the command even if he 
wanted. He was locked in place, frozen solid, little more than a statue in 
the now still and quiet grove. A bird, if there was one so desperate for 
a resting place, could have landed on Lucifer’s shoulder and he would 
have been incapable of responding to the offense.

So, Lucifer watched. He stood directly behind the boy, some ten-
feet behind him, in his shadow even because Father and Yeshua’s light 
filled the entire grove. They began to speak to the boy, first Father, and 
then Yeshua, but he was not allowed to hear. He could see their lips 
moving, but no words reached his ears. Nor could Lucifer see the boy’s 
face, which might have revealed some of what was being said. It was an 
entirely unfortunate and unpleasant experience, to be made to watch, 
but to learn nothing of the conversation. Once again, he was being pun-
ished for playing his part in the game as The Opposer.

Anger began to rise within him, and he struggled to break free of the 
hold Father placed upon him. But it was useless. He was going nowhere.

Finally, after an immeasurable amount of time, the event ended. 
Father and Yeshua reduced their glory and rendered themselves unseen 
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to the boy. The three of them watched Joseph walk away, healed from 
Lucifer’s attack by their collective healing light. As soon as Joseph left 
the clearing, Father released Lucifer from his hold.

Lucifer quickly tested his limbs as he conducted a preliminary self-
assessment, and approached to within a few feet of Father and Yeshua 
who now stood on the ground before him. He looked at Father while 
pointing to Yeshua, “I will speak to you, but not with him here!”

Yeshua shrugged lightly, as if to say, “No problem,” and he winked 
away.

“You should be kinder to your brother. He is not your enemy,” added 
Father.

“Not my enemy?!” shouted Lucifer. “Where have you been, on the 
far side of the Verse? Of course, he’s my enemy . . . as you are, it seems!”

“There is no need to be rude,” replied Father patiently, and with 
tenderness.

“Why was I not allowed to hear what was spoken to the boy?!”
“Why did you attack him? You would have destroyed him if we had 

not arrived in time.”
Lucifer looked away, to the spot where the boy had lain on the verge 

of death only moments before. “He is a threat to opposition. Besides, I 
didn’t think it would work anyway.”

“It was working. You were on the verge of separating him from his 
spirit. The weight of your attack would have prevented him from return-
ing to his body. It would have killed him as sure as any physical attack.” 
Father paused to let his words sink in and added, “Why do you insist on 
destroying everything good? What do you hope to gain from it? Are you 
not tired of such work . . . of destruction?”

“Three very good questions,” replied Lucifer with attitude. “Tell 
me, Father, why do you continue to use me? I know now that you 
arranged this entire event. You wanted me to attack the boy, didn’t 
you? But why?”

Father sat down on a nearby tree stump and arched his back to look 
up through the rich green canopy. Thin beams of sunlight filtered down 
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through the leaves, the rays bright, and lending a warmth to the grove 
he now enjoyed. It was a lovely spot. He saw why Joseph liked it.

“Tell me!” screamed Lucifer, as Father continued to enjoy the pleas-
ant setting. “Why do you continue to use me?!”

“I don’t use anything,” replied Father, calmly, as he continued to 
examine the grove around him. “But I do rely on people, that they are 
accurately placed, and that they, we, progress together. I did not invite 
you to attack young Joseph. That was your decision. You wanted to 
kill the lad. I would have been thrilled if you’d decided against such a 
course.”

“You made me The Opposer! There is no other way around it. To 
oppose is to oppose. You stand on one side, and I on the other. That, 
Father, is the true nature of opposition.” Lucifer turned in a tight circle, 
reminding Father of Taneen, and then he just dropped to the ground on 
his butt, all together unconcerned about his appearance. He crossed his 
legs and stared up at Father. “Unless, of course, you believe opposition 
is something different?”

“Yes. I believe opposition is something different. To effectively 
oppose, you need not destroy. You are not The Destroyer, but rather, The Destroyer, but rather, The Destroyer
The Opposer.”

Lucifer sighed and said, “You are splitting hairs.”
“Nonsense,” replied Father. “Anyone can destroy. There is no art in 

destruction. Opposition is not a counterbalance to creation, it is a prin-
ciple of choice. I thought you would have learned that by now?”

“Do you mock me?”
“Never,” replied Father. “But I expect more from you. Your time 

here is almost complete. You will be allowed to rest while the antichrist 
reigns, if it be your desire. But until then, you must reach a level of self-
awareness that you have not yet been entirely willing to explore. You 
must use your remaining time to improve yourself, my son. If you desire 
a return to glory, you must work for it.”

“I have been working for it!” yelled Lucifer, as he came to his feet. 
“I have been trapped down here all these years, working, toiling, 



The Opposer

363

opposing . . . and for what, a chance to oppose the Verse? There is no 
reward in that.”

“Did you not discuss the way forward with Nathaniel?”
“Yes. He came and we spoke . . . at length. You can have them if 

they’re willing to return. I no longer care. We’re so effective now that I 
can manage with half the number, perhaps even less. Those who want to 
go may leave when the barrier is lifted.” And then, as an afterthought, 
he added, “Why should I continue to house such lazy nonconformists? 
They’re yours!”

“Thank you, my son.”
“Can we at least negotiate on the life of Joseph? It’s obvious he’s 

your elite. But I want to know what I’m permitted to do with the time I 
have.”

“That’s a good question. What do you propose?” asked Father, as 
he held out a finger for a hummingbird that was flying nearby. The tiny 
bird alighted and then settled onto his finger.

Lucifer snorted and said, “That would be a long list. I just want to be 
sure you’ll afford me a bit more liberty given the circumstances. In fact, I 
call in the agreement we made after Moses was acquitted. I want to be 
allowed to influence Joseph beyond that which was leveraged against 
any other prophet elite.”

“Put your demands to paper,” said Father.
“I will prepare a sub-contract and deliver it personally. How long do 

I have before the boy begins his work?”
“Close to three-and-a-half years, by your time,” answered Father.half years, by your time,” answered Father.half
“Am I free to go?” asked Lucifer, as he brushed off his pants.
Father stood and held his finger high to release the hummingbird. 

It then flew quickly up before diving after Lucifer, who swatted at it, but 
missed. “I didn’t ask him to do that,” said Father.

“I really hate this place.”
“When you overcome your anger, when you can control it deeply, 

you will find peace. Anger fuels hatred, and both are barriers to progres-
sion. I chose you for a reason . . .”
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“I know,” interrupted Lucifer, “People, placement, progress. I got 
it.” And he turned to walk away, not wanting to wink out or descend. 
Just wanting to turn his back to Father.

Father watched Lucifer walk away, and he slipped his hand into his 
robe pocket. He felt for the gold button that was there and pulled it out 
to examine it again. It was a generous token of love that had pleased 
Father beyond measure. There was hope for his son yet. One day, Lucifer 
would return home, contrite and humble, in desperate need of release. 
He just needed a little more time, a few gentle nudges, and he would 
be ready to return to the light.
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Nineteen

TOTAL DISCLOSURE

“E
ventually you’ll talk . . . they all do at some point,” said Lucifer, as 
he loomed over Flynn who lay stretched and strapped to a specially 

contoured stone slab in the lowest level of Hell. It was not contoured 
for comfort, but rather to maximize the administration of pain in what 
Lucifer considered a gift – a life lesson of remembrance. He knew, with 
experience, how to make people suffer, whether they be physical or 
spiritual, and nodded in satisfaction as cables of various sizes, which had 
been looped over Flynn’s wrists, elbows, knees and ankles, cut deep 
grooves into his flesh.

The Punisher, like a corrupt and sadistic organist, took pleasure in elic-
iting a variety of pain-ridden wails from Flynn by tightening the cables in 
changing patterns using the many hand and foot levers at his disposal. And 
when Flynn didn’t respond to Lucifer’s statement, the Punisher pushed the 
levers with even more ferocity, and growled with joy as Flynn screamed in 
agony. Spittle flew from Flynn’s mouth, and Lucifer just managed to dodge 
aside and avoid getting any of it on his coat, before returning to begin vio-
lently slapping Flynn’s already tortured face, each word snarled in a rising 
crescendo, “Talk ignorant traitor . . . betrayer . . . disloyal . . . apostate . . . 
thief!” The sound of each blow was distinct against Flynn’s defiant face.
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Lucifer smiled as he noticed Flynn gritting his teeth in a refusal to 
show any sign of weakness. He admired Flynn’s resistance. It made tor-
ture sportier. As for the dialogue, it was more a show for the warden 
who was watching Lucifer from the shadows. Lucifer involved himself in 
this torture mainly because he needed to impress upon the warden the 
importance of Flynn’s timely interrogation, but he also enjoyed person-
ally hurting Father’s agents.

And while the interrogation had been a lesson in perseverance, 
Lucifer certainly didn’t enjoy wasting time and resources on it. He wanted 
to quickly unravel Flynn’s entire network; not just punish the leader, but 
everyone involved. He’d lost the chance to ferret out the others when he 
was made to return Garon to Father, but that would not happen again. 
However, Lucifer also knew that time was of the essence. When Father 
learned of Flynn’s capture, he would surely demand his return, so Lucifer 
knew he had to act quickly. He wanted to do more than send a message 
to the followers that traitors would pay for their disloyalty, he wanted 
them to know that he could find them.

Lucifer was also disappointed that, after assigning a special investi-
gative detail to watch Flynn’s every move, all they had to show for their 
effort was another uncrackable communications crystal. And no matter 
the punishment inflicted on Flynn thus far, he hadn’t given up a single 
name in his network.

Indeed, Lucifer was in a controlled rage. Flynn had served him since 
the beginning, back on Araphel even, and the entire time he had been 
loyal only to Father. Such disloyalty would not go unanswered. It was a 
slight that burned within him so hotly that he wanted to make Flynn’s 
torture public - turn it into another Cain spectacle - but he allowed his 
advisors to talk him out of it.

Flynn’s work was secret. He was a relative unknown. And unlike 
Cain, he did nothing to bring attention upon himself. If anything, since 
their encounter on Araphel, Flynn had worked hard to avoid all pos-
sible exposure. Therefore, everything about Flynn’s betrayal could be - 
and was - kept quiet. After his carefully orchestrated apprehension, the 
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traitor, Flynn, was secreted away, and taken deep down into the lowest 
reaches of Hell where the darkness was richest within the confines of the 
barrier.

He was hidden because Lucifer wanted no news of Flynn to ever get 
out. The followers could not know that Flynn was the one responsible for 
keeping them in touch with home; that it was Flynn who passed infor-
mation through the barrier when no one else could. There was room for 
only one savior in Hell, and that was Lucifer. Nor would he suffer Flynn 
to become a martyr.

At such thoughts, Lucifer slapped Flynn once again. The sound of 
it lit up the Punisher’s face with delight. Lucifer glared at the man, as if 
annoyed at the interruption of his thoughts, and turned back to study 
Flynn’s face. Despite the torture, he looked calm, at peace even, as if he 
was finally satisfying some long, sought after restitution.

“Play your music,” said Lucifer, as he looked up at the large, ugly 
brute who worked the torture table with skill. The Punisher complied 
and Flynn screamed despite his desire to do otherwise. Lucifer saw 
that Flynn’s hands and feet were nearly severed, and he appreciated 
the fact that the spirit could be pushed so much farther than physical 
flesh.

Satisfied with the effectiveness of the punishment, Lucifer nodded 
and stepped back. Even if Flynn talked, the torture would continue for 
ten years, and only then would he be placed in solitary confinement; left 
to consider his fate while bound to the bottom of the deepest part of 
the largest ocean on Earth. There, where the cold, heavy darkness was 
most oppressive, Lucifer would let him rot until the end of time, hop-
ing beyond hope that the confinement and isolation would drive Flynn 
entirely mad. But for that to work, Flynn’s capture had to remain a secret, 
at least until he gave up the other names.

Lucifer raised his hand and the Punisher stopped the torture. He 
then leaned in real close, and with finger and thumb, Lucifer pried open 
one of Flynn’s eyelids. While using a taunting melody, like that of a 
child’s play song, Lucifer said, “I see you.”
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Flynn jerked his head away and tried to bite Lucifer’s hand. The 
sharp crack of Flynn’s teeth closing together signified his strong desire 
to remove any one of Lucifer’s fingers from his hand. Lucifer jumped 
back and said, “Bind his head, you fool. He almost bit me!”

The Punisher left the table and returned with another cable. This 
one he draped across Flynn’s neck before drawing it tight through the 
table. He was obviously pleased to be given another range of notes for 
his music. And at Lucifer’s signal, he began to ratchet down the neck 
cable with a foot pedal.

Flynn began to first gasp, and then choke. “Not too tight you idiot! 
How do you expect him to answer me if he’s being strangled?!”

“Apologies, my Lord,” growled the Punisher. He immediately loos-
ened the neck cable with a quick motion of his toe against the ratchet-
ing device, and Flynn gasped for breath.

Lucifer leaned over Flynn and said sweetly, “I’ll release you if you 
talk.” Hope offered, and then taken away, was an effective way to break 
the spirit of rebellious ones, for Lucifer never planned to release Flynn. 
But even if Flynn didn’t talk, the communications network was now fin-
ished, which was a consolation Lucifer would not share with the warden. 
He wanted to catch more traitors. “Come now. Tell me the names of the 
other agents and I’ll let you go.”

“Never,” croaked Flynn.
“How long have you been passing information to the Realm?” asked 

Lucifer, using the same standard questions the interrogators had used, 
but with a subtle push of emotional energy, one that should have eased 
Flynn into a false sense of security; complacency always made it easier 
for people to talk.

“We have broken the crystal. I know what’s on it,” lied Lucifer. Though 
try as they might, they couldn’t even crack the data from Garon’s crys-
tal after they worked on it for more than a thousand years. “We know 
who’s been sending information to the Realm . . . and they’ll join you 
here shortly.” When Flynn didn’t react, Lucifer added, “Did you honestly 
think you could avoid detection forever?”
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Flynn puffed out some air toward Lucifer. He had tried to spit in 
his tormentor’s face, but he’d barely been able to open his parched 
and swollen lips from the beatings he’d endured from his interroga-
tors before he was handed over to the Punisher. To Lucifer, the attempt 
resembled that of an air-kiss, and he laughed.

“Here, allow me,” said Lucifer, and he spit on Flynn’s face. “You’re a 
pathetic creature. I trusted you, promoted you, gave you great responsi-
bility, and this is how you repay me?!” He slapped Flynn hard across the 
face once more, and then looked at his filthy hand in disgust.

“Hand me a towel,” barked Lucifer. The Punisher handed Lucifer a 
rag and Lucifer wiped his hands on it before dropping it to the dirty floor. 
He hated being in the dungeons, and rarely ever personally attended 
tortures, but Flynn’s torture was not working, and he’d believed he could 
help move things along. It had worked before, but Flynn was stronger 
than Lucifer had believed possible. It was as if the man actually wanted 
to suffer.

With a sigh, Lucifer turned to face Kratten and Stave. They weren’t 
on tables, to which there were plenty, but rather, they were chained to 
the wall. Their backs bore the stripes from hourly whippings they’d been 
made to endure since Flynn’s capture. They moaned at their fate when 
Lucifer neared.

Lucifer first approached Stave. The small man looked utterly wasted 
from his pain. “This is how I reward incompetence from my officers,” 
said Lucifer. “I might let you return to service in a week or two, but 
Kratten . . .” said Lucifer as he turned to the big man, “you will serve the 
remainder of your time in solitary.”

“Noooo. Please, Master . . .” moaned Kratten.
“Stop!” snapped Lucifer. “You’ll beg for solitary when the Punisher 

is done with you. Flynn worked under your direct supervision for thou-
sands of years, and not once did you suspect a problem.”

The man stammered in an attempt to speak but Lucifer cut him off, 
“Which makes me think you were involved. Were you . . . Kratten . . . 
involved with this disloyalty?”
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Wisely, Kratten hung his head and didn’t speak. They both knew 
Lucifer’s wrath would not be satiated with their words. Indeed, Lucifer’s 
anger was epic at the best of times, and no one believed the rumor that 
he was more in control of it than before. Such things were certainly hard 
to believe when several of the most brutal lashings they’d received were 
administered by Lucifer’s own hand.

When Lucifer saw that Kratten would not speak, he turned to the 
warden and said, “I’m done here, Transchon.”

The old but fit looking warden, well-dressed in a dark, pin-striped
three-pieced suit, with round wire glasses and a black fedora, acknowl-
edged Lucifer’s words with a bow. To Lucifer, Transchon looked more 
like a banker than a warden, but he knew his job and did it well, and 
that’s all that mattered to Lucifer.

He no longer cared how his officers presented themselves if they 
were obedient and loyal. Transchon stepped out of the shadows and 
approached Lucifer. When he was close, Lucifer leaned forward and 
poked a finger into Transchon’s chest, tapping him quickly as if driving 
a nail with a hammer, and said, “You and your assistant have one more assistant have one more assistant
day to break him. If he’s not broken by then, I’ll have you on the table. 
Do you understand me?”

The warden nodded curtly, presenting a sort of half-bow while simul-
taneously clicking his heels together. Lucifer ignored the idiotic habit, 
which was something Transchon brought back with him from his physical 
time on Earth, back when he was a military officer and doctor in what 
was known as the Gestapo. “Yes, my Lord,” replied the man confidently 
despite the ever-present personal threat.

Transchon was very proficient - one of the best wardens Lucifer had 
ever employed – so he overlooked his many annoying quirks. He’d met 
his match with Flynn though, which troubled Lucifer. Most prisoners 
broke under the initial beatings and whippings, let alone with time on 
the table under the Punisher. But for some reason, Flynn, if that was even 
his true Realm name, believed he could overcome Lucifer’s torture. There 
was a hope within him that Lucifer didn’t like, and longed to eliminate.
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He looked hard at the warden, subdued the impulse to slap him 
as well, and then said, “There will most likely be a rescue attempt for 
him . . . and soon. Double the guards and keep them close. If Flynn 
is taken from me, I’ll have you endure the remainder of his allotted 
punishment.”

That got the warden’s attention. Lucifer saw his eyes widen in surprise, 
for Transchon knew certain Cherubim had been able to access even the low-
est depths of Hell. “I see I have your attention now,” said Lucifer. “Good.” 
He then leaned forward once again and whispered in the warden’s ear, “I 
want to know what his real Realm name is . . . from before Araphel. I do not 
believe it is Flynn. Do you think you can you manage that?”

“Yes, my Lord. With your permission, may I take his torture to the 
next level? It might be a better way to . . . motivate him.”

Lucifer snorted and said, “Do as you wish. Just know that we do 
not have effective healers to restore his health. So, no dismemberment 
without my express permission. Do you understand?”

The man nodded and smiled. He appeared ready to clap with 
delight until he saw Lucifer scowl at his exuberance. “I know you enjoy 
your job, Transchon, but try and control yourself.” He was then about to 
jump away when he turned back and asked, “By the way, have you ever 
been tortured?”

The warden again looked surprised. When Lucifer smiled, Transchon 
stammered, “No, my Lord. But I possess extensive clinical experience. 
I have lived the pleasure of their pain through administration. I am well 
versed in all areas of pain amplification.” When Lucifer only stared at the 
man without responding, Transchon added, “There is no better field for 
torture than the spiritual plane. I can do things here I could not do while 
physical. It’s quite extraordinary. I will discover his name . . . and report 
back to you within the hour.”

“Do not fail me!” shouted Lucifer. “I want answers, and I want them 
now!”

“Yes, my Lord,” said the man, and once again he clicked his heels 
together and bowed in salute.
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“And knock it off with the heels!” Lucifer jumped away before the 
man could reply, and stepped directly into his office.

The arrest of Flynn had put everything on hold, and Lucifer was 
falling behind on refining his operational plan for the twenty-first cen-
tury, which was fast approaching. The last two centuries had proved 
to be extremely productive, but he was excited to implement a new 
plan of opposition. The plan just needed a bit more adjusting before it 
would be ready for implementation. This new century required darker 
and broader corruption if he was to effectively lead all of mankind into 
bondage. He needed to strengthen his message to the secret societies, 
widen his influence through financial control, and deepen his political 
corruptions. What he longed for was not a total breakdown of society, 
but rather total domination of it. Lucifer wanted to make Earth equal to 
Hell in all ways, and then rise himself up as the master of both the spiri-
tual and physical planes - to be man’s one true god.

As he approached his desk, Lucifer shouted a greeting through the 
open doorway to let Dege know that he’d returned. Dege acknowl-
edged Lucifer and said, “I have the operations plan ready for your final 
edit, my Lord.” When he reached the doorway, he asked, “Would you 
like to review it now?”

He held his hand out for the document and then dropped it onto 
his desk without thanking Dege. Dege took that as a sign to depart, 
and left Lucifer’s office without another word. And he was wise to do 
so. Lucifer could not stop thinking about Flynn. The man had been a 
successful double agent for so long – having passed prohibited com-
munications to the Realm right under their noses despite the strictest of 
security protocols - that Lucifer was impressed. And though Flynn had 
proven himself to be disciplined, careful, and even resolute, he was still 
very much a disloyal rat.

And to think he trusted that man. They had even talked face-to-
face, on what, at least two occasions. Lucifer snorted at the thought that 
those two conversations were more than he’d had with most of his cap-
tains, let alone any lowly border guard. Typically, Lucifer only addressed 
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his junior officers when they broke the law. But Flynn had been differ-
ent; their conversations were not official, and hardly ordinary. It was all 
very strange to Lucifer, which is why he wanted to know Flynn’s true 
name. There was something familiar about him that troubled Lucifer; 
something that reminded him of the Realm, but Lucifer couldn’t put his 
finger on it. Dege too thought Flynn familiar, but couldn’t say how or 
why. Both suspected Father may have changed his true identity, as well 
as his name.

Interestingly, it was Flynn’s woman, Kaia, who’d turned him in. 
After seeing the crystal in Flynn’s uniform pocket late one night, she’d 
wisely left the crystal in place and, after negotiating her reward, she’d 
turned him in to Internal Security. But her prize was not to be collected 
until Lucifer had evidence, that being a crystal, and better yet, Flynn 
caught passing or receiving it from someone else, preferably through 
the barrier.

Things had moved very quickly when the report had reached Lucifer’s 
desk. He’d appointed an investigative detail to secretly monitor Flynn’s 
activities, but they were unable to catch him in the act of passing or 
receiving any crystal, which meant there were no other arrests. Lucifer 
reasoned Flynn must have known he was being watched, for he never 
acted on the crystal. The one Kaia saw remained in his coat pocket the 
entire time.

For turning him in, Lucifer followed through on his promise and 
awarded Kaia, Flynn’s entire living space and servants - Flynn clearly 
didn’t need them anymore. But she was also warned. If she talked to 
anyone about the investigation and arrest, she would be discredited, 
tortured and imprisoned. Lucifer was grateful she’d turned Flynn in, but 
he didn’t trust anyone who turned in their partner, even if the pairing was 
illegal. Such disloyalty reminded Lucifer too much of his loss of Sahar. 
And though Flynn’s woman wasn’t even close to Sahar’s character, he 
despised Kaia for turning Flynn in. He considered it dishonorable, and 
such disloyalty was not worthy of reward. Still, it was better to nurture all 
reporting than to cut it off entirely. The followers who turned each other 
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in were routinely rewarded, but they were also added to a list of provo-
cateurs, and would not be put in positions of trust or authority.

Such was life in Hell, where revealing secrets, no matter who or 
what they were, was an important aspect of security. Neighbors were 
encouraged to report on their neighbors, family on family, and friends 
on friends. No one was safe from scrutiny.

In the name of opposition, everyone was expected to work and 
comply with the rules. It was, after all, a battle, and breaking the rules 
could jeopardize his success as the Opposer. For those who refused to 
cooperate, to abide the laws of Lucifer, there was indoctrination, slav-
ery, torture, temporary imprisonment, or worse yet, a lifetime of solitary 
confinement. To be made to wait out the rest of their time on Earth - iso-
lated and alone for hundreds, even thousands of years - was too much 
for many to imagine, so they complied.

Many thousands of followers had been made to endure solitary. 
When they were first sent to Earth, the followers who didn’t want to 
serve Lucifer were bound up and locked away, to hang, as it were, in 
small pods suspended from vast, cavernous ceilings around the world. 
They were entirely out of contact with every other follower, and for the 
most part, they were out of sight and out of mind. It’s why Lucifer had 
agreed to let them return to Father. He didn’t want to bother with them 
any longer.

He knew, deep down, that such treatment was cruel, but he didn’t 
care. It was the only way to deal with the dissenters when reset and even 
fourth-degree harm was not in his toolkit. To harm someone to that level 
was akin to a life of healing. Therefore, it was better to just lock them 
away. It is why many followers described solitary a fate worse than reset. 
Those who were sent to solitary would gladly accept reset than remain 
so deprived for so long. Nathaniel could try and see them home, but he 
would first have to find and release them, and Lucifer doubted he could 
do it alone.

There was also the growing problem of wanderers on the surface. 
These trespassers, who loitered above, distracted the followers and 
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hindered their efforts to influence the physicals according to Lucifer’s 
plans. Many of Lucifer’s officers believed they could contribute to the 
fight, but not Lucifer. They were more trouble than they were worth. 
Limited in their abilities against their still physical brothers and sisters, 
they tended to be more of a nuisance than a help. Always in the way.

If they reported to him and earned their place among the follow-
ers, then he would use them, but that was hardly the case. Most of the 
wanderers preferred running and hiding to working for Lucifer. Why they 
even stayed on Earth after their death was a conundrum for him. He and 
the Dark Ones, the Followers - they didn’t have a choice - but the wan-
derers, for the most part, did, at least at first. Many of them just ignored 
the light, and lingered about as if mourning the loss of their physical life. 
It was a joke. He was tired of dealing with them, and had negotiated 
with Nathaniel to see to them and take them away.

Indeed, Father’s commitment to his lost children was admirable yet 
too sentimental for Lucifer’s taste, but it was practical they be returned. 
It was an interesting proposal Nathaniel had delivered, but hardly ben-
eficial to either side of the fight. It wasn’t like Father would put them 
back to work. They were damaged, in need of rest, or more accurately, 
in need of a time of reflection and reconciliation. At first though, Lucifer 
had been incensed with Nathaniel’s proposal. Those on Earth belonged 
to him, both physical and spiritual. The idea of releasing them was 
absurd. They were his to control.

Their private conversation had lasted several hours. But finally, they 
had reached an accord; Lucifer and Nathaniel had settled on an agree-
able timeline, and the rest was up to Father. Until he chose to lift the 
barrier, no one on Earth would return to the Realm.

Since the meeting, Lucifer had plenty of time to think over this idea 
of a second chance. The physicals were allowed many chances to return 
through repentance, so why not all of Father’s children? They should not 
be made to suffer eternal punishment for one very hard and complicated 
choice. Besides, Lucifer still believed he was right. The Realm’s choice 
to embrace agency and Father’s veils was a sore subject for him and his 
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officers, and ironically, Lucifer still believed it was unfair for Father to 
ask so much of his children. No matter his current calling, he would not 
change his mind on the subject of veiling.

Then again, he wasn’t sure he really wanted anyone to leave. There 
was strength in numbers, and he needed all the numbers he could get. 
But after discussing the possible release - the second chance - with 
his Generals, Lucifer concluded that if they didn’t want to serve him, 
if they weren’t one-hundred percent committed to his mission, then 
he didn’t want them around. With fewer dissenters around, they could 
more fully concentrate on the fight, even release most of the prison 
staff and restructure his military formations in preparation for upcoming 
operations.

As Beshur said, it was time to cull the herd. They were in the last 
decade of the twentieth century, which meant they were fast approach-
ing the time when Yeshua was anticipated to return. By his calculations, 
Lucifer reasoned they had a little more than a hundred years before they 
reached the zenith of their efforts on Earth. When they reached the level 
of corruption he desired, there would be no fence-sitters. The world 
would be his, and all flesh upon it would serve him. Father would then 
cease to be real for man, and he would have no choice but to reveal the 
Savior and cleanse Earth.

There was a light knock at his door and Lucifer was jarred abruptly 
from his contemplations. He looked up and said, “Yes?”

Dege stood in the doorway, his hand on the door’s handle as if to 
make a fast getaway, and said, “Master, there’s a report of a problem 
in the lower level. Cherubim appeared suddenly and stole away with 
Flynn. They departed with him before we could rally an appropriate 
defense.”

“What!” said Lucifer as he shot to his feet, forcing his chair away to 
slam against the back wall.

Dege touched his ear and added, “They took Stave and Kratten 
as well. But there’s more, master. They also took the crystals from the 
vault.”
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“Was it Nathaniel?” snarled Lucifer.
“Yes, Master. He was the only one the guards recognized, but he 

wasn’t alone. Their force numbered seven. No one was injured in the 
raid . . . they escaped without making contact with our guards.”

Lucifer was about to jump to the lower level when Nathaniel 
appeared suddenly. He was alone, unarmed, and presented himself with 
his hands at his chest, palms facing out. “I’m not here to cause trouble, 
brother,” declared Nathaniel, as he stopped and waited at the edge of 
the conference table.

When Lucifer didn’t reply, Nathaniel bowed and said, “I send greet-
ings from Father. He understands your anger against Flynn, but he 
ordered me to bring him home.”

Lucifer, seething – over once again being denied justice, and to 
one so disloyal as Flynn - could barely contain himself. He shouted at 
Nathaniel, “You’ve interfered in my affairs one too many times! Get out! 
Before I summon the whole of my army against you!”

“I, too, understand your anger. It is why I’ve come. Flynn’s only crime 
is that he served Father. It is no different than your service to him. And 
would he have you tortured for your service in lieu of all that you’ve your service in lieu of all that you’ve your
done in the name of opposition? I think not,” finished Nathaniel, calmly.

Nathaniel watched and waited as Lucifer struggled with and then 
conquered his anger. After a moment of thought, Lucifer managed a 
shallow smile, but it came across looking wolf-like, and not the least 
bit pleasant; sufficient to scare little children. Though, a moment later, 
he managed to compose himself further. Lucifer’s face turned placid, 
serene even. He walked over to the near end of conference table to 
stand opposite of Nathaniel, and he said, “Fine. You have him already. 
Dispense with the justification. However, you had no right to take the 
other two officers. They were followers. They were mine.”

“It was not my intent to depart with them, but they asked to come. I 
could not deny their request. All your followers are free to return if they 
desire. This is part of the arrangement you agreed with during our last 
conference.”
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“That was for the wanderers and the imprisoned, not . . . never 
mind,” finished Lucifer with a wave of his hand. “They’re gone and good 
riddance to them all. I’ve got better men, those more loyal to me to do 
their jobs.”

“As for loyalty, Flynn has plenty. Can a man be loyal to both dark-
ness and light? I think not. But you already know this. His loyalty was 
to Father from the beginning.” Nathaniel let that sink in before add-
ing, “Would you like to know who he is . . . in the Realm?” asked 
Nathaniel.

“Do tell,” replied Lucifer, sarcastically.
Nathaniel sighed and said, “He was Lucas. Do you remember him?” 

When Lucifer didn’t reply, Nathaniel added, “It was he who took respon-
sibility for Eloise’s attack. More than you did, in fact, for he only failed in 
preventing it. He served Father here as recompense, and he satisfied his 
debt with the last of your torture.”

Nathaniel saw the understanding in Lucifer’s eyes and added, “What 
do you think Father does with your spies?”

“Is that a rhetorical question?” snapped Lucifer. “I will tell you what 
Father does. He might not torture on tables and with devices. Instead, 
he tortures his children through life-phase and service. He makes us suf-
fer through unwilling sacrifice and trials, and then he does nothing while 
we plead for some relief.”

“That is your perspective,” said Nathaniel, “and I warrant a rele-
vant one. For I know what you have gone through, but do you not see 
beyond the moment. There are things at work here that transcend your 
singular but vitally important mission perspective. So, I ask again, what 
does Father do with your spies?”

“You dare accuse me, and in my own house?” snarled Lucifer.
“I do not accuse. I only ask because it’s an important matter for 

Father. What does he do with your spies?”
“I’ve left no spies in the Realm. But if they stayed, its because they 

chose his plan, not mine. They deserve a hellish physical life over logic 
and reason.”
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“Lucifer, please. Father knows every one of them. He even knows 
the dark covenant you made with them . . . to grant them a portion of 
your power and glory on Earth.”

“I . . . I don’t care.”
“Your answer, then?” prompted Nathaniel.
“I know not. Perhaps Father has them reset,” replied Lucifer, the 

sharp edge in his voice beginning to soften.”
“He does not have them reset. In fact, he lets them operate freely. 

He does not hinder them, and hopes that they will see the error of their 
ways while physical and return to him in honor. This is and always will 
be . . . a battle to overcome fear . . . with love.”

“Make your point before I vomit?”
“The point is . . .” said Nathaniel, but then he paused to pull out the 

nearest chair and asked, “ . . . do you mind if I sit?” Lucifer shrugged 
and he pulled out a chair for himself. “The point is this, we do not tor-
ture spies because it’s wrong to add pain to life. Instead, we heal them, 
Lucifer. When they return to us, we heal them,” reiterated Nathaniel.

“So, you admit that Flynn . . . that Lucas . . . was a spy?”
“I admit that he violated your law, not Father’s. He volunteered to 

serve in a way few would dare. He passed no operational information, 
nothing Father couldn’t collect on his own. His mission on Earth was to 
help keep families informed on the status of their loved ones. That is all. 
My point is this, brother; there is no need for such brutality. Have you 
not yet had your fill of it?”

“Have you come here to preach to me, or offer a second chance?” 
mocked Lucifer. “I know your past, brother. And you are far from perfect. 
Your service to Father has, at times, led to questionable outcomes.”

“I am only a servant,” replied Nathaniel. “I do not act on personal 
desires, nor do I act blindly. I consider every possible effect of my choices 
before I act, even if they are like unto orders. If I were passionate in my 
justice, I would have . . .” and then Nathaniel paused.

Lucifer picked up on Nathaniel’s hesitation and prodded him by ask-
ing, “You would have what?” He knew what bothered Nathaniel, but he 
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wanted to hear him say it. “Tell me, Nathaniel. Tell me of the darkness 
that dwells in your heart. You wanted to kill me for my attack on Eloise.”

Nathaniel bristled at Lucifer’s use of her name so irreverently, but he 
remained calm and focused. He refused to be goaded into an argument 
that would most likely result in anger or even violence. So instead, he sat 
back, settled more thoroughly into his preferred state of calmness, and 
reconnected to the energy of light that permeated throughout all the 
Realm: that which was the truth of all things. Nathaniel knew it would be 
much harder when he was physical on Earth.

The physical body was its own veil, and it, coupled with Earth’s veil, 
and the many other barriers one builds to cope with physical life makes 
knowing the truth very difficult. Even for one who was spiritually awak-
ened, penetrating the veil was subject to personal interpretation, desire, 
imagination and, most assuredly, influence. Earth was a monumental 
challenge, and Nathaniel was not looking forward to it.

Neither was Eloise, but they’d both agreed to come down - to sub-
ject themselves to yet another physical life that neither of them desired, 
but could not ignore for the sake of Father’s request. Momentarily lost 
deep in his thought, Nathaniel eventually looked up to see Lucifer star-
ing at him. “I’m glad you can’t read my mind.”

“If I could,” replied Lucifer, “then I might understand why you think 
to come here and change me.”

Nathaniel nodded and said, “Change . . .yes, it is true. I did wish 
for your destruction after the attack. It is why Father sent me away. And 
when I’d returned and heard that you were to be Earth’s Opposer, I 
thought Father had made a mistake. I felt you’d deserved to be reset. I 
see now that you were the best choice for the mission. I could not have 
done it as well as you.”

Lucifer studied Nathaniel’s face for a moment, wondering if he was 
being facetious. But he quickly saw the depth of Nathaniel’s sincerity, 
and said to Dege without turning to face him, “Thank you Dege, you 
may leave us, now.”
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Dege winked away without uttering a single word, and Lucifer 
turned back to Nathaniel. “Would you like to continue this conversation 
in my office?”

Nathaniel looked past the glass window to the control room floor. 
He saw an occasional face turn up to see them talking together, but 
none of Lucifer’s officers looked surprised by it. “I’m comfortable here, 
if you are.”

“This is my house,” replied Lucifer, arms raised and extended, as if 
presenting it to Nathaniel for the first time. “I am comfortable wherever 
I might be. Would you like some refreshments?” he added politely.

“I’m fine, thank you.”
“So then, what brings you here, other than to steal back Father’s 

spy?”
“I bring news from Father regarding the barrier. If all things continue 

according to plan, he will bring it down near to the year, two-thousand.”
“So be it,” replied Lucifer. “It’s a mere penance of time compared to 

what we’ve been made to endure. But tell me, does that mean the recall 
will begin at that time?”

“It’s not a recall, brother. They still have a choice. But yes, the sec-
ond chance will commence on or about that time. There’s work yet to be 
done, but once everything is ready, things will begin to move very fast.”

“Why the sense of urgency?”
Nathaniel nodded in affirmation and said, “Father wants Earth clear 

of all the wanderers before we enter the final stage of the last dispensa-
tion, or the last days, if you will. But the same invitation will be open to 
your followers. For anyone who wishes to return home . . . accommoda-
tions will be made.”

“I’m aware of the accommodations, as you call them. Prison, isn’t 
it?” replied Lucifer, clasping his hands at his chest.

Nathaniel chuckled lightly and said, “That is a name associated with 
it, but it is far from a prison. By comparison, it’s more a retreat. There is 
no solitary confinement . . . or torture.”



Kenneth Cary

382

Lucifer waved a hand, as if dismissing the comparison, and said, “I 
do what I must to maintain control. But denying people their freedom 
still makes it a prison.”

Nathaniel stopped himself from shaking his head in annoyance. 
Anyone who spent any time in the Realm knew the process of rein-
tegration. Lucifer himself participated in it, as did Nathaniel, and on 
more than one occasion. Indeed, anyone who became unclean during 
their physical life was encouraged to undergo a self-paced healing and 
cleansing process before they could enter Father’s service. They didn’t 
have to. They could stay at the level where they were most comfortable. 
But to reach the highest level of the kingdom, one had to commit to 
purification. And that is what Lucifer called, “prison.”

The process would be slightly different for the second-chancers. 
Since they didn’t live a veiled physical life, they need only shed the 
darkness they embraced while serving under Lucifer. It meant there was 
no life review, but it still involved healing and reintegration. Therefore, 
their specific ‘spirit prison’ would be different and separate from that of 
the returning physicals.

“We’ve both seen and experienced the prison you refer to, and 
those in them are allowed to move around freely . . . within the limits of 
their acceptance of the light.”

“Hah!” barked Lucifer. “Spoken like a true diplomat.”
Nathaniel shrugged and said, “I speak the truth. Call it what you will. 

But it is as I said previously, Father will open the door. Those who wish to 
enter through it are free to advance as they may. The invitation is open 
to you, as well . . . when your mission here is done.”

“Please! There’s no place for me in Father’s Realm when this mission 
is done! And frankly, I am fine with it. If Father honors our contract, then 
I’ll be free to leave and seek refuge elsewhere. I’m tired of his interest in 
physical agency. It’s costly . . . cost me dearly, in fact.”

“From what I understood, I thought you had an interest in being 
Aleric? You would replace Versal Mahan in a new position of honor: one 
meant to overcome, not destroy.
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“Don’t believe everything you hear,” Lucifer quipped.
“What if I said Sahar was there, in the Realm, waiting for you?”
A dark cloud passed quickly across Lucifer’s face, and then just as 

quickly it dissipated. “Then I would spit in your face and call you a liar.”
“But what if I said your redemption was a matter of great impor-

tance to Father?”
“Again, I would call you a liar, but I might not spit in your face.”
“I will tell you this . . . Father may not be allowed to cast his vote, 

but I will cast mine in your favor. I would rather have you as Aleric than 
any other. But to earn that vote, you must agree to recompense for your 
dark works.”

“You dare . . .” shouted Lucifer, as he came to his feet.
“Just hear me out,” interrupted Nathaniel. I don’t speak for Father 

now, nor for anyone but myself. I know who you were before. I know you 
want your light back. I can feel it. Is this not true?”

Lucifer grunted, so Nathaniel continued, “The only way to achieve 
this, to regain your light, is to embrace the entire scope of your recom-
pense. Sahar was part of it, and so is your work as the Opposer. But 
there is another part, the one only you can unlock.”

Lucifer sat quietly as he considered Nathaniel’s words.
Nathaniel looked at him and added, “The Verse does not want 

another Mahan, brother. There is no balance in one such as he. But 
you . . . you can change things . . . redefine the darkness . . . make it less 
destructive.”

“I see you have given this some thought,” replied Lucifer.
Nathaniel nodded and sat quietly as Lucifer considered his words.
Lucifer knew the Cherubim were a powerful and influential force of 

justice for Father. So much so that many in the Verse came to them for 
advice and training. The supporting vote was certainly something to 
consider, but he wasn’t sure he wanted anything more to do with oppo-
sition. To be Aleric would be an apex calling, but he was tired. He was 
also angry, and his anger was far from being assuaged. The comment 
about Sahar had re-lit the flame.
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Lucifer was irritated with Nathaniel’s mention of her name, but then 
again, he had just mentioned Eloise. Not only that, he’d tried to kill her, 
so he could hardly take offense to anything Nathaniel said about Sahar. 
Lucifer wanted to tell Nathaniel that he’d only turned to Eloise when 
Sahar was taken from him, but that was only a half-truth. There were 
many other reasons he’d desired Eloise. He was unexplainably drawn 
to her, and extinguishing her life had never been his idea. He had just 
wanted to make her suffer a little, to have her recognize him as power-
ful, and make a new place for himself in the Dark Order. What a fool he 
had been, to follow the counsel of Mahan.

At one time, he did want to deny her from Father, from Nathaniel, 
and from everyone else for that matter. But after spending so much 
time and energy here on Earth, he realized that was not what he really 
wanted. He wanted Sahar. He wanted to counsel with her as he did long 
ago, to confide in her, to trust someone - to love again - but he knew the 
opportunity was lost. There would be no other for him.

“I do not believe you on either account,” replied Lucifer. “Not your 
vote, nor the existence of my former pair-mate.”

Nathaniel sighed and said, “Time is short, my brother. Soon, your 
opportunity for redemption will be gone, and then your only desire will 
be to seek sanctuary in outer darkness. Is that what you want . . . to live 
like this . . . to live like that . . . forever?” asked Nathaniel, sincerely.

Lucifer ignored the heartfelt plea from his brother and asked, “So 
then, the time is near . . . Yeshua’s return?”

“Again, I do not know the time of his second coming, but I suspect 
it will not be as soon as we want. The whole of the Realm is ready . . . 
they desire it beyond description. So too does Yeshua, but only Father 
keeps the time, so we wait . . . But the time of waiting is not what it used 
to be. I know it is close. I can feel it.” Nathaniel paused, as if to consider 
his next words very carefully, and added, “I believe it will be sometime 
in the mid twenty-first century. But that’s only my personal opinion. My 
reasoning on it is simple, I’ve been led to believe I’ll be a mature adult 
when it happens.”
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“What do you mean, you’ll be here when it happens?” asked Lucifer, 
sitting forward in his chair for the first time since the conversation began.

“We are coming down,” replied Nathaniel.
“We . . . as in you and Eloise?” asked Lucifer, clearly surprised. When 

Nathaniel nodded, Lucifer asked eagerly, “When?”
“Ah, now that is information I will not share,” replied Nathaniel. He 

then began to look around the room for the first time, taking in the many 
trophies mounted on the walls of the executive conference room. There 
were many noteworthy trophies, but one in particular caught Nathaniel’s 
attention. It was a framed document, that which was the stolen portion 
of the manuscript from the translated golden plates. A notable trophy, 
and one Nathaniel was not surprised to see in Lucifer’s possession.

Lucifer smiled at Nathaniel’s appraisal, but he wasn’t in the mood 
to discuss the acquisition, or any other aspect of Joseph’s physical 
legacy. He was, however, curious about the timing of Nathaniel and 
Eloise’s physical insertion. In fact, he’d recently concluded that they’d 
decided against coming down. Apparently, there had been a change 
of plans.

“And?” replied Lucifer.
“Well, our placement will be . . . discreet. In fact, you probably won’t 

know where to find me until I’m well into my adult life.”
“I may not find you, but if Eloise comes down, I will find her, and 

quickly. She will not be able to hide herself from me. I look forward . . .”
“Lucifer!” interrupted Nathaniel, using his name as a sharp rebuke. 

“Do not speak of my pair-mate with dark and foul intent. She knows her 
path, and I know mine. We come only to set things straight, not because 
we seek glory. We will serve Father in this.”

“Do you wish then to compare our paths?” replied Lucifer, equally 
incensed. “I have faced the horrors of separation far longer than you. 
Sahar was lost to me through agency. Father reset her for her choice in 
anguish while veiled. How is that justice? Where’s his mercy?”

“Things are not always as they seem, brother. But she was not 
abused,” replied Nathaniel, calmly. “Nor was she tortured.”
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“You speak nonsense . . . rubbish. If Sahar can be taken from me, 
then why should you and Father not know my pain . . . my pain . . . my my broken heart?!”my broken heart?!”my

“An eye for an eye, then? That is your idea of justice and mercy?” 
Nathaniel knew the truth of the account, of how Sahar had left Lucifer 
during their last physical world. She had killed herself to escape the 
harshness of their heavily veiled existence. After she left that world - 
under Father’s orders - Nathaniel had recovered her from the death 
stream. She was then healed and safely hidden away for a much-needed
period of review, reflection and reconciliation.

“It matters not!” Lucifer snapped, venom in his tone. “You don’t 
know the entire story.”

“Perhaps, but despite the depth of your interest in her, in Eloise, I 
respectfully request you consider the end state. You have already paid 
a price for your previous attack on her. Do not add to your burden of 
redemption. Leave her in peace. Her trial will be difficult enough with-
out your personal attention.”

Lucifer snorted contemptuously, but said nothing. Nathaniel let the 
mood settle before adding, “I know you’re tired. I’m tired. We’re all 
tired. Like you, I’m also troubled. As you pointed out, my past is long 
and sordid, worthy of a long and meaningful redemption. But don’t you 
wish to shed the burden you bear? Why add to it, my brother?”

“Don’t patronize me,” replied Lucifer. “I see the game you play,” 
and in a mocking tone that fell just short of imitating a pleading child, 
Lucifer added, “’Please go easy on her.’” Lucifer shook his head and 
asked, “What makes you think she deserves better treatment than any 
of the other elites that have come here to be physical? Have you not 
observed my work? I am left to do only what Father allows, and if Father 
allows me to torment Eloise, then you can rest assured, I will torment 
her. The same applies to you, brother.”

Lucifer relaxed his grip on the arms of his chair, and brought his 
hands together while leaning back. Though annoyed with Nathaniel, he 
didn’t want to fight with him. He was the only one to come knocking, 
to meet and talk with him. All the other elites avoided him entirely, as if 
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he was contagious. Where was his peace? He had none. Only work, and his peace? He had none. Only work, and his
hardly his own.

Neither man spoke for a moment. They continued to examine 
each other closely, as if sizing up the other for a tournament. But 
then, with a slight cock of his head, Nathaniel spoke, “You are right. I 
do not presume to understand your role in tormenting elites, or any-
one else for that matter. It is a question better asked of Father. The 
contract you have with him is not entirely clear on many points, so I 
appreciate your comments. I’ll be sure to address that issue with him 
immediately.”

“Glad I could help,” replied Lucifer, tersely. “Now then, do you have 
any other issues you wish to discuss with me?”

Nathaniel sighed and said, “I do not.” And as he stood, he added, 
“Our conversation has been most enlightening, but I agree it is com-
plete. I would say I look forward to our next meeting, but I do not know 
when that will be. In the days ahead, I’ll be preparing for my physical 
time here. All I ask is that you consider what I said, about your redemp-
tion, first and foremost, but also about Eloise. You have done her great 
harm already, so please do not add to your burden.”

Lucifer stood with Nathaniel and replied defensively, “I would ask 
what you know of Sahar, where she is, if she remembers me, but what’s 
the point? I am a prisoner in my own house. There is nothing I can do 
to change where we are in relation to each other.” He then softened his 
tone and added, “Like it or not, we both work for Father. And I think 
you’d agree with me that his interests are his interests are his always above our own.”always above our own.”always

Nathaniel only nodded, so Lucifer continued, “I also think Father 
cares nothing for the human condition. Thanks to the veil, the physi-
cals think they’re alone in the Verse. I enjoy exploiting that notion . . . 
it makes it easier for me to convince them there is no god. But I find 
it equally disturbing that Father doesn’t seem to care about them not 
knowing him. It’s lunacy.”

“At times, Father’s work is beyond me, but he is not crazy. If so, 
he would not be preparing to ascend to his Versal role. But I will say 
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this, of Father’s twelve prime worlds, Earth offers the greatest physical 
challenge.”

“That’s a textbook answer,” quipped Lucifer.
“Be that as it may, it’s a simple answer for a simple challenge. It’s 

why your role is important. There is no choice without opposition. And 
the greater the opposition, the greater the reward when the right choice 
is made.”

“You’re a bore, brother,” said Lucifer, as he offered his hand to 
Nathaniel.

Nathaniel accepted it and shook firmly while saying, “So I’ve been 
told. Until our next meeting, then. Adieu.” The two men released hands, 
and Nathaniel took a step back and jumped away.

When he was gone, Lucifer called for Dege. “Yes, Master?” said 
Dege, as he appeared by his desk near the far corner of the executive 
conference room.

“I’ve heard that Sahar lives. Do you know anything of this?”
“No, but you should not believe everything Nathaniel tells you.”
“Perhaps,” replied Lucifer, contemplative and thoughtful. “But he 

also said they’re coming, both of them . . . Nathaniel and Eloise. Should 
I ignore that information as well?”

Dege ignored the jab and looked genuinely surprised, which was 
saying something for the man. “Both of them . . . together?” he asked, 
with raised eyebrows.

“Not together, apart, different locations and times, but I feel sure 
they’ll overlap physically,” answered Lucifer.

“I wonder why they come now, and so near to the end?” Dege 
thought for a moment before adding, “And didn’t we calculate that 
Eloise would be unable to endure a physical life so soon after the attack? 
That should have kept Nathaniel at bay as well.”

“Those are questions I want you to examine,” answered Lucifer, as 
he walked past Dege and stepped into his private office. While standing 
behind his desk, Lucifer examined the elaborate calendar he used to 
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track all of Earth’s timelines. “I suspect it has something to do with the 
church Joseph built. But it could be more. Most curious.”

Dege walked in and sat in the only guest chair in Lucifer’s private 
office. He crossed his legs and asked, “What makes you say that? Did 
he not give you a clue?”

“The timing of their arrival is the first, but he also noticed the 
manuscript.”

“And?” challenged Dege.
“And . . . I know Nathaniel. He would not come down now for any-

thing but Father’s direct request, which means, Father has a play for 
him . . . for them both. And, it will be something big. Their pre-destined
missions were always vague, but the importance of their combined exis-
tence is not lost on me. Thus far, our attempt to thwart their mission has 
failed.”

“And all that from a casual glance at the manuscript?” challenged 
Dege, the skepticism clear in his voice.

“Dege, do not try my patience. I’m discussing options here . . . con-
siderations, that is all. What I’m saying is this; Father is now committing 
two additional elites for the last days, elites we had not planned for. And 
that’s worthy of our serious attention.”

“I see,” replied Dege. “But what could they do to influence Joseph’s 
work on Earth? By the time they arrive, they’ll be too late to influence 
anything. Public opinion will be firmly set against Joseph, his practices, 
and his church. His followers will be locked in the traditions of Abraham, 
just as we’d planned, and still they will know nothing of our influence. 
Their ignorance of the true extent of the veils, and it’s many trappings, 
serves us. All who become physical are easy prey, Master, even the 
elites.”

“Perhaps, but I won’t rest until I know their purpose.”
“Do you think they will come to reconcile the issue of polygyny?”
“I don’t think so. They’ll know the truth of it, but to your point, 

there’s little they’ll be able to do to change things.” Lucifer looked at 
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Dege and added, “Nathaniel all but admitted to me that they would not 
enter families of wealth or status. Lower middle-class is my guess, low 
profile, as secret as Father can make it. And most likely America, which is 
a big country. Let’s add them to the watch list. I want to know the minute 
they’re detected. Is that clear?

“Yes, Master.”
“I have work to do. Please close the door on your way out.”
Dege stood, bowed slightly, and left as requested. When the door 

was closed, Lucifer opened his desk safe and began shuffling through 
his files before finding the envelope he was searching for. It was more 
of a pouch than a file, but the material within was from another world, 
another time.

He thumbed the security seal open and spilled the contents of the 
pouch onto his desktop. After taking a moment to arrange the pictures 
in chronological order, Lucifer began to study them closely. Sahar was 
in every single one. She had spent three life-phases with him, and like 
Nathaniel and Eloise, they were bound together by Father as a select 
pair in the Realm.

But all that had changed suddenly. He’d returned home to find her 
dead, no sign of violence or foul play, just dead. His life on that world 
had been ruined. Later, when he’d returned to the Realm, Lucifer had 
learned she’d disappeared, and he’d petitioned Father for help, but 
Father said that she’d desired reset. So, Lucifer assumed that’s what 
happened. He didn’t think to ask if she had, indeed, gone through with 
a reset. Father said to him, ‘She’s a different person now. You must move 
on with your life, Lucifer,’ so that’s what he did. He moved on.

But Lucifer wasn’t willing to move on. He wasn’t sure he even 
believed Father; Sahar would never willingly break their union. So, he 
searched everywhere for her. And when no one within the Order of Light 
could help, he turned to Mahan. That one decision changed everything 
for Lucifer.

A wave of emotion filled him - a deep sorrow he’d come to loath. 
It was weakness. Lucifer swept the pictures to the floor and slammed 
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his fist onto the table, and it cracked under the force. He heard Dege 
approach the office door, but his aide knew better than to enter at that 
moment.

Lucifer lowered his head until his forehead rested on his desk, and 
then he laced his fingers behind his head. He was beyond tears, beyond 
anger, beyond feeling. Would Father take her just to place him on his 
current path? It was possible, likely even, but he wasn’t ready to con-
sider the implications.
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Twenty

THRONE ROOM

“R
elease him,” commanded Father of the two Cherubim holding 
Lucifer by the arms. “He’s in control of himself, aren’t you, Lucifer?” 

asked Father, politely, from his seat on the top platform that was only 
two short steps above the main floor, but provided just enough eleva-
tion for him to see the faces of all those who were in attendance, regard-
less of their numbers. On this day, there were only three men present: 
Father, Lucifer, who had asked for the official meeting, and much to his 
obvious displeasure, Michael, who had been asked to attend at Father’s 
request.

As for Father’s choice in throne rooms, he chose the second high-
est for the meeting. The choice was entirely practical, for Lucifer could 
not abide the light of the highest throne room; and the lowest of the 
three upset him, thinking it below him, so Father routinely used the 
second. That didn’t mean the second, or middle throne room was 
without glory. Indeed, it was greater than anything imagined by the 
minds of physical men, but the energy of it did harmonize at a lower 
frequency, which meant it could serve those of a terrestrial level of 
glory. Despite his fallen status, Lucifer could endure terrestrial energy 
at Father’s behest.
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On Father’s top level of the platform, and to either side of him, were 
two additional seats of great significance. They were slightly smaller 
than Fathers, but equally splendid in their craftsmanship and design. 
Both were empty at the moment, reserved for Yeshua, and Mother’s 
appointed representative, Jeshjuan. Both were away, attending to 
important matters of state.

To either side of those two chairs, on the second level of the plat-
form, were three more chairs to either side. The six chairs were less 
ornate, but very much equal to their majestic purpose in court. Meant 
for visiting elites and other dignitaries, they were all empty save for one.

In the middle of the three chairs on Father’s right, sat Michael. His 
bare and muscular arms were draped casually across the crests of the 
two adjacent chairs. At Lucifer’s outburst over his presence, Michael 
made a show of looking relaxed and unperturbed. Though he’d wished 
to be somewhere else, such as in Earth’s control room, Father had asked 
him to be present, and so he was. But he was tired of dealing with 
Lucifer’s many complaints, and wanted nothing more to do with his 
errant brother. Presenting himself as deliberately casual was a calculated 
decision, meant only to show his ambivalence, but not meant to pro-
voke Lucifer. Still, after all his years of service on Earth, Lucifer could not 
seem to control his anger. And when the palace guards appeared and 
grabbed Lucifer’s arms, Michael only stretched out his legs and crossed 
them at the ankle. He would not involve himself in restraining Lucifer 
because it wasn’t worth the trouble it would cause. He simply tilted his 
head in observance, curious to see how Lucifer would behave, and even 
more curious to learn why Father had asked him to be present when 
it affected Lucifer so dramatically. Certainly, it wasn’t only to upset his 
brother again. There was more work to be done, and time was running 
out. It was a time to focus, not play games with someone’s emotions.

When the palace guards released Lucifer as Father had ordered, 
Lucifer angrily shrugged off their grip and took two steps forward as 
the guards took one step back. He then ceremoniously pulled down on 
his sleeves, and used his hands to smooth out the wrinkles of his coat. 
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When Lucifer finished primping himself, he looked boldly at Father and 
said, “I came here to meet with you, not Michael!”

Unperturbed by Lucifer’s tone, Father said in reply, “I have asked 
Michael to be present for a very specific purpose, but that purpose was 
not to upset you. I had hoped that you’d have come to better trust my 
judgment in such matters, but I can see that I have erred. Forgive me, I 
pray, and suffer the inconvenience one last time.”

Lucifer saw the truth in Father’s eyes and looked down, noting the 
scuffs on his once polished shoes. “Was it necessary . . . to be handled 
so roughly by your guards?” he asked, once again looking up.

“They are trained to respond to threats,” said Father, as he nod-
ded to the two guards, who then immediately turned and resumed their 
guard post at the entrance. “But you are safe here. In fact, you know full 
well that no one here would harm you, Lucifer,” added Father.

Lucifer glanced over at Michael and struggled to control the anger 
boiling within. He hated losing control of himself in front of Father, it 
reminded him of his enduring weakness – his many enduring weak-
nesses – but he couldn’t help it. There was too much going on below 
the surface, too many issues of equal bearing for him to find one to 
resolve before the other. But Michael, sitting there on Father’s platform, 
all smug and arrogant, had been more than he could manage.

Lucifer breathed deep and looked back at Father. He reflected on his 
former bearing and regal poise, an esteem Michael could never hope to 
present. But here he was, Lucifer, the outcast and visitor, having to beg 
Father for an audience on even the simplest of issues. He was once a 
royal heir, and now he was cast as a lowly peasant, made to look up to 
Michael as if the incompetent fool had accomplished more than Lucifer.

Lucifer wondered again how he’d so easily lost everything, the least 
of which was his self-control. Mahan certainly was to blame, but not 
only him. He’d also lost a greater part of his self-restraint when he’d 
lost Sahar. Deep within he knew he was to blame. He had taken her 
through the process of cheating the veils, and she could not handle the 
challenge. What had been euphoric for him, was absolute ruin for her. 
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What had he been thinking? Burying the shame of it fueled his anger. 
And even now, toward the end of his mission, he still could not afford to 
forgive himself. Anger was his trusted companion, and he was not yet 
ready to let it go.

Indeed, his anger made him a great Opposer, or so he liked to con-
vince himself. The best, ever. Long ago, when Lucifer first studied the 
results of Father’s other prime worlds, he’d wondered who Father would 
call to be Earth’s Opposer. He snorted at the thought of it, at how he 
came to be what he’d once mocked. And now, after having fulfilled all 
but the very small amount of time remaining, he knew no one else could 
have done what he did. He’d exceeded all of Father’s expectations, and 
yet he remained low, a hollow man, left to confront the greater part of 
his weaknesses.

The only variable is that he was the only elite to ever be called to 
serve as an opposer, which was another title he dared not reapply to his 
credit. He blinked his eyes and focused his attention back on Father, 
wondering beyond wonder what Father had planned for him this time. 
Lucifer may have requested the meeting, but Father had a way of shap-
ing things in his favor.

The presence of the guards Lucifer understood. It was their mission 
to serve the court. But not Michael. He had no business being present. 
Why Father had even asked Michael to attend concerned him, enough 
to feel guarded, cautious even. He had little control of himself as it was, 
and playing into Father’s hands when it involved Michael was not some-
thing he relished. They were, after all, no longer friends or family.

The enmity between them first emerged when Michael became 
Lucifer’s most ardent opponent during the election – an election that 
would decide on a Savior, or one of two presented candidates who’d 
carry out Father’s plan of sacrifice for Earth. For every argument Lucifer 
had posed against Yeshua’s proposal, Michael had two or three counter-
arguments in favor of it. In fact, Lucifer believed Michael had done more 
to upset Lucifer’s victory over Yeshua, than Yeshua himself. And that was 
saying something.
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Once a loyal brother and dear friend, Lucifer saw Michael’s opposi-
tion as outright betrayal. Without a single courtesy meeting between 
them, without sharing his personal views and explaining why he sup-
ported Yeshua’s proposal, Michael attacked Lucifer’s proposal with vigor. 
And then, in the end, Michael painted Lucifer to appear as a bitter, self-
serving, ego-maniac. What had at first been an even split in the vote, 
Michael quickly turned into a majority victory for Yeshua.

Indeed, Michael’s glory and popularity gave him great influence 
among Father’s children. In fact, all but a few of the elites put their effort 
firmly behind Yeshua for Father’s plan, which left Lucifer as little more than 
a captain going down with his ship. It didn’t matter that Lucifer was right - 
that Father’s plan for Earth was fundamentally flawed – After Michael, the 
majority was lost. And the people would no longer listen to Lucifer.

From that point forward, the rift between Lucifer and Michael was 
wide and complete. It mattered not that they’d learned and studied 
together as young children at Father’s feet, or that they’d played and 
then later served and fought darkness together as young men, or that 
they’d kept pace with one another through a few of their physical lives. 
No, none of that had mattered.

And later, when Lucifer surpassed Michael and became his men-
tor, guiding him through the challenging advancement procedures 
demanded by the Order of Light to become an elite, Lucifer was there 
for him. And for what, so Michael could grow in influence and betray 
him when he needed him most?

The fact remained, he no longer had any friends, and certainly not 
among the elites. The disdain was made absolute after the attack on 
Eloise. He’d been shunned. On occasion, an elite would come and feign 
their love and support for him, as did Nathaniel, but Lucifer couldn’t trust 
him, or any of them. Not even Father. He relied on Dege, by degree, 
and his counselors, as needed, but no one outside his circle of personal 
advisors could he truly confide in. In truth, he’d trusted no one since 
having lost Sahar. She was half of his whole, and losing her changed 
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him, maybe even destroyed him. It certainly destroyed his ability to trust 
and believe in anyone but himself.

As for Father, why he remained vested in him – seemingly so com-
mitted - both annoyed and surprised Lucifer. Despite having attempted 
to overturn Father’s plan even after Yeshua was chosen, and then bru-
tally attacking his daughter, Father remained intent on loving - and even 
salvaging – what was left of Lucifer’s heart.

With a sigh, Lucifer politely said, “Excuse me, Father, but have I not 
earned the right to privacy with you . . . to a private conversation . . . one 
between a Father and son?”

Father looked at Michael, and Michael at Father. They were silent 
for a moment, apparently mind-speaking. Lucifer rudely interrupted the 
silence by asking, “Excuse me, but would you like me to leave while you 
decide my fate?”

Father glanced quickly at Lucifer and said, “A minute, please,” and 
then turned back to look at Michael. After another annoyingly long 
moment of time for Lucifer, Michael nodded, stood up, and left the 
throne room, passing well away from Lucifer by skirting the row of col-
umns along the far wall. The sound of his bootheels clicking on the 
polished stone floor did nothing to reveal Michael’s mission, but Lucifer 
was glad to see him go. The palace guards saluted briskly as Michael 
passed through the entrance.

Lucifer watched Michael exit, having turned his body to monitor the 
undramatic departure of his enemy. Finally, glad to be rid of him, Lucifer 
was free to continue his private meeting with Father. He turned to look 
at Father, and with a narrow smile on his face, he said, “Now then, where 
were . . .”

“Lucifer,” interrupted Father, “Courtesy dictates that I’m free to 
welcome whomever I may into my own court. You have no more right 
to demand privacy with me here, in this hall, than you did when you 
retained all your glory.” Then, while using a softer tone of voice, he 
added, “Why do you insist on creating contention wherever you go? 
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Have I not afforded you every opportunity to express your concerns and 
issues to me without challenge?”

“My cause for contention was derived from your inclusion of Michael 
in this meeting. You brought him here knowing that it would upset me,” 
replied Lucifer, testily.

Father sat silent for a moment before saying, “That was not my 
intent. I cannot control how you feel or act in the presence of any one 
person, be they friend or foe, but I did hope that you would have trusted 
me in this . . . at least long enough to appreciate why I asked Michael 
to be here.”

“Perhaps it’s the why that bothered me the most,” replied Lucifer.why that bothered me the most,” replied Lucifer.why
“There are many why’s, Lucifer; both mine and yours,” replied Father 

with an open-handed gesture. “Your work on Earth is almost done, and 
I’d hoped by now that you would have come to appreciate the various 
roles of those who work with me to bring the plan to a close. Apparently, 
you and I sometimes see your role as Opposer very differently.”

Lucifer looked at Father and tried to read his temperament, to get 
a better sense for his countenance, but Father was not one to be so 
easily read, not when he didn’t permit it. For this meeting, Father was 
bright and clear; even so, Lucifer could sense something was troubling 
him, which worried Lucifer about the direction and outcome of the 
meeting.

He had seen Father angry before. Oh yes, and sad, even. But he’d 
mostly only seen Father’s unfathomable love; the most powerful of all 
of Father’s emotions. Most of the energy that exuded from Father was 
love. His other emotions seemed to rest deep within, sometimes dor-
mant, and sometimes sizzling just below the surface, yet only coming 
forth as needed.

Thus, his emotions never took control of him. Yeshua was the same 
way, which is why he’d been chosen to ascend to Father’s throne when 
Father ascended to the Verse. A flash of jealousy passed through Lucifer 
at the thought of his brother’s success. Then he noticed that Father was 
studying him just as closely.
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Lucifer subdued the jealousy and smiled. Yeshua could have the job. 
Running Father’s Realm Father’s way was not something Lucifer wanted. 
The glory and adoration, maybe, but not the job. Lucifer had designs 
to establish a Realm of his own one day, but under a different system 
of truths, one that was much less rigorous and controlling than Father’s. 
He had such a plan once, but opposing was tiring work, and he had not 
considered it again for some time. In fact, now, he wasn’t even sure what 
he wanted to do after opposing for Father.

But anything would be better than serving as one of Father’s pawns. 
At first, it had bothered him to learn that he was a game-piece on 
Father’s gameboard, but he’d somehow managed to define his status in 
the game – made himself the black king, even – which wasn’t that bad. 
Indeed, his time on Earth was almost done. The contract, almost met, 
stated that he, Lucifer, would be bound when Yeshua took the throne 
in his return to Earth. In fact, they were all bound to the contract, all the 
key players, but for him, it meant his work on Earth would be finished.

When Yeshua came, Lucifer would not be allowed to influence any 
further, and a thousand years of peace would follow. What happened 
after those thousand years concluded he didn’t know, or care, but one 
thing was certain, he was ready for a well-earned rest, even if that rest 
required painful reflection and reconciliation. He would use his free time 
to search for Sahar. And when he found her, they would build a new 
home together, perhaps in a Realm where they would be equal once 
again. Father might want him to run for the Aleric position, but Lucifer 
wasn’t sure he wanted it. He was tired of opposing on any level. All he 
wanted was Sahar, to find her and start over again. No more physical 
worlds. No more exposed life-phases, and absolutely no more circum-
vented veils - if he could find her again. All he wanted was to be with 
her, free and unencumbered like it was when they first met.

“You are right, Father,” replied Lucifer with a deep and meaningful 
bow. He then added sincerely, “Please forgive me. I meant no offense.”

Father smiled and said, “Come then, let us talk as reasonable men 
do, or better yet . . . as Father and son.”
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“Thy will be done,” replied Lucifer, surprised at how quickly and 
easily the old words flowed from his lips. He hadn’t said them in a very 
long time, and he wondered how it had happened, or more significantly, 
how it had sounded to Father’s ears. But Father didn’t seem to notice, 
so Lucifer asked, “May I approach?”

“Absolutely,” replied Father, as he stood and descended quickly to 
the main floor, crossing the steps as easily as a child would: very light 
on his feet.

“Thank you,” said Lucifer, and he walked up to stand before Father. 
“I’m here on two . . .”

But before Lucifer could complete his sentence, Father embraced him 
tightly. “There,” he said, while holding Lucifer, “now we can begin our 
private meeting.” He then released Lucifer and said, “You were saying?”

Again surprised, Lucifer had returned the embrace without reserva-
tion. At Father’s cue, he continued his sentence as if nothing had hap-
pened. But something had happened. At Father’s touch, a bit of Lucifer’s 
burden seemed to lift from him. It felt as if he was lighter, and clearer 
of thought. But he was also determined to continue with his agenda. 
After regaining control of his rare and seldom experienced sentimen-
tality, Lucifer looked at Father and said, “My first issue has to do with 
Nathaniel’s awakening.”

“Yes. I’m very pleased with it,” said Father.
“But it’s before his contracted time,” replied Lucifer.
“And Eloise?” asked Father.
“What about her? I know she’s aware.”
“As you should,” replied Father. “You’re responsible for it.”
Lucifer didn’t know where the conversation was heading, but he 

didn’t like it. The mere mention of Eloise opened old wounds, wounds 
he preferred to keep buried, wounds that took him back to the painful 
beginning of his fall. Of course, he knew he’d enabled Eloise’s awaken-
ing on Earth. He knew the plan. In truth, he would have preferred to just 
leave her be, but only because that would have changed everything. 
Ignoring Eloise would have upset the plan, but he found he could no 
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more ignore her than he could the contract that bound him to his mis-
sion of opposition on Earth. He wondered what Father was getting at. 
“Her abuse and torture was written into the contract,” replied Lucifer, 
this time with a slight growl in his voice.

“Not all of it,” said Father, tenderly and with loving patience despite 
Lucifer’s threatening tone.

“Why is it that every time I exceed your expectations, I’m called to 
heel like a disobedient dog?”

“That is because,” said Father, “you tend to exploit your successes. 
You moved the results beyond the contracted parameters.”

“I . . . ,” said Lucifer, but then he stopped. He broke eye contact 
with Father and looked over to where Michael had recently been sitting, 
“You are being unfair. The parameters are only guidelines, not actual 
limits. They afford me . . . they afford us great latitude when it comes to us great latitude when it comes to us
influencing choice on Earth. And those men were eager to oblige. You 
allowed what you allowed. And why is that? Do you blame yourself for 
the pain of her trials?”

“Fine. Let’s consider the attacks you orchestrated against her. You 
know your interest in her was self-serving. So, this I ask of you in reply, 
do you believe yourself to be above influence?”

“What?”
“Eloise. Is she your temptation?” When Lucifer didn’t answer, Father 

added, “Do you think yourself above temptation, Lucifer? Do you think 
me above temptation? Our thoughts can serve or betray us.”

When Lucifer didn’t answer, Father nodded solemnly and contin-
ued, “Temptation is more than the mere thoughts that trouble us over 
the choices we make, they are the desires of the heart, the things we 
consider important to us despite the mission we’ve been given, or the 
path we chose for ourselves. We face a never-ending desire to fill a void 
within us that’s both real and imagined. The darkness calls upon the 
desire for power, to control others, for greatness and recognition, and 
every other imaginable lust. Self-service is the greatest darkness in the 
Verse. Self-control is the greatest light.”
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“I thought service was the greatest light?” replied Lucifer.
“Service is a way to control darkness . . . to prevent it from taking 

hold of oneself. Service is self-control,” said Father. He then sighed and 
added, “Forgive me, but I have strayed from the purpose of this meet-
ing. Now then, we were talking about Nathaniel.”

Lucifer mentally caught himself as if he had been slipping on an oily 
floor. Father’s words filled him with such subtle truths that he became 
lost in the possibilities. With a subtle jerk, he considered Father’s eyes 
and said, though much more mildly, “He was not supposed to be awak-
ened for several years. He’s ahead of his time.”

“His time is his own, Lucifer. I had nothing to do with his awakening. 
Like you, the parameters of the contract bind me from . . . interfering, 
as you would say.”

“But . . .”
Father rested a hand on Lucifer’s shoulder and said, “Nathaniel’s a 

little ahead of schedule, but that should not trouble you. If anything, you 
should be excited to know that the end is indeed, near.”

Father dropped his hand and Lucifer, not noticing, said with exas-
peration, “Eloise helped him emerge.”

“Of course, she did, and you helped her . . . though your help, I dare 
say, was unwanted and unwarranted. You were incredibly cruel in your 
abuse of her. Yet my beloved daughter persevered. And her persever-
ance opened pathways to the Realm. Though physical, she’s now con-
nected to me in an extraordinary way.”

Lucifer snorted and said, “But Nathaniel . . . he saw you talking with 
her. He knows you live.”knows you live.”knows

“He knew before that vision,” said Father bluntly. “And you also 
know that he does not possess Eloise’s abilities. He has not yet awak-
ened to his full potential. He doesn’t even understand what it exactly 
means to be Nathaniel. Not yet, anyway.”

“He will. Eloise will tell him.”
“Indeed, she will tell him many things, and he will believe most of 

them. But there’s a limit to her knowledge as well. The veil works against 
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everyone, even Eloise. Neither of them has yet been awakened to their 
true and final mission.” Father looked at Lucifer for a moment before 
adding, “And though they could, they were not sent to subdue you and 
your followers, but rather to guide those who desired a second chance 
back to me. Their true and final mission will be to respond to a very dif-
ferent threat to my children.”

“Armilus,” replied Lucifer immediately, using the ancient name for 
the one who would be called the anti-Christ. “Then the end truly is
near.”

“Yes,” said Father, “which means your time of reflection and recon-
ciliation is also near. Are you ready for it?”

“He is physical?” asked Lucifer.
“He is, but he is still young and not yet fully aware. Like Nathaniel, 

Armilus is currently exploring his spiritual capabilities . . . though they 
are on very divergent paths.”

“Does Nathaniel know Armilus’ physical identity?” asked Lucifer, 
curious.

“It matters not if or when. Nathaniel would never reveal it to the 
world either way. Besides, no one would believe him. I would make sure 
of that. And Nathaniel understands the consequences of such a revela-
tion as it relates to the contract,” answered Father. “As you know, we 
are all bound by it.”

“I see,” replied Lucifer, as he searched his memory for more infor-
mation on Armilus.

“Are you ready for his emergence?” asked Father.
“Nathaniel or Armilus?” replied Lucifer.
“Armilus, of course,” answered Father.
“I’m ready . . . I have no choice but to be ready . . . for the time we 

are to cooperate in opposition.” He then shrugged and added, “But he’ll 
be physical. Therefore, I don’t see him as a direct threat to my plans.”

Father nodded and said, “Perhaps. Still, you must be on your guard. 
Many of your followers might, in the end, choose to serve him over 
you.”
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The thought that any of his followers would surrender themselves 
up to Armilus’ leadership – whether spiritual or physical - was absolutely 
absurd to Lucifer. Armilus didn’t have a strong following before he’d 
arrived, and he certainly wouldn’t have one while on Earth. His patheti-
cally short period of time spent being physical would amount to nothing - 
little more than a bug on the successful oppositional landscape already 
prepared by Lucifer – which meant he would once again fall under his 
shadow. Armilus always thought more of himself than anyone else, and 
Lucifer looked forward to watching him fail. Still, he knew better than 
to shrug off a warning from Father, so he asked, “Does Armilus pose a 
threat to me becoming Aleric?”

“Ah,” said Father. “I see you have not lost your strategic vision. So 
then, you have not completely forsaken that possibility?”

Trapped in Father’s question, Lucifer looked away to consider how 
best to disappoint him. He did not want to run for Aleric, but he also 
didn’t want to see someone like Armilus waltz in and take over the Dark 
Order. Only Father knew the heart of Armilus better than did Lucifer. 
He had worked with him many times before, and Lucifer knew that he 
possessed an unusually dark and sinister pride. And if he did become 
Aleric, the Verse would profit nothing from Earth’s purpose. “Why do 
you give him a chance when he poses such a great threat to your pursuit 
for balance?”

“The Verse demands it,” said Father, simply. “I must facilitate the 
presentation of two . . . worthy candidates to the council.”

“Will there be more than two?” asked Lucifer, surprised.
“Yes. Seven is the latest number of eligible candidates. But alas, 

only one will be chosen. And I hope that you will be that one, Lucifer.”
In reply to Father’s words, Lucifer turned and sat down on the first 

step of the platform. Father shifted his robes and did likewise, sitting 
next to Lucifer on the step. After a long moment of silence, Father said, 
“I asked Michael here for a reason. I sent him to bring Armilus here. I 
want you to meet with him.”

“Meet Armilus? Here?”
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“And his physical father.” Then, looking toward the entryway, Father 
said. “Michael, please bring in our guests.”

Lucifer, following Father’s eyes, looked and saw Michael standing 
in the entryway. At Father’s invitation, Michael stepped aside and ges-
tured for the guests to precede him into the throne room. When they 
passed the guards, Lucifer saw that both men were tall, but the man on 
the left looked more than twice the age of the other. Tall, and with salt-
and-peppered hair, the man presented a polished, even a distinguished 
looking image. He resembled that of a college professor, or maybe even 
a diplomat, which reminded Lucifer of himself.

The younger man was no less charismatic. He looked and moved with 
lean efficiency and power: like a tiger. As the young man walked forward, 
he examined Father and Lucifer with equally intense curiosity. Lucifer saw 
the dark energy that filled the youth. It was a look he knew very well. In 
fact, Lucifer had seen that same look on many of the faces of his most 
loyal followers, on Cain even, before he was broken by the Punisher.

Lucifer estimated the young man to be somewhere in his early twen-
ties, but he knew the display of age was hardly an accurate discriminator 
while in spiritual form. He figured the young man knew no other way to 
present himself to Father than in the representation of his current physi-
cal reality. If it was really Armilus walking into Father’s throne room, he 
didn’t look at all like how Lucifer remembered him. But that was the case 
for most physicals; they tended to take on the genetic blueprint of their 
physical family line rather than their spiritual one, which made recogniz-
ing people, elites and otherwise, always much more difficult.

When they were but three short paces from Father, Michael touched 
the shoulders of both men and they stopped. Father stood then, and 
Lucifer followed his lead. He then turned to Lucifer and said, “I intro-
duce to you, Armilus . . . and his father, Aroth.” With each introduction, 
Father gestured to the man with his hand, as if presenting them to an 
esteemed audience.

The display flattered Lucifer, and he smiled smugly and said, “Your 
physical reign will amount to nothing, just as your work with me in the 
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Realm amounted to nothing.” Lucifer sneered and added with even 
more contempt, “I was glad to be rid of you when you chose to be 
physical.”

“My physical role was your plan . . . your idea!” spat Armilus, obvi-
ously insulted by Lucifer’s open hostility and lack of respect.

“Exactly,” replied Lucifer. “And don’t forget it,” he then bowed his 
head to Armilus, ever so slightly, respectfully, but distinctly rude given 
the context.

Now that rudeness had commenced, and in Father’s house no less, 
Armilus wasn’t sure how to respond. He looked briefly at Father and 
said nothing as he struggled to remain in control of his emotions. Aroth, 
still standing next to Armilus, seemed oblivious to what was transpiring 
around him, and only stared through Lucifer as if in a deep and confused 
fog.

When Father didn’t say something to subdue Lucifer’s outburst, 
Armilus barked a single, harsh laugh, and said to Lucifer, “I’ve always 
known your game, and managed to stay several steps ahead of you the 
entire time . . . but you were too stupid to notice. Your time on Earth is 
over. Go back to the rock you crawled out from under . . . failed serpent!”

“You insolent . . .”
“Gentlemen,” interrupted Father calmly. “I will not turn my throne 

room into a battle ground. This conversation will remain polite or I will 
cast you both out.”

Lucifer and Armilus bowed lightly, and Father said, “Good. Now 
then, there is the matter of Nathaniel’s awakening, but first, I’ve an edict. 
Armilus, for your recent spiritual attack on Eloise and Nathaniel, you are 
hereby confined to the borders of your home country. This is obviously a 
spiritual restriction, but it will remain in effect until further notice. I have 
given the same command to Nathaniel and Eloise . . . they will stay out 
of your home country. Per the contract, I will keep you separated for as 
long as possible. The battle between you will not commence until the 
appointed hour. Do you understand my decision?”

Again, Armilus nodded.
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“What? What attack?” asked Lucifer.
“It’s been resolved,” said Father.
“But . . .”
“I said it’s been resolved,” repeated Father. He then turned his 

attention back to Armilus and said, “Now then, regarding your concern 
about Nathaniel discovering your physical identity.”

“What? I knew it,” interrupted Lucifer.
Father ignored Lucifer and continued, “Nathaniel does not know it. 

Therefore, there is no breach of contract. If, however, he discovers you, 
then I have already accepted Nathaniel and Eloise’s word that they will 
not reveal you to the world. They know what’s at stake.”

“That is insufficient for me,” interrupted Armilus.
“I have seen the round of it. They will not reveal you before you 

reveal yourself. On this you have my word.”
“Fine,” replied Armilus. “As long as you grant me the freedom to 

respond to them if they even hint at revealing me.”
“That won’t be necessary,” replied Father. “And I dare remind you 

that a breach of contract on your side will be equally detrimental to your 
future.”

“I understand,” replied Armilus. And while glaring at Lucifer he 
added, “And he will not get in my way?”

Lucifer bristled at the young man’s attitude, but before he could 
respond Father said, “Lucifer will not hinder your opportunity to influ-
ence. At the allotted time, he will step down.”

Lucifer looked at Father, then Armilus, then back at Father. “You are 
giving him free license to . . .”

“Lucifer,” interrupted Father, while resting a hand on his shoulder. 
“We have discussed the contract in detail, to include your timeline. 
There will be no unfair advantage. You served your time as the spiritual 
opposer, and he will serve his time as the physical one. The two meth-
ods must be measured, and neither of you will interfere with the other.”

“But he is crude, and foolish, and not worthy of his place,” said 
Lucifer of Armilus, as if he wasn’t present. “Surely you will reconsider 
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this, Father. I can see it through to the end. Amend the contract and I 
will stay. Remove this man from your plan and let me continue to . . .” 
and he stopped.

“Rule! Go ahead and say it, Lucifer. You wish only to rule,” chal-
lenged Armilus.

“What I wish . . . is for you to shut up!” barked Lucifer. “You are unfit 
to serve in such a calling. You have no place on Earth.” And then, using 
a much calmer voice, Lucifer turned to Father and said, “I have set the 
stage for this . . . this man to take over my work of opposition? He knows 
nothing of the order of things, of the influence I’ve performed in balance 
to the contract. Why do you permit it? I believed his role to be inconse-
quential, little more than a short physical performance.”

I don’t need your blessings,” snarled Armilus. He then looked at your blessings,” snarled Armilus. He then looked at your
Father and said, while gesturing accusingly at Lucifer, “He failed in his 
task. And when he is rightly bound, I will redefine opposition in such a 
way that the Verse will have no choice but to take notice of me. I will 
be greater than this serpent, who . . . without flesh, was made to crawl 
upon his belly in the Earth. When I reach my prime, I will rule and reign my prime, I will rule and reign my
to the ends of the Earth. Every physical will bow down and worship me 
and my infinite greatness!”

“Silence!” said Father. And though he did not yell, the command 
shook the entire throne room as if a quake. Father nodded to Michael 
and waited for him to move behind Armilus. When Michael was set, 
Father said, “Michael, return Armilus to his body.”

Armilus began to scream a long line of obscenities, but Michael 
then quickly wrapped his arms around the young man and jumped 
away, leaving the throne room in peaceful, albeit momentarily, silence.

Aroth looked stunned. Upon hearing the news of his son’s mis-
sion, he slipped into a state of shock. It was simply too much for him to 
bear, and he collapsed to the floor when his son was taken away. Father 
reached a hand down to the man and lifted him up. “I’ve created a 
demon! I am doomed!” moaned Aroth.
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“He is not your child, but mine,” said Father. “And I do not hold you 
responsible for his purpose or mission. You have done all that I have 
asked of you in raising him . . . giving him the best love and support a 
physical father can provide. But he is very much his own man . . . on his 
own path. Do not hinder his way. Continue to love him, as I love you,” 
said Father, tenderly.

Aroth wiped at his eyes with a shaky hand and said, “Please . . . for-
give me, Father. I cannot bear the burden of his shame. Please . . . bring 
me home this day.”

“Your work is not yet done,” said Father, “so do not trouble yourself 
with your son’s purpose. Be strong and endure your knowledge.”

“Will I remember this encounter when I return to my body?” asked 
Aroth.

“Some or all . . . I cannot say,” replied Father. “But you will know it 
on a deeper level. Just remember, and remember well, support your son 
as a good father should. You will be measured by your love for him, as 
he for his love to you.”

At Father’s cue, Michael appeared and stood next to Aroth. Before 
they departed, Father stepped forward and took Aroth’s hands in his 
own, smiled, and then said, “Now then, return to your body. Rest, and 
remember to trust in me.”

Aroth nodded and Michael rested a hand on his shoulder and the 
two of them immediately jumped away.

“Now then, let us talk of your second issue,” said Father as he 
looked at Lucifer somewhat appeased, and then resumed a seat on the 
lowest step of the royal platform.

Lucifer joined him and asked, “Did I miss something?”
“I doubt it,” answered Father. “So, tell me. What else is bothering 

you?”
“I also want to know more about Sahar. Does she live with her mem-

ory of me, or was she reset as you said?”
“I did not say she was reset, only that she desired it.”



Kenneth Cary

410

Lucifer stiffened at Father’s frankness and quickly looked away. He 
didn’t want him to see the anger that so easily shot to the surface at his 
comment of perception, which Lucifer felt was a deception of semantics. 
When he felt that he was sufficiently calm, Lucifer replied, “You tricked 
me. You made me believe that she not only chose to be reset . . . but 
that she followed through with it.”

“She wanted forgiveness and a chance to heal . . . that is all. So, 
I granted it to her,” said Father. “I felt she earned it, given all that 
transpired.”

“But away from me? Then she does hold me responsible.”
“She placed no blame on anyone but herself. And I believe she still 

loves you, Lucifer.”
Lucifer didn’t know what to think. Given the nature of their sepa-

ration and what transpired since her death, they were surely two very 
different people now. When he believed her lost, he pursued a path 
of his own design, and altogether abandoned their dreams of eternal 
companionship. But does she know of his current mission, and the con-
tinued poor choices that he’s made? Would she be appalled at what 
he’s done and become? Was that why she hadn’t reached out to him? 
Or was it Father’s fault? Did he keep them apart for a reason, to punish 
him? Those, and many more questions, shot through Lucifer’s mind as 
he thought how best to continue the conversation with Father. “Why do 
you torment me with talk of Sahar?”

Father nodded and said, “You are right. I can see that it still troubles 
you. Shall we talk about your closing, then?”

“Will you tell me when Yeshua is coming?”
“I will not. Besides, it’s more an event driven timeline . . . not a hard 

and fast date. When everything is set, he will come, but not a minute 
sooner. Your work is an essential part in the timing of it.” Father slapped 
Lucifer’s knee lightly and asked, “How do you feel you are progressing?”

“Progressing?” asked Lucifer in reply. “We have almost reached a 
point where we can step back and let man carry on the darkness into 
the Last Days without influence. And that should say everything. As I’m 
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sure you know, I’ve got my hands on the wealth of the world. The men 
of power will do as I say, all the time believing they are acting for them-
selves. But I have a question for you, much of the work I have done will 
benefit Armilus. How is it that I was made to prepare a way for him, and 
he be allowed to benefit from my hard work only to threaten my interest 
in becoming Aleric?”

“All things will be considered,” answered Father. “If you truly are 
interested in being Aleric, then I believe you will find support in many 
unexpected places. So, do not concern yourself with Armilus and his 
mission. You will have earned a brief rest before you report for account-
ability. He will become the Opposer in your stead, and influence man to 
the End of Days.”

“And my followers?” asked Lucifer.
“It is as you and Nathaniel agreed, they will continue to be offered 

a second chance. Those who remain behind may defect to Armilus, but 
in the end, they will be ruled by Aleric. The choice is theirs,” he said.

“Many have already accepted Nathaniel’s offer. They flock to the 
Beacons of Light as we speak,” said Lucifer.

“They have, indeed,” replied Father. “And you? Have you consid-
ered a path of recompense . . . a return to the light?”

Lucifer again bristled at Father’s mention of recompense. “Have I 
not sacrificed enough as Opposer? I’ve lost my love, been stripped of 
my glory, and then cast into Earth . . . a prisoner . . . to serve out a sen-
tence under extremely harsh parameters set by you . . . and under the 
pretense of choice.”

“Self-pity does not become you, Lucifer. You know the paths 
I have traveled . . . the sacrifices I have made for you, personally. 
Accomplishments are not measured by the missions we perform, but 
by what we learn from them. And you have learned very much as 
Opposer. Now, you must apply what you have learned to your plan for 
progression.”

Lucifer grunted and Father took that as an invitation to continue, 
“As I’ve said, you’ve served remarkably well as Earth’s Opposer, but you 
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must also account for the violations that remain unresolved before and 
during that work. And they are not but a few, and several quite serious. 
However, there is still hope for you to regain your former glory. You can 
start by preparing yourself to become Aleric. Then, after you resolve your 
past, you can begin to redefine your glory in a new and very important 
role, a role that will aid you in your long journey to reconcile your sins.”

Lucifer bowed his head and rubbed the back of his neck with his 
hands. “I know what I have done,” he said while looking down, “though 
I’m not sure I care enough to do as you ask.” What he didn’t say is that 
he did care, just in his own way, not Father’s. He cared about Sahar. 
They were a mated pair, eternal companions bound under Father’s own 
hands. But he had pushed her too far, made her do things she couldn’t 
handle. He didn’t deserve her. He didn’t blame her for wanting to hide 
from him. He was a monster.

“Why do you oppose veiling?” asked Father, to redirect Lucifer’s 
somber composure.

“I don’t oppose it,” replied Lucifer, looking up, “but I think its 
application was excessive for Earth. Of all your other worlds, the veils 
were proportional to agency. In every case where the consequences of 
agency were high, the veils were thin. And when the veils were thick, 
agency was made clear . . . people were more likely to make consistently 
correct choices. But with Earth, you extended the scale of both to the 
extreme . . . full consequential agency and an impossibly thick veil. It’s 
contrary to progression. It’s as if you wanted the project to fail.”

It was Father’s turn to sit quietly for a moment before answering. He 
looked at Lucifer and said, “I have heard your argument before, but that 
does not explain why you avoided the veils. You have passed through 
many while using your secret practice of pain, and they were nothing 
like the ones for Earth. Do not disguise your disgust with the veils to 
justify your opposition to the plan. So then . . . please tell me. Why do 
you think I set veils?”

Lucifer stood up and walked out onto the middle of the throne 
room floor. Father, he saw, remained seated on the bottom step and 
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continued to watch Lucifer with interest, as if he sincerely wanted to 
learn from him. After pacing a few steps back and forth, Lucifer paused, 
and with hands laced together behind his back. He then faced Father 
and said, “To protect the growing mind.”

“In part . . . yes. But there is more,” said Father.
“To equal the playing field.”
“That is true in some ways,” said Father, “but that’s not the answer 

I’m looking for.”
“For progression.”
“Yes. All work is meant for progression. But that too is not your per-

sonal answer. They do not explain why you chose to circumvent the veils 
on your own.” Father stood and walked up to Lucifer. When he drew 
near, he said earnestly, “When you reached the point of understand-
ing the veils, you could have come to me. I could have granted you a 
reprieve . . . to pass them unaffected, or we could have discussed an 
alternative path to your progression. You didn’t have to . . . cheat your 
way through them. And you certainly didn’t have to take Sahar with you.”

Lucifer wanted to scream, ‘You know nothing of the designs we 
shared for our future,’ but he knew better. He knew full well that Father 
knew his heart, and Sahar’s as well. There were no secrets when one 
stood before Father. All was laid painfully bare. Father was right, he 
alone was responsible for Sahar’s suicide. She couldn’t live with a dual 
memory that included her previous existence. It had driven her mad.

Instead of revealing his heart, Lucifer said, “I didn’t cheat.” He 
then pointed a finger at Father and said, “Do you know what it’s like to 
accomplish something entirely on your own? Everything I’d ever done 
fell under your enormous shadow, Father! When I learned that the sim-
ple application of pain is all I needed to surpass the veils, I felt liberated. 
I did something on my own, and it felt good. I was proud of it!”

“And now?” asked Father.
“The cost of my error was more than my own. I might as well have 

killed Sahar with my own hands,” replied Lucifer, quietly, almost as a 
whisper.
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“My son, what sweet joy your words bring to my ears. Such painful 
reflections mark the beginning of one’s recovery.”

Lucifer snorted and said, “Must I also recompense for the destruc-
tive influence I’ve wrought upon all your children? If so, I might never 
recover.”

“Ah, in this you jest,” replied Father. “I will tell you this, however. 
Your example to reconcile the past will serve as a great inspiration to 
your followers. Many, like you, feel the effects of their dark work. Those 
who regret their part in your army will find reconciliation and healing 
through Yeshua. Perhaps even a place on Earth during its thousand 
years of rest. But for those who decide not to seek after recovery . . . 
well, the choice is always theirs. But the consequences are set by the 
law. There may not be a place for them in the Realm, but there will be a 
place for them somewhere.”

“Might Sahar be willing to see me again?”
“I cannot speak for Sahar, but I will say that she does not want the 

old Lucifer. That man scared her with his demands for obedience and 
unrighteous trust. I say, however, reflect on your past with her. Explore 
the choices you made for yourself, and together, and examine the influ-
ence you exerted over her. Perhaps you should think back to when you 
were the Morning Star. What would that man do? Perhaps then you will 
find a doorway that leads back to her heart.”

Lucifer nodded and said, “Thank you, Father. I will go now and think 
on what you have told me, though I doubt it will resolve my loneliness.”

Father embraced Lucifer and said, “That is but another choice you 
must make. Choose instead to be happy, my son. Your work is almost 
complete,” and he released Lucifer from his embrace.

“Well, be that as it may, it’s not like my job demands a happy leader. 
To even appear happy for a moment would turn all of Hell on its head. I 
would find myself in dire straits, indeed. Perhaps instead, I’ll reserve my 
happiness for the end when I can rest assured that I’m free of all chal-
lenge and remorse.”
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“Your followers know you did not fight me on the second chance. 
They followed you, Lucifer, because you are . . . in fact you have always 
been . . . much more than you’re willing to magnify. Your time of hiding, 
of running from your past, is coming to an end. Soon you must decide 
your course . . . will it be to move forward . . . toward the light, or to 
retreat further into darkness?”
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Twenty One

OPEN TO CLOSE

L
ucifer pushed the large door to the executive conference room open 
with such force, he nearly tore it off its hinges. It slammed against the 

wall as the resulting energy transfer shook everyone in the room. The 
officers present, those that were Lucifer’s key commanders and staff, 
heard him coming up the stairs with heavy steps and were already on 
their feet before he entered the room. They stood at attention, as they 
always did when he arrived after they’d been called to assemble, while 
he made his way to the head of the long conference table. And when he 
reached his usual spot, Lucifer turned and looked hard at everyone. He 
noticed they appeared worried, and they should be. It had been many 
years since Lucifer’d last expressed his anger so openly, but this time it 
was justified.

Over the past ten years, his behavior had changed so drastically, he 
would have normally put them at ease by saying something complemen-
tary or witty – but not today. He wasn’t in the mood for nurturing or rela-
tionship building. Today, he didn’t care what his subordinates thought 
of him, only that they knew he was very upset. He’d just returned from 
the surface after having surveyed the natural disasters that Father, or 
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perhaps Yeshua – though it really didn’t matter - had unleased upon the 
physicals. And he wasn’t pleased with the results.

The damage was immense. Earth was a mess, with death and 
destruction everywhere, and the physicals were dying in vast numbers. 
Yet, nearly all of them were going straight up to Father. They weren’t 
sticking around on the surface like so many dead used to. And they 
weren’t coming down to him; at least not in the numbers he’d expected 
to receive. Some were coming down, yes, but nowhere near the nor-
mal percentage. He’d anticipated a much bigger pay-off in souls when off in souls when off
Father began to shake things up. To Lucifer, it seemed like Father had 
used the disasters to call home his righteous children and leave the 
wicked behind to endure the ensuing carnage of the aftermath.

But that’s not what had broken his calm. In all the confusion, Armilus 
had somehow managed to take control of all of Lucifer’s hard-won phys-
ical agents. Armilus had gained control of them in such a short period 
of time that Lucifer wondered if he’d received help from the Dark Order. 
Then, after taking control, Armilus had eliminated all of Lucifer’s loyal 
agents and elevated his own, which Lucifer saw as another slap in the 
face.

However, though Lucifer would never admit it, Armilus’ network of 
power brokers was much more streamlined and efficient than anything 
he could have accomplished while only spiritual. There were obvious 
advantages to being physical, but even more so to being physical while 
retaining nearly unrestricted spiritual abilities. Clearly, Armilus could do 
things Lucifer could not.

For instance, Armilus could control his agents through threats and 
intimidation, or even death, which was a very effective tool when deal-
ing with physicals - who saw death as an end. He could also offer up very 
tangible and immediate rewards. With gifts of money, land and power, 
Armilus managed to quickly build up his empire.

He was an attractive and charismatic leader, and corrupt and power-
ful men of all nations were still flocking to his banner. They were literally 
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eating out of Armilus’ hands. What had taken Lucifer decades to accom-
plish, Armilus had managed in months, or even days.

Indeed, it infuriated Lucifer, but he was helpless to respond, which 
angered him even more. How could Father facilitate such a diaboli-
cal physical coup of darkness? Where was their contract? Where were their contract? Where were their
Armilus’ checks and balances? For as long as he could remember, back Armilus’ checks and balances? For as long as he could remember, back Armilus’
even when he’d influenced Cain, Lucifer’d worked hard to establish his 
secret and powerful society of influence on Earth, and it was all stripped 
from him in less than ten years. Ten years!

He no longer wanted anything to do with Armilus and his emerging 
campaign of world domination; a rise to power that would surely end in 
a lake of fire. But, more importantly, he’d proven himself to Father and 
the Verse, and finished his work above all expectations. So where was 
his reward? Not a living soul on Earth, save only Yeshua, had managed 
to avoid his influence. Lucifer’d had enough, which was true. He was 
ready for change, but not this kind of change.

“Take your seats!” he snapped, as he remained standing at the head 
of the table. While his staff scrambled to resume their seats, Lucifer 
leaned forward on his hands and glared at the collection of officers 
gathered around him. They’d been through a lot together, all of them. 
He knew them very well, as anyone would who’d served with the same 
group of people for several thousand years. Indeed, there were few 
secrets between them; he could read them like a book.

And for the most part, they’d been entirely loyal to him the entire 
time. But lately, there’d been treacherous and treasonous movements 
afoot. Some of his closest allies - advisors and commanders even - had 
been meeting secretly with Armilus. And Lucifer knew exactly who they 
were.

“You’ve all either seen it for yourself or been briefed, so I’m not 
going to talk about the disasters.” He paused for dramatic effect before 
continuing, “But there are going to be a few changes around here.”

Nobody looked surprised by Lucifer’s announcement. They were 
used to change, including the changes in their leader, as of late. 
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They’d also heard talk about coming change since Lucifer’s last for-
mal meeting with Father several years ago. Most figured it would be 
nothing more than some basic reorganizing and restructuring, which 
made sense. They’d lost a large number of followers to Father’s sec-
ond-chance policy. Not enough to halt the war effort, but enough to 
warrant reconfiguration. Most likely, the change wouldn’t be anything 
big, complicated, or even lasting. One thing about Lucifer that hadn’t 
changed over the years - he was a fluid and flexible supreme com-
mander. But none of them could have predicted what their leader was 
about to say next.

“Our mission here,” continued Lucifer, “is now complete. There is 
no more work for us in opposition. I commit the physicals to Armilus’ 
influence.”

“What?!” growled Beshur. “That’s not in the plan!”
“It is now,” replied Lucifer, sharply. “We’re done here. From this 

moment forward, there will be no more work of influence against the 
physicals.”

Zurell joined in by first slamming his meaty fist against the table, and 
then declaring, “We can’t quit now!” he shouted. “We’ve an obligation 
to support . . . Him.”

“We are . . . as you so bluntly put it . . . quitting,” said Lucifer, annun-
ciating the words as if speaking to a slow child. “We have no further 
obligation . . . we are done.”

Beshur and Zurell looked at each other, but it was Beshur who spoke 
up as the main challenger, which didn’t surprise Lucifer. He’d been ques-
tioning Lucifer’s orders since Father pulled the rug out from under them 
with Noah’s ark and the flood. “He said it would come to this,” barked 
Beshur.

Lucifer angled his head toward Beshur in response and asked, as a 
taunt, “You mean Armilus? Right?”

“Yes. What about it?” replied Beshur, defiantly. “He said you would 
come to deny your support for the work . . . that you would not honor 
your contract to the end.”
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Whose end, thought Lucifer. Aloud he said, “Did he, now? Well, let 
me educate you on the law, General Beshur. You’re missing one very 
important fact about the contract; it’s between me and Father. Armilus 
is not written into it, and neither are you two geniuses. The contract can 
be dissolved when either Father or I believes it’s been adequately ful-
filled, and I believe it’s been adequately fulfilled. This marks the end of 
my work as the Opposer, so it marks the end of yours. I will not support 
Armilus’ rise of darkness and corruption. I’ve had my fill of it.”

“The mission isn’t supposed to be complete until . . . He comes,” 
growled Beshur.

“What? You cannot say his name?” taunted Lucifer. “To whom do 
you refer, Beshur?”

“You know who I’m talking about,” snarled Beshur.
“No. I don’t. Might you mean Armilus, and his secret recruiting 

meetings he’s held with you down here?” When Beshur didn’t reply, 
Lucifer added, “Or perhaps Yeshua?” Still, Beshur didn’t respond. “Both 
men bring a change to the outline, don’t you think? Though I doubt 
you’ve met secretly with Yeshua, even though him just looking at you 
would make you a better man.”

Lucifer scanned the bewildered faces around the table and asked, 
“Does anyone else wish to challenge my decision?”

But Beshur wasn’t done with the argument. He stood up and 
declared loudly, while pointing a finger at Lucifer, “You are no longer fit 
to lead us!”

Lucifer laughed out loud, a single outburst of false humor, and said, 
“You dare challenge my . . .” But then he stopped himself. He realized 
he really didn’t care what Beshur, or any of them, thought about his 
decision. There was nothing they could do about it anyway. He’d felt the 
power shift as soon as he’d spoken the words of change. They couldn’t 
hurt him, not Beshur, Zurell, or the entire army. No one in Hell was equal 
to Lucifer’s power.

He thought to add, “The decision doesn’t require a consensus,” 
but quickly decided against it, because it would make him sound tired 
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and pathetic, and he was neither. Besides, he’d learned long ago that 
arguing with idiots was entirely counterproductive. He knew what they’d 
planned, and he wouldn’t stop them. Anyone fool enough to follow 
Armilus deserved their fate. Finally, Lucifer said, using a calm and well-
modulated diction, “What do you propose to do about it, Beshur?”

Caught off guard by Lucifer’s response, especially given the direct 
challenge he’d just posed to Lucifer’s long-standing authority, Beshur 
didn’t quite know how to answer. He’d expected Lucifer to respond with 
anger, not self-control. He needed Lucifer to get angry and support the 
argument of his inadequacy. Instead, Beshur looked around the table, as 
had Lucifer, and scanned the room for loyal faces. He knew those who 
supported him because they looked at him with encouragement. Those 
who didn’t either looked to Lucifer, or stared at Beshur in shock and 
disgust. He would deal with them later. It didn’t matter that they didn’t 
all support him, they’d end up supporting Armilus in the end. Finally, 
Beshur managed to croak out the words, “We’re taking over.”

Lucifer knew it would come to this, but he wanted to ask the ques-
tion anyway, for himself if not for the sake of official record. “And who 
will lead you?”

“Armilus,” answered Beshur defiantly.
Lucifer laughed again, but this time it was genuine. “You . . . all 

of you that stand with Beshur,” he said, while looking at the men and 
women gathered around the table, “are ready to submit yourselves to ready to submit yourselves to ready
a physical leader?”

“He’s more powerful than you,” challenged Zurell.
Lucifer stared at Zurell for a moment and considered offering a 

word of caution to the entire group, but he decided against it. He knew 
Armilus, and how dangerous he was. He was a crafty influencer, for sure. 
But he was also wholly self-serving. He’d also never been an elite, and 
knew nothing of the power of the Order of Light. But there was nothing 
Lucifer could say or do to change the minds of those already aligned with 
Armilus. With his honey-tipped tongue and flattering words, Armilus 
managed to convince a third of Lucifer’s remaining followers to join him. 
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Those were Dege’s estimates, but Lucifer believed them to be accurate, 
which meant it was an interesting turn of events; the irony of which was 
not lost on Lucifer.

Lucifer was about to order Beshur away when the entire conference 
room was suddenly filled with a spectacularly bright and piercing white 
light. It was so bright at first that even Lucifer couldn’t look at it without 
flinching away. Slowly, as the light began to reduce to a point where 
Lucifer could bear to look upon it while shadowing his brow with his 
hand, he saw that it was his brother, Yeshua.

He was standing in the air above the conference table, facing Lucifer 
with a look of warm and glorious confidence. “Lucifer,” he said, “your 
contract on Earth is now complete. You have satisfied the last of the 
conditions of opposition. You may now depart for Araphel with those 
who wish to follow you. When you are gone, I will return the barrier to 
its place around Earth.”

Lucifer nodded and said, “I understand.”
Not once did Yeshua look at the others in the conference room. 

He was there only to address Lucifer, and Lucifer alone. All eyes were 
fixed on Yeshua, and all but Lucifer were frozen in place, as if they were 
stunned into stillness and silence by his glorious presence. “Do not 
delay your departure,” added Yeshua. “Your time of accountability is 
soon. You must leave this place immediately.”

Lucifer nodded and asked, “Does this mark the beginning of your 
return?”

“I have not yet appeared to man in my glory, but the time is draw-
ing nigh. However, you may consider this a mark of my ascension to the 
throne of the Realm. But tell me, brother, do you accept and support my 
rule in Father’s place?”

“Yes,” replied Lucifer. “I do.”
Yeshua smiled warmly and said, “Thank you. I will leave you now. 

We both have work yet, and I pray it will come to complement the truth. 
Father is pleased with your decision to conclude your mission here of 
your own volition. Because of your choice, the greater mission may now 
be realized. Now, take your loyal followers and return to Araphel. You 
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will hear from Father shortly.” With that, Yeshua flashed away as sud-
denly as he’d appeared.

When Yeshua left, the conference room returned to its comfortable 
darkened state, and everyone gasped as if they’d emerged back to the 
surface after having dived deep under the water. They looked around 
in surprise and confusion, and stared at Lucifer in wonderment, curious 
about the meaning of the unexpected visit.

Lucifer caught Beshur staring at him as well, his eyes, wide and 
frightened, and it pleased him. It seemed everyone had seen Yeshua, 
but he wasn’t convinced they’d heard him speak. With shrewd eyes, 
Lucifer tilted his head at Beshur and sent a non-verbal threat his way. 
Beshur immediately jumped away, leaving his hat sitting on the table. 
Zurell followed quickly behind him, but not before grabbing Beshur’s 
hat. Five other officers in the conference room also fled.

Dege was the first loyal ally to speak up. “What just happened, my 
Lord?” he asked.

Lucifer turned to face Dege, and seeing his man clearly shaken up 
by the coup, and the surprise visit, he said, “All is well. Did you not hear 
anything he’d said?”

“Whom, my Lord? I could not look upon it . . . the light was too 
bright for my eyes. And I heard nothing. Was it Father?”

“It was Yeshua,” replied Lucifer. “We must leave immediately . . . 
before the barrier is returned.”

“The barrier . . . again? When?”
“Soon,” replied Lucifer. “That’s why we must leave now.”
“Where to, my Lord?” he asked.
“To Araphel, of course,” replied Lucifer. He noticed all the con-

cerned faces looking up at him from around the table and said, “I want 
to be gone within the hour. Take nothing but what you can carry in your 
arms. And don’t worry, we’ll find all we need when we reach Araphel.”

When no one moved, Lucifer added with classic sternness, “Go . . . 
and tell the others. All who are loyal to me . . . meet me above the Great 
Lakes within the hour. Our work here is done. Follow me to Araphel.”

“Follow me to Araphel,” became their rallying cry.
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Even though their total numbers had been significantly reduced 
because of Father’s second chance offer, most of the followers remained 
loyal to Lucifer. Still, far too many had stayed and committed themselves 
to Armilus’ service. Lucifer wasn’t upset by their disloyalty, but he knew 
they’d come to regret their decision. Thus, he felt he should have done 
more to earn their trust. He’d somehow let them down, and now a third 
of his followers were gone, lost to Armilus and a much deeper descent 
into darkness.

Less than an hour after he’d received word from Yeshua and set 
the departure rally point, Lucifer stood above the Great Lakes region 
of America, and numbered his followers at about seven billion, which 
was a very small portion of what he’d began with when he’d first started 
opposing. Still, he considered himself fortunate to have inspired this 
many, given their recent options.

When Lucifer was satisfied that no one else would be joining him, 
and before his former generals, and Cain – who stopped supporting 
opposition when Armilus had entered the picture - could attack and 
overthrow him, Lucifer opened a pathway to Araphel and jumped. Those 
he numbered among his last loyal followers slipped quickly through the 
opening he’d made for them. Like water, they passed through Lucifer’s 
tunnel with fluid ease, and arrived on Araphel within minutes. After he’d 
greeted the last of the followers, Lucifer closed the tunnel.

While they began to settle back into their former residences, Lucifer 
took in his once familiar office surroundings, noticing all the things he’d 
lost when he’d been cast down to Earth. Dege, too, was busy marvel-
ing at what he’d left unfinished on his desk when he’d been suddenly 
and unexpectedly transported to Earth, along with everyone else on 
Araphel, before they’d been sent to serve Lucifer on Earth.

It was a strange feeling, to go from being angry and upset one 
moment, and content and satisfied the next. And he was satisfied: satis-
fied to be done with Earth, satisfied to be rid of Armilus, and satisfied 
to be able to travel again. He’d missed the library he’d built on Araphel, 
and wanted to visit it. But before he could do anything personal, there 
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was the serious matter of his pending accountability hearing. Its sig-
nificance had weighed heavily upon him even in the small window of 
time since Yeshua’s warning, and he wouldn’t be able to do anything 
until he’d adequately prepared for it. Father might call upon him at any 
moment. And when his continued existence depended entirely upon his 
ability to argue his own defense, for the sake of his preservation, Lucifer 
wasn’t about to distract himself with anything.

So, Lucifer sat at his desk and prepared to record the day’s events in 
his journal. He’d hoped writing, and maybe just reading from it, would 
help him resolve his feelings of dread. He began to consider the conse-
quences of his mission of opposition, of the attributes and failures of his 
time as the Opposer, and thought it strange how he’d ended up where 
he was.

To justify his actions to Father over the loss of Sahar, and the result-
ing anger at being held solely accountable for Eloise’s attack, did noth-
ing to absolve him of the consequences of his choices. With the threat of 
reset hanging over his head, he’d had no choice but to accept Father’s 
so-called offer to oppose.offer to oppose.offer

The Council; the last time he stood before them, he didn’t leave a 
very good impression about his character. Would they know what he’d 
learned while serving as the Opposer? Would they forget that he’d tried 
to influence them? Would anything he’d done weigh in his favor?

Father had certainly played his part in all of it. If he’d only stopped 
Lucifer’s abuse of the veils and the attack on Eloise, none of this would 
have happened. But Father, it seemed, had stood back and allowed it 
all, and set Lucifer on an unavoidable path of opposition. Indeed, Lucifer 
felt he’d been used from the start, and he didn’t like it one bit. But that 
was hardly a reasonable defense. He couldn’t prove Father’d used him.

If measured only by his actions on Earth, Lucifer was confident he 
could argue his way out of being reset. It had been, after all, a prison, 
and one had to do harsh and brutal things to survive while in prison. 
But he knew that was only wishful thinking. For he’d broken more laws 
before opposing than he ever did during: he’d cheated the veils, which 
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had cost him Sahar; he’d resisted Father’s plan and led a third of his 
children away; he’d turned to the Dark Order; and he’d brutally attacked 
Eloise. He knew he’d have to stand accountable for it all; Earth or no 
Earth.

Sure, he’d occasionally exceeded the parameters of his contract, 
as he’d done with Taneen’s possession, but everything else was within 
the legal limits of his work of influence. It just looked worse than it was 
because he’d been very good at his job. But he doubted that too would 
weigh in his favor. No one in the Order of Light would understand what 
he’d been made to do. He had no hope of a fair hearing. The Council 
would surely push for his reset. They would most likely consider reset 
the only option for redemption, but he wondered if there was something 
more he could offer them instead. There had to be a better alternative 
than oblivion. He didn’t deserve to be snuffed out like a torch dropped 
into the ocean. He wasn’t finished, not by a long shot. He wanted to live.

Taking up his pen, Lucifer began to write. His final moments on Earth 
flowed smoothly onto the open journal page sitting before him, but his 
troubled mind continued to work on how he could best overcome the 
dilemma of his potential reset. Such dual thinking had always come easy 
for him, even now, when the weight of so many worlds seemed to press 
upon him.

But still, he wrote. And though there were quicker methods to 
record and organize his thoughts, he’d always preferred the elegance 
and ease of the pen. Made from a rare white stone and tipped with a 
priceless golden nib, it moved effortlessly in his hand, left to right across 
the page, leaving neither blot nor blemish as it served his will. The pen 
was the last of his possessions from when he’d held his highest glory. 
It, along with his journal, was all that remained of his former self when 
he’d served the Order of Light. Lucifer wasn’t necessarily sentimental 
about objects, but he considered the pen and journal a part of him, and 
he was careful with them. They were always kept safe. Safer than you 
kept Sahar. With a quick shake of his head, Lucifer ignored the troubling 
thought and resumed writing.
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Without the journal, opposing Earth would have been very difficult 
to accomplish, if not impossible. He would have lost track of where 
Father was in his plan, but more importantly, he would have lost track 
of who he’d been. Indeed, when he read about his previous service to 
Father, it was like reading the journal of a stranger. The darkness had 
obviously changed him, but it surprised him how much.

Several minutes had passed, and Lucifer paused from writing to look 
up and see Dege moving around in the outer office. His faithful assistant 
was busy organizing files and setting up his desk as if they were in for an 
extended stay. Lucifer wanted to tell Dege that he didn’t think he would 
be on Araphel for long, but he didn’t know that as truth. He honestly 
didn’t know where he’d be after the accountability hearing. He knew he 
owed Dege, and the rest of his followers, something for their loyal and 
faithful service, but he had nothing more to give them. He was in no 
position to offer anyone, anything.

He looked at what he’d already written and nodded with satisfaction, 
noting the consistency of his precise, personal script, and how the words 
would come to represent more than his time of service on Earth. Indeed, 
his journal would be so much more than a simple accounting of his oppo-
sition. It would become a textbook of deep insight and instruction. The 
journal would also become a memorial, a voice beyond the grave. That’s 
why, before he left for his accountability hearing, he would give it to 
Dege with instruction to have it published when he didn’t return.

The Verse needed to know his story, especially concerning that 
which happened on Earth. Indeed, a lot had happened, and all of it had happened, and all of it had
set against standards he still didn’t appreciate or understand. But given 
his unprecedented service to Father as Earth’s Opposer, maybe Father 
would speak to the Council on his behalf, and help him avoid reset. 
The idea intrigued him, but Lucifer was convinced Father wouldn’t do 
it unless he asked. And he didn’t want to ask, because he was afraid 
Father’s answer would be no.

Since his first hearing, before he’d agreed to be Father’s Opposer, 
the axe of reset had been hung cruelly over Lucifer’s neck, like some 
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dark and foreboding menace. And he’d hated every minute of it. He’d 
spent the last seven-thousand years wondering if Father would follow 
through with the threat, even after all he’d done for him.

Lucifer knew the rumors of reset from across the Verse. It was rare, 
but the threat was very real: Mahan, the Versal Opposer, had been a tes-
tament to that. He also knew that there’d been no resets from Father’s 
Realm, which was saying something about Father’s ability to recover 
lost souls. But Lucifer was convinced he’d be the first. It had almost, but 
not entirely, forced him into an attitude of reckless abandon. Though 
a small part of him had held on to the hope that he would continue 
to live forever. For the Verse only considered reset in extreme cases of 
the most heinous crimes, when they concluded that there was nothing 
more the individual had to offer through their continued existence. And 
Lucifer felt he had more to offer. Perhaps that could be the key element 
of his defense? Surely, the Council would consider his value, what he’d 
learned from his time on Earth, and show him commensurate mercy.

Lucifer knew, from personal experience, that Versal scribes would 
be writing their own reports and stories about what he’d accomplished. 
Scholars, at this very moment, were probably arguing the effects of con-
sequential influence in relation to veiling and agency because of the 
reports he’d sent to Father. And that was not a boast, merely a fact. 
He’d exceeded all expectations, yet he was set to face accountability 
with dire ramifications.

He paused from his writing for a moment and wondered where he’d 
be if he hadn’t sought after Mahan’s guidance. On more than one occa-
sion, after reading from his journal, Lucifer had wondered about how 
different his path might have been if he hadn’t attacked Eloise; or better 
yet, not taken the dark path at all. But more importantly, he wondered 
what would have happened if he’d said no to being Father’s Opposer. 
An earlier reset, he assumed, but it would have saved him the tedious 
trial of opposing.

Lucifer dipped his pen into the inkwell and began to refill the reser-
voir with more of his specially designed ink, ink that looked gold when 
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liquid, but dried to a color consistent with the tone of the subject. The 
ink helped him stay organized. It made it easier for him to find informa-
tion he was looking for. But he also liked the variety of it.

With a neutral feeling or blank emotional perspective, the ink usually 
dried gold. Most of the journal was filled with gold lettering, because 
Lucifer rarely applied emotion to his writing. He preferred logic to emo-
tion. But at times, the energetic quality of the ink saw through his emo-
tional pretenses and revealed color where none would have otherwise 
existed. It was an odd thing to see color emerge when he believed he’d 
successfully stuck to the facts and used only logical deduction.

So, his words went down as gold, but they sometimes dried in blue - 
when he was worried or concerned, green - when he was curious or 
jealous, and red - when he was angry or upset. There were other col-
ors, to be sure, but they were hardly worth remembering because they 
were rare and generally indiscriminate. While serving as Opposer on 
Earth, most of Lucifer’s journal entries either dried red or blue, which 
was hardly a surprise.

But now, a new color had emerged. The gold ink had dried a rich 
purple color, which both intrigued and confused Lucifer. He’d never 
seen his ink dry purple before, and he wondered what it meant. What 
was the energy trying to tell him? Emotionally, he felt no different than 
he did during his previous journal entries. Well, that wasn’t entirely true, 
he was glad to be away from Earth. But that shouldn’t represent purple. 
Happiness, he recalled, dried orange, but then again, he hadn’t seen 
orange text in a very long time. So, what was it?

With his pen refilled, Lucifer resumed writing and was once again 
lost in his thoughts. He recorded his words succinctly, entirely unper-
turbed by the tedium of using an old physical writing style to capture his 
thoughts. In fact, it pleased him to work in such a way, and that’s all that 
mattered. He enjoyed few personal pleasures, and writing in his journal 
with his special pen was one of them.

Since his short return to Araphel, Lucifer’d also noticed that his 
thoughts seemed clearer and his memory more accessible and sharper 
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than ever. Something had happened to him, but he wasn’t sure what it 
was. Writing helped him think, and he hoped it would help him answer 
important questions along the way.

After completing a long and descriptive paragraph about how 
strange he felt since leaving Earth, Lucifer paused and scanned his work. 
On a whim, he laid his pen on its cradle and flipped back a single page. 
The date in the upper right-hand corner made him snort with contempt.

Lucifer caught Dege looking in at him through the open doorway, 
but he ignored him and began flipping back through more pages, each 
time noting the date written in the top right corner. He was chagrined 
to note the broad spread of time between each entry, and realized how 
much he’d neglected his journal-keeping while serving as Opposer dur-
ing the last ten years. He’d failed to account for the many important 
events that could have helped rectify his earlier infractions. Even in his 
most recent entry, he’d made no pointed references to his choice to 
quit opposing or his vow to serve Yeshua. Maybe a part of him still 
viewed such things as weak, but the Council would certainly view them 
as redeeming qualities.

Lucifer had also not written a single entry about how he’d agreed 
to support Nathaniel’s proposal of offering a second chance to the fol-
lowers, which had been an important choice that served Father much 
more than it had served him. Neither had he included a single observa-
tion about how he’d allowed – as much as he could and still maintain 
effective command and control – Flynn’s entire communications network 
to run uninterrupted even after the defection of Flynn and his officers, 
and the theft of the crystals. Nor had he written about his decision to 
release Garon back to Father uncontested, for he’d had every right to 
hold him indefinitely. He’d written and sent countless reports to Father, 
and though he could request copies of the reports to fill in the blanks, 
he didn’t have the time. Lucifer felt his lapse in journal writing was inex-
cusable, but not entirely unjustified. After writing for Father every day, 
he’d hardly felt motivated to write even more in his journal. It was an 
oversight he could hardly rectify this late in the game.
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As he turned back through the pages, Lucifer’s eyes settled on 
the page where he once wrote the many names man had given him; 
names such as Azazel, Grigori, Satanael, Samyaza, and Beelzebub. He 
was also given many titles: The Serpent, The Evil One, The Father of 
Lies, The Adversary, the Prince of Darkness, and most commonly, The 
Devil. He wasn’t sure if he preferred the names to the titles, but he felt 
they were entirely insulting. Every one of them fell short of defining his 
entire life of service. They were merely stylized caricatures that gave no 
thought to the man behind the mask, his history, intelligence, or legacy. 
But such was the perspective of the physicals. They lived and thought 
within the confines of the veil, which made them little more than igno-
rant children.

He was as tired of them, as they were of him. They could have 
Armilus. Soon, he would be just as loathed and demonized as him. 
Lucifer’d grown tired of being blamed for every dark act performed by 
man. They’d invoked his name every time something bad happened, as 
if he’d done it himself. Someone would do something evil and say, “The 
devil made me do it.” What hypocrisy! For not once would they say, 
“God made me do it,” when they did something charitable or good. 
Man was quick to look without, and so very slow to look within.

And now that his mission was over, he didn’t want any more undo 
blame, only credit for a job he didn’t ask for, but completed better than 
written. He’d done as Father and the Verse had bidden. He’d served 
and obeyed, and that had to account for something. He also wanted 
to regain his reputation for being efficient and effective. Lucifer sighed 
resolutely and continued to flip back through the journal pages. He was 
searching for the well-read entries of Sahar. He needed to think about 
her, for just the thought of her helped him cope with the worry of reset.

He came to the first red ink entries in his journal, those that he’d 
made after his last life-phase following Sahar’s suicide. A few more pages 
back, Lucifer came to the first of the blue-lettered entries, or those that 
were filled with worry and regret about Sahar’s reaction to the veil. He 
scanned farther back and found the pages he needed to read, where 
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the lettering receded from blue to gold in a single paragraph. He turned 
back another page and found the lettering entirely in gold.

With his index finger as a guide, Lucifer began to scan the page to 
find what he believed to be the beginning of their self-destruction: the 
time when he’d first tried to convince Sahar to follow him through the 
veil using his dark method. But then he couldn’t get himself to read it, 
so he gently closed and sealed the journal, and slid it over to the corner 
of his desk.

Surely, his pairing to Sahar should influence the Council’s decision 
to not have him reset. Father had implied that she still loved him, and 
that she’d consider taking him back as her companion if he could rec-
oncile his past and return to the Light. Now, if only he could convince 
the Council that his love for her was valid, enduring, and worthy of 
existence.

Lucifer withdrew a single piece of parchment from his desk drawer, 
and taking the pen in hand, he began to write a few notes for the pend-
ing accountability hearing. Questions about what they’d accept as rec-
ompense tortured him, but he continued to write his thoughts just the 
same, hoping that something would come to serve him in the end.

He didn’t know how long he’d been writing, but it seemed little 
more than a few minutes when he heard a light knock. Lucifer looked 
up to see Dege standing in the doorway. He was holding an envelope. 
“Yes, Dege. What is it?” asked Lucifer.

“I’ve a communication from Father, Master. Would you like me to 
open and read it for you?” he asked politely, almost apologetically, 
knowing he had disturbed Lucifer at a critical time. “It was just delivered 
by messenger,” added Dege.

Lucifer returned his pen to the cradle and said, “By all means.”
Dege opened the envelope and removed the unfolded letter. After 

taking a moment to read it, he said with Dege-like enthusiasm, which 
was solemn but recognizable to Lucifer, “Father is offering you a prelimi-
nary meeting . . . in his private garden . . . if you desire. He writes that 
the formal hearing will commence after the private, or you can account 
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directly to the Council for a formal hearing at your earliest convenience, 
but no later than tomorrow evening.”

Lucifer held out his hand for the letter and read it for himself. It was 
as Dege had said, Father was offering him an opportunity to meet with 
him before the formal hearing. Lucifer searched his memory to find an 
account of Father offering the same to any other Opposer before their 
accountability, but he couldn’t think of one example, although such a 
meeting would have been entirely confidential. He’d be a fool not to 
take Father up on the offer. “What do you think?” he asked Dege.

“I think you’d be a fool not to take him up on it,” replied Dege.
Lucifer snorted in reply and looked at Dege. He wanted to say some-

thing encouraging to his most faithful and loyal assistant, but he didn’t 
have the strength or will. He was about to face his judgment, and he was 
trying desperately to keep himself from falling into a tailspin. It was all 
he could do to even speak politely to Dege.

“I need another hour to collect my thoughts. Send word to Father 
that I’ve accepted his invitation, and that I’ll await his passage tunnel to 
the Realm.”

“Yes, Master,” replied Dege, and he backed away from the doorway.
The portal to Father’s meeting appeared as soon as Lucifer finished 

the first draft of his accountability hearing notes. He would have liked 
to have spent a little more time on it - to better format his argument - 
but he realized there was no point. His mind was a mess of conflicting 
thoughts and arguments. He felt like a death-row inmate, but he was 
determined to present himself as sane and rational. From his perspec-
tive, it was the best and only way to propose his freedom to continue 
and exist.

After slipping on and buttoning his best jacket, Lucifer moved to the 
wall behind the open door and looked at the reflection staring back at 
him from a small mirror. He hadn’t looked at himself for some time, and 
the blue eyes that stared back at him were almost entirely unfamiliar. 
They gazed back at him blankly, as if lost and depleted. Apparently, liv-
ing without light had emptied him in a way he’d never imagined. Even 
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his hair, that which was once thick and brown, was now black and thin. 
His complexion looked dry and sallow, his lips and cheeks taut. It was 
as if he’d lost a great deal of weight to some terrible sickness. He’d suc-
cumbed to the self-image he’d made for himself on Earth, and brought 
it with him to Araphel.

Lucifer straightened his belt-line and walked through the outer office 
into the conference room. Dege was standing at the portal entrance as 
if to say goodbye. He’d never done that before, and it surprised Lucifer. 
But he also found Dege’s behavior oddly comforting. “I’ve left my journal 
on my desk,” said Lucifer. “You know what to do with it if I don’t return.”

Dege bowed deeply and said, “Good luck, Master.”
Lucifer paused, and then asked in all sincerity, “Why have you fol-

lowed me all these years, and so loyally at that?”
Dege looked at Lucifer and said, not in the least bit affected by 

Lucifer’s sudden and unexpected sentimentality, “I knew, my Lord, even 
if you did not, that you would not forsake me. It’s why all of us followed 
you.”

Lucifer rested a hand on Dege’s shoulder and said, “Thank you, my 
friend. Then I will do my best not to fail you.” He then dropped his hand 
to shake Dege’s, and stepped through the portal.

Lucifer emerged from the tunnel and stepped out onto Father’s pri-
vate atrium near the fountain. It was the terraced garden in which he’d 
first stood, back when it all began. Father, Lucifer realized, apparently 
also had a need for closure.

He did not see Father yet, but he heard him talking to what sounded 
like children on the other side of the fountain. Not wanting to interrupt 
them, Lucifer examined the delicate vines that climbed up the ornately 
appointed stone columns around the atrium. He reached out his hand to 
touch one of the tiny bluish-white flowers, and knew they remembered 
him. But instead of responding defensively, they energetically opened 
themselves to him and welcomed him home.

As he reached up to touch one of the flowers, Lucifer heard Father 
call for him, so he walked around the fountain and saw Father sitting on 
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a bench with two young children on both sides of him. They were twins, 
a boy and a girl, and appeared to be about eight years of age, though 
Lucifer knew age could be easily changed in the Realm. He wondered 
who they were. When they saw Lucifer, the children smiled and waved. 
Surprised, Lucifer waved back as he approached Father. Father stood 
and said to Lucifer, “I’m so pleased you accepted my invitation for a 
preliminary meeting.” He then tenderly kissed the tops of the children’s 
heads and then ushered them away.

When they were gone, Lucifer asked, “Who are they?”
“A hope and a future,” replied Father, cryptically.
Lucifer knew by Father’s comment that there was much more to their 

story, but he also knew Father well enough not to ask for a better expla-
nation. Instead, he turned immediately to the subject at hand. “In the 
matter of my defense, I would like to start by . . .”

“Lucifer,” interrupted Father, “let us first discuss what brought us 
together.”

“You’ve called me here to review my defense,” replied Lucifer.
“I did not,” said Father. “You agreed to meet with me. I did not call 

you here. But that’s semantics. However, since you brought it up, let’s 
talk about your mission on Earth.”

“A mission you forced me into. You gave me no other choice. 
Oppose or be reset.”

“You are mistaken. I never said you were facing reset. Search your 
memory. You came to me believing you were meant for it,” said Father, 
as he sat back on the bench, which was wide enough for four large men 
to sit comfortably. Father took the left end of the bench, but Lucifer 
was not interested in sitting, and since Father didn’t insist, he remained 
standing. He was much too upset to sit. Maybe he would never sit again?

Father knew Lucifer had a lot to get off his chest before the hearing, 
and he wanted him to release it now, before he was to face the Council. 
But all he could do was try and make Lucifer as comfortable as pos-
sible. Father wanted him to talk, so he crossed his legs at the knee and 
straightened his robes before saying, “I never said you’d be reset for 
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your part against Eloise, or if you didn’t comply to being opposer. I only 
asked if you felt that’s what you deserved. You know that I have always 
believed there are better ways to absolve my children than to threaten 
them with oblivion. You are my own son. I don’t want you reset, I want 
you to return to me.”

“That’s not what I heard,” replied Lucifer, growing agitated.
“I had only summoned you to account for your choices,” said Father, 

“to explain yourself to me before you were arbitrarily summoned before 
the Versal Council. Your agreeing to oppose me saved you from their 
demand for immediate justice.”

“But you tricked me into believing I was going to be reset . . . you 
played my own fears against me.”

“Lucifer, your understanding that your act was worthy of reset was 
not a mistake, it was a revelation of truth, and one that gave me great 
hope for you.”

Still feeling betrayed, Lucifer turned his back to Father. To calm himself, 
he focused on the fountain. The water cascading down from the ornate 
fixture soothed his spirit. Diamond light twinkled in his eyes, reflecting 
the energy of the infinite stars above. Finally, with his emotions in check, 
Lucifer turned back to face Father and said, “You also deceived me about 
Sahar. What all-important revelation did that impress upon me?”

Father sighed and said, “We’ve discussed this before. But perhaps a 
clearer memory is necessary.” Father opened Lucifer’s mind to a vision.

Lucifer saw himself in their comfortable home during their previous 
life-phase pre-existence. Sahar was there in all her splendid beauty. It 
hurt him to see her standing there before him like that, what he wouldn’t 
give to hold her close once again.

He saw that he was speaking to her, and listened to his own words. 
“My love, with every passing veil I’ve overcome, I’ve grown wiser, more 
aware and independent . . . more like Father. Do you not want the same 
for yourself . . . to be like him . . . to be one with me?”

“We’ve discussed this before, my love,” replied Sahar, her voice 
sweet and gentle, but laced with obvious concern. “I do not desire more 
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than I already have,” she added, while tenderly touching his face with 
her hand. “Father’s ways are purposeful . . . he knows what’s best for us. 
The veils are for our own protection.”

Lucifer nodded in reply and took her hands in his. “You speak the 
truth, but only the truth that is known . . . the tradition that they are nec-
essary. Nothing is illegal with the veils; there are no binding Versal laws 
regarding them. Everyone just accepts them as absolute. But I say they 
limit our growth and hinder our progress.”

“But they protect me, my love,” answered Sahar, as she withdrew 
her hand and crossed her arms over her breast. “The veils protect 
us from ourselves . . . and from each other. I trust them, and I trust 
Father.”

Lucifer looked away and Sahar gently reached up and turned his 
face back towards her. “Please don’t turn away from me,” she said, tears 
pooling in the corners of her eyes. “We’re paired, my love . . . by Father’s 
own hands, no less. We need not circumvent anything to find each other 
again. Our union is contractually binding.”

Lucifer wiped his thumb at the tears running down Sahar’s cheeks 
and tenderly kissed her forehead. “You’re right,” he said. “Let’s forget 
about it. I’m sorry I upset you. I won’t mention it again.”

“Promise?” she asked.
“I promise.”
The scene shot forward again, in the same pre-existence, and 

Lucifer knew he was about to break his promise to Sahar. They were 
sitting close together near their home, on a driftwood log, overlooking 
a beautiful lake at sunset. It was their favorite romantic spot. He was 
holding her hand in his and saying, “I need you to trust me, Sahar. I have 
a strong premonition that something terrible will happen to us while 
physical. We must protect our union at all costs. I don’t trust these veiled 
existences. People tend to make unrecoverable mistakes while veiled, 
especially in a physical existence. I know what I’m doing. You’ve known 
me to do this before . . . and the effects are negligible. The benefits far 
outweigh the risks. In fact, there are no risks.” Sahar stared out over the 



Kenneth Cary

438

water, not sure what to say. But Lucifer persisted, “Trust me, Sahar. I beg 
you. Follow me through. Keep your remembrance.”

The scene jumped once more to their physical existence, and Lucifer 
saw himself looking into Sahar’s haunted eyes. They’d found each other 
quickly after cheating the veil, but it didn’t take long for Lucifer to see 
that it had affected her. Her mind had somehow broken during the pro-
cess, and the Sahar he once knew was now lost to him.

Lucifer knew then that, despite having buried it long ago, he was 
responsible for her death. The reality of it, of his insistence that she fol-
low him through the veil, and his arrogance in believing that she could 
handle it, or that he was responsible for his own premonition of danger 
and even the source of it, was a very heavy blow to Lucifer’s mind. He 
reeled as if struck, staggered away from Father, and fell to his knees. 
“Enough!” he cried. Doubled over in pain, Lucifer then pleaded with 
Father, “Please do not show me her death. I cannot bear it!”

Father stood. He went to Lucifer and tenderly lifted him up. Then, 
after wrapping his arms around Lucifer’s shoulders, Father led him back 
to the bench. They sat together in silence as Lucifer fought to compose 
himself after seeing the vivid reminder of his sins against Sahar. Father 
released Lucifer and said, “Can I show you something more?”

Lucifer shrugged and said, “What more can it hurt. I am already 
dead.”

Father opened a new scene in Lucifer’s mind. He was not there, 
nor had he ever been, but he saw Father standing over Eloise after the 
attack. She was lying on a finely crafted bed of white wood in one of 
Father’s special healing caverns. Wrapped from head to toe in white 
healing cloth, she was still and unmoving, as if dead.

Nathaniel was on the floor beside her, collapsed to his knees, and 
crying in agonizing pain. He moaned aloud, “How could you let this 
happen to her?!”

Father knelt next to Nathaniel and then lifted him to his feet. “I am 
so sorry, my son,” he said and embraced him tenderly.

“She was safe with me. Why did you separate us?” cried Nathaniel.
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“She had a mission to fulfill, as did you. And your separation must 
endure until those missions are complete,” said Father, softly.

“What of our missions on Earth? Do they still intertwine? Will we 
come together?” asked Nathaniel, as he stood next to Father without 
lifting his hand from Eloise.

“You will be reunited, but much later than you’d desire.” Nathaniel 
looked distressed and Father said, “You must trust me, Nathaniel. For 
now, I need your help in healing Eloise.”

Nathaniel moved to rest a hand on Eloise’s forehead, feeling her 
diminished warmth through the fine gossamer linen that shrouded 
her head as if a veil. And while keeping his hand there, he turned to 
Father and asked, “And what of Lucifer and Zurell? Will you allow me to 
satisfy the law according to justice?”

Father nodded and said, “Yes. You have the right to justice. But I ask 
that you not call upon it. I need Lucifer to perform an important mission, 
one that will expend his anger and guide him back to the light.” Again, 
Nathaniel looked concerned and Father repeated, “I need you to trust me 
on this, Nathaniel. Do not seek justice. Let me resolve this matter for you.”

Nathaniel nodded and said, “I do trust you, Father.” He then took 
up Eloise’s hand and after kissing her tenderly through the linen, he said, 
“I will stay and heal with you, my love.”

Lucifer stood up from his seat on the bench as soon as the vision had 
closed. He looked to Father to say something, but then stopped. What 
could he say? He knew the harm he’d done, but he didn’t know Father 
had always viewed him as redeemable, even then. “Why did you stop 
his honorable request?” asked Lucifer.

“Justice is always balanced against mercy,” said Father. “I did what 
Eloise asked of me after I told her of my plan for you, and of the Verses 
need for an Aleric. She granted you mercy.”

Lucifer spun around and strode away. But after two steps, he turned 
back to face Father and said while pointing his finger at him, “Do you 
think this is a game? How can you play with the lives of so many and not 
crumble to dust? I despise you for using me . . . for using us.”
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“Yes. I would rather you lay your blame at my feet than any other. 
You felt compelled to oppose me well before you were ever called as 
the Opposer. I merely adjusted that need to serve us both. Remember, 
your unique qualities have been used for good, and they can once 
again, if you so choose.”

Before Lucifer could protest, Father opened another vision in his 
mind. He saw Michael standing in the atrium before Father, in nearly 
the same place he himself was currently standing. Michael looked dis-
tressed and concerned about what Father was asking him to do. “I don’t 
like it,” said Michael, as he made a clenched fist and slammed it into his 
other hand like a ball into a glove. “It’s not right.”

“Allow me to be the judge of what’s right, here,” said Father, kindly. 
“I have seen this in countless ways, and the only way to push Lucifer 
where he needs to be pushed, is for you to openly oppose him, starting 
with the election.”

“I don’t understand. How does pushing him away bring him closer 
to the light?” said Michael.

“It does seem contrary to logic, but I need you to trust me in this. 
I will ask you to create an enmity with Lucifer where none exists, an 
enmity that he would otherwise direct toward Yeshua. For the good of 
all, their bond of brotherhood must not be sacrificed. There is a greater 
mission to serve, and through it, Lucifer will come to understand his 
place and return to me. Can you do this for me, Michael?”

With a heavy sigh, Michael nodded and said, “Yes. I will do this for 
you and for Yeshua. But I hope Lucifer will come to forgive me for it.”

“You conspired to turn Michael against me?” croaked Lucifer with 
raw emotion when the vision faded from his mind.

“It’s a challenge to understand things from my perspective, but it is 
my right and duty to save my children from themselves . . . from taking 
paths that offer no hope of return.”

“You call this . . .” said Lucifer while gesturing to himself, “. . . you 
call me, saved?”

“I do,” said Father.
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“Then you are mad,” stammered Lucifer. “Do you know what it did 
to me? Do you know what you did to me, making me your Opposer?”

“More than you realize,” said Father, coming to his feet.
“How . . . how can my having served you as Opposer been so impor-

tant to your cause?! Did you not think I could have been forever lost in the 
darkness? You gambled your prized world, Earth, and its merits, on me?”

“I gamble everything on everyone,” replied Father. “I gambled 
on Yeshua. I gambled on Adam and Eve. I gambled on Eloise and 
Nathaniel. In fact, I gambled on every single prophet, priest and king I 
placed. I gambled on the rich and the poor, the strong and the weak, 
the brave and the faint-hearted. All things are beholden unto my heart, 
Lucifer. Yes, I gambled everything on you. Now look, said Father, and he 
showed Lucifer another vision.

Lucifer saw a remnant of the Verse as if on a scale, with light on 
one side and darkness on the other. The scale was imbalanced, tipped 
entirely too far to the side of darkness. The scale quickly faded from his 
sight leaving only darkness in its place; a darkness much deeper than 
any Lucifer had ever before experienced. Then suddenly a small prick 
of light penetrated the darkness. Lucifer watched with joy as the tiny 
light grew in size and intensity, as if it was a star approaching him from 
a great distance. The star continued to grow as it drew near, and Lucifer 
saw that it was not a star, but a crown of light that rested lightly upon a 
woman’s head.

At first glance, Lucifer thought the crowned woman was Eloise, 
but then his perception shifted and he saw that it was his mate, Sahar. 
His true love had returned to him in all her glorious beauty and grace. 
With outstretched arms, she reached for Lucifer as if to embrace him, 
and Lucifer reached for her in reply. But as he did, he encountered an 
imposing barrier between them. Distraught at being so close to her, but 
unable to reach her, Lucifer began pounding his fists on the barrier and 
screaming her name.

He felt a firm hand grasp his shoulder and Lucifer turned around. 
Behind him stood a great host of followers, not all his, but dark ones like 
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himself, and all searching for purpose. In the distance, on the opposite 
side of the throng, stood a man like Lucifer, but on his head rested a 
crown of corruption. Lucifer knew immediately that it was Armilus. He 
was vying for the host of followers, and Lucifer felt helpless to prevent it. 
He had failed them. They would be forever lost to Armilus.

As the vision lifted, Lucifer trembled, lost in an unspeakable pain. 
Then something shifted within his soul. And though unsure how much 
time had passed, he started to feel a calm purpose settle into his soul. 
And he knew - with a surety - what he had to offer the Verse. Lucifer 
looked at Father, eyes shining anew, and said, “I see now . . . my pur-
pose in your plan. As Aleric, I can help right the balance by guiding 
my followers, and the followers of other Opposers, back to the light.” 
Lucifer looked down, ashamed at all that he’d done. The weight of his 
dark choices chilled him to the core. How could he come to survive the 
Verse’s accounting after all the harm he’d caused? When he looked up 
at Father, he asked, “Will the Council give me a chance to make things, 
right?”

“I believe they will. They are not fools. They will think your offer, 
invaluable.”

“But how? I am not worthy?”
“First, you must choose to recompense . . . to reconcile yourself 

through review. You must examine your choices, learn from and correct 
them. Then, and only then, will you see the value of sacrifice by putting 
your followers before yourself.”

When Lucifer didn’t reply, Father asked, “Do you know what emo-
tion your purple script represents?”

Lucifer looked up, once again surprised by Father’s insights into his 
personal life.

“Humility and remorse,” answered Father. “For that reason, purple 
is my favorite color, and one of royal significance. It promises a new 
path . . . a new beginning. You’re on a path to regain your glory, my 
son. It’s a glory of a different magnitude . . . a Versal magnitude . . . but 
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it’s no less magnificent than what you’ve held here in the Realm. So, tell 
me, are you ready to reconcile your past . . . to redeem yourself and 
forgive?” asked Father.

“I am ready,” said Lucifer, and he fell to his knees at wept upon 
Father’s robe.
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Introduction

K im literally stepped through the looking-glass of her childhood trauma, 
and overcame unspeakable odds to vanquish the demons of her past, 

recover her memories, and discover the peace wrought from  embracing 
one’s true mission in life. Her traumatic physical and spiritual experiences 
have given her incredible insights into the spiritual realm, and afforded 
her  keen understanding of certain divine traits and abilities we all strive 
for. Her miraculous rollercoaster account, to heaven and back again, reveals 
a truth seldom embraced, that of Heaven being not a home of mere bliss and 
relaxation, but one of continued work, trial, growth and, most importantly, 
agency. We have, and always will, enjoy the truth of love and choice, as long 
as light continues to prevail. Open your heart to the new horizons offered 
from Kim’s words, and begin to transform your life, as she transformed 
mine. Kim’s Near-Death Experience was the motivational source for my 
work, “The Opposer,” and awakened me to truths I didn’t want to believe, 
but could not deny. There is more to this life than what we see, hear, taste, 
touch and smell. Awaken.

KC
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PROPHECY

Red Cart
“Chasya, it is time to choose,” said Father. He stood behind me as I looked 
out from inside some kind of pod. We were very close to the ground, and I 
hesitated. “I have given you a transitory healing so that you can have your 
full faculties in choosing a Human mate,” added Father. “Go now, Chasya. 
Find him!” 

I stepped from the pod and into a throng of eligible male Human spirits. 
I tried to look around, but there was a heavy gray mist present. It was dif-
ficult to see who was around me, and I felt very uncomfortable. Most of the 
discomfort stemmed from the feeling of desire emanating from the men. 
They were all staring at me, and I felt trapped. I wanted to flee the mass of 
male spirits, but I didn’t know how.

Then I heard Father say, “Use your wings, Chasya! Fly!” 
“But Father, I can’t fly!” I said in reply. Instinctively though, my wings 

unfurled, and I found myself in the air above the men. Amazed at my newly 
discovered ability, I began to glide slowly through the air over the tops of 
their heads. 

Flying was never before discussed with me, and until Father pointed it 
out — I hadn’t even wondered if it was possible. As I slowly glided above 
the males, I wondered why I had never seen even one Anela fly. Our wings 
were saved for our mates. We were to use them to enhance our intimate 
experience. 

Now that I seemed to be using my wings naturally, I realized that they were 
guiding me with what seemed to be a mind of their own. I felt a strong force, a 
connection. I somehow knew who I was looking for — I just had to find him.

Suddenly, a hand reached up and grabbed me by the leg. I looked down 
and saw a male spirit pulling me down toward him. Leery of his intentions, I 
began to grow afraid as he pulled me to the ground and right up against him. 
To touch me in this manner, without my consent, was, to my understanding, 
a punishable act. 
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I felt a building sense of urgency in finding my true mate. This dark 
spirit, who boldly plucked me from the sky, was not the one. I then pushed 
him away with a force I did not know I possessed. 

The man was now on his back — far from me. I felt a sense of fore-
boding as I saw his face flash from shock to anger and finally to an odd 
look of recognition. I felt the hatred he held in his heart, and I wondered 
if it was directed at me. Was he a Dark One? He looked at me as though I 
possessed untold powers, and I instantly regretted unwittingly revealing so 
much about myself. 

My time was running out. I felt myself growing weaker by the minute, 
and I still hadn’t found my mate. I turned and hurried toward a clearing, a 
place where the mist seemed to be much less dense. When I reached the 
clearing, I noticed that, in the distance, the landscape was different. Regal 
trees and brightly colored flowers dappled amongst the grass peaked out in 
splotches through the mist.

Finally, I could feel the presence of my mate. I knew he was close. But 
then I heard harsh voices and felt a strong impulse to hide. Not far from 
where I stood was a red cart, and it reminded me of the Anela vendor carts 
back home. I quickly scrambled under the cart and waited for the men to 
pass. 

Pact
Two male spirits approached, and they both felt inky and oppressive. They 
were speaking together in a conciliatory tone. As they drew nearer and con-
tinued their conversation, I was frightened to realize they were talking about 
me. I peeked out from under the cart and saw the male spirit who had pulled 
me from the air. From the conversation I overheard, I learned that his name 
was Lucifer, and that the other one’s name was Daegal. Their darkly hand-
some features belied their deceit and treachery.

Daegal was speaking to Lucifer in an urgent tone, “This girl with wings, 
who looks to be Tahlia, she is the one spoken of in the prophecy?” 

“Yes brother, it is time,” replied Lucifer.
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“If we are to be rid of her,” said Daegal, “we must act fast.”
“And what would you suggest, Daegal? Father will veil us of this specific 

event, and no one will know she is the one.” 
“Have you learned nothing, brother? Pain, Lucifer. Pain is the key to over-

coming the veil. It is more difficult to veil when experiencing intense pain.” 
“How is it that you know such things?” demanded Lucifer, upset that 

Daegal had once again gained forbidden knowledge only he was privy to.
“Never mind that,” replied Daegal, with a dismissive wave of his hand. 

“Here’s a blade. You must conceal it and then cut your hand as we pass 
through the veil. Between the two of us, we should remember enough.” 

As Lucifer accepted and handled the blade, he saw a second crude blade 
in Daegal’s hand and wanted to ask him where he got them and who was 
his source of such knowledge. Although he did not need such a primitive 
instrument to obtain veil remembrance, he would play his part, to keep his 
secret. He needed to be rid of this upstart. He was the Supreme Leader, not 
Daegal. He wished he could put him in his place and end this tiring charade 
of brotherhood. It was not yet time, though. 

“Then we must make a secret covenant, brother!” declared Lucifer, put-
ting a hand on Daegal’s shoulder, “A bond that cannot be broken. You will 
not participate in killing her, but we will move forward with the plan. I need 
you on Earth. We must find Dwayne.”

“It would be unwise to underestimate her, Lucifer. She was chosen for 
a reason.” 

“As was I, my friend . . . as was I. And now I have all the proof I need to 
move forward.”  

“We must hurry and get to Dwayne before the veiling,” said Daegal, 
with a knowing smile. “You’re right, it is time.”

Mate
When I was sure they were gone, I crawled out from under the cart — 
desperate to find and tell Father what I had just learned. Trembling and 
cold, I wondered if I was to be defiled and tortured at the hands of Dark 
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Ones. I didn’t understand what was going on. What prophecy did they 
speak of? Why did they refer to me as Tahlia — like they knew me? 
These troubling thoughts flashed through my mind as I stood next to 
the cart in the mist. 

Suddenly, scenes of pain and anguish filled my mind as if to drown me, 
and I fell to my knees. A sickening, suffocating feeling overcame me as mem-
ories of Kataha’s recent attack returned. I retched in shame and disgust at 
the thought of it and realized this place wasn’t safe for me either. The Dark 
Ones were everywhere, and Father seemed to have abandoned me.

Still dizzy, I stood and leaned against the cart. I forced my mind to focus 
on my mate, to filter out everything but him. I had to find my mate and do 
it fast. I started walking through the fading mist, ever closer to the forested 
landscape. 

Weak and tired, I grew more scared and desperate with every step. Then, 
as the mist completely dissipated, I saw him — standing alone at the edge 
of the forest. His eyes were filled with shock and joy. Relief flooded his face, 
and the pull I felt toward him was compelling, charged and eternal. I was 
literally drawn to him and found myself at once in front of him. His eyes, 
so striking and luminous, were the same color as the foliage behind him. I 
knew he was the one.  

With my hands on his chest, I no longer felt weak or scared. I looked 
into his eyes as tears streamed down my cheeks. He brushed away my tears 
with his thumb and stroked my hair, tucking it behind my ear. 

“You found me,” he said in a soft and clear voice. I reached up and 
touched his face. It was a gesture that felt so natural, as if I had done it a 
thousand times before, and a blessed peace settled over me like a warm blan-
ket. I knew then that I never wanted to be separated from him. Ever.

He took my hand and said, with some urgency, “Tahlia, we must go.” 
He led me to a covered structure, like a very large gazebo made of white 
wood. Father was waiting for us there, standing before a white stone altar. “I 
thought you left me here, Father,” I said as I approached him. 

“No child, why would I leave? I am the God of Earth,” Father said. I 
must have looked confused because he added, “Yes Chasya, I am the God of 
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Leura and of many other worlds.” He looked at my companion and said, “I 
see that you have chosen Thomas as your mate.” 

“Yes, Father,” I replied, as I looked into my mate’s eyes feeling at one 
with him. Thomas  .  .  . yes, it suited him. I was pleased to see no look of 
surprise on his face. He smiled back as he squeezed my hand reassuringly. 

“Come forward then,” said Father, as he draped a silky, soft, airy shawl of 
delicate white flowers over my shoulders. “We have much to discuss before 
you are united as one.”
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