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Chapter	I

Men	entered	into	one	another	as	they	do	with	their	wives.	Women	were	repulsed,	yet	they
too	 came	 together	 meeting	 at	 their	 own	 secret	 gardens.	 Sister	 laid	 down	 with	 sister	 –
pressing	 lips	 to	 lips.	Such	was	 the	way	of	 life	 in	 the	un-holy	 twin	 cities	 of	Sodom	and
Gomorrah.

The	old	man	huddled	in	the	corner	of	the	house	with	his	two	daughters	–	frightened	by	the
terrifying	mob	besieging	them	from	outside	the	walls	of	their	modest	but	tidy	home.	Dust
fell	from	the	clay	and	timber	ceiling	as	the	house	shook	with	each	thump	of	the	makeshift
battering	ram	that	hit	the	crumbling	door.	The	heavy	cross	beams	that	laid	across	the	door
frame	would	surely	give	way	any	moment	now	–	breeching	 the	security	of	 the	home	of
Sodom’s	only	upright	man;	Abraham’s	nephew	whose	name	was	‘Lot’.	One	of	the	brutes
outside	 peeked	 through	 a	 hole	 in	 one	 of	 the	 door’s	 broken	 boards	 and	 yelled	 at	 them
inside:	“Send	out	the	strangers	–	so	that	we	may	know	them!”	I	called	forth	‘Cricket’;	my
inner	warrior-monk	from	the	Shaolin	Temple.	I	stood	in	 the	center	of	 the	room	with	my
arms	held	in	the	guarded	position	–	ready	to	do	battle	with	this	immoral,	sadistic	mob.	My
friend	 David	 and	 the	 angel	 named	 Nhebvia	 stood	 behind	 me	 –	 shielding	 the	 terrified
family.	The	battering	ram	smashed	into	the	door	again	–	and	one	of	the	brass	hinges	broke
loose	 from	 the	 door	 frame.	 Lot	 stood	 up	 and	 rushed	 toward	 the	 weakening	 door	 and
pleaded	with	the	men	outside:	“Please,	you	may	have	my	daughters	–	but	do	not	molest
my	guest.”	They	 ignored	his	verbal	efforts.	The	house	 shook	again	as	 the	battering	 ram
rocked	the	door	–	breaking	one	of	the	crossbeams.	He	ran	back	to	the	corner	and	snatched
the	girls	to	their	feet	–	pulling	the	young	lovelies	toward	the	door.	The	defiant	lass’s	were
innocent	in	flesh	and	mind.	Yet	they	disobeyed	their	patriarch’s	words	for	the	first	time	in
their	lives.	They	resisted	and	fought	with	their	father.	Trying	to	wrestle	away	their	hands
from	his	clutch	as	he	dragged	them	across	the	earthen	floor	towards	the	door	–	crying	out
to	him:	“No	pappa!,	please	pappa,	No!”	He	offered	his	children;	whom	he	loved	dearly	(as
a	sacrifice	to	 the	rapacious	mob):	“Take	them	–	they	are	virgins,	no	man	has	yet	known
them.	Just	leave	my	guest	and	my	home	alone	–	I	beg	of	you…please!”	Again	his	pleas
fell	on	deaf	ears.	And	again	the	house	shook	as	the	battering	ram	hit	 the	door	-	and	this
time	it	gave	way.

At	 that	moment,	 I	 re-materialized	 into	 the	present	 time	 and	 found	myself	 sitting	on	 the
edge	of	a	six	foot	long	steel	cot	with	a	two	inch	thick	rubber	pad	as	a	mattress.	I	was	back
in	 my	 jail	 cell.	 A	 room	 that	 measured	 six	 feet	 wide	 by	 eight	 feet	 long.	 I	 heard	 the
corrections	officer	yell:	“Lights	out!”	And	the	entire	floor,	including	our	cell	became	dark.
My	 cellee’s	 (cell-mate’s)	 name	 was	 ‘EarthQuake’	 –	 a	 large,	 physically	 imposing	 and
intimidating	presence	of	a	man.	‘How	did	I	end	up	here?	’	I	thought	to	myself.	On	the	day
of	my	sentencing,	my	attorney;	Mr.	Mario	Trent	said	that	I’d	be	going	to	a	country	club
type	 of	 facility	 with	 other	 people	 convicted	 of	 white-collar	 crimes.	 He	 almost	 made	 it
sound	 like	 a	 vacation.	 But	 this	 place	 is	 no	 country	 club	 –	 and	 this	 sure	 aint	 no	 damn
vacation.	EarthQuake	is	a	hardened,	career	criminal	–	doing	life	behind	bars	for	inter-state
kidnap,	rape	and	murder	(with	no	possible	chance	of	parole).	On	my	first	day	here	in	this
maximum	 security	 federal	 prison	 I	 was	 assigned	 to	 be	 his	 cellmate.	 The	 guards	 who
escorted	 me	 down	 the	 cell-block’s	 ‘catwalk’	 smirked	 and	 snickered	 (as	 if	 aware	 of	 an



inside	 joke)	 as	 I	was	 led	 in	prison	blues,	 handcuffs	 and	 leg-irons	 carrying	 a	 itchy	wool
blanket	and	pillow	to	my	new	home	(and	that	was	two	weeks	ago)…a	stark	contrast	to	my
fifty	acre	palatial	countryside	estate.	We	arrived	at	cell	number	’42-B’	-	they	unlocked	and
removed	my	 shackles.	 I	 stepped	 into	 the	 cage	 and	 there	 he	was…big,	 black	 and	 burly.
EarthQuake	was	completely	institutionalized.	He	had	no	dreams	or	hope…he	had	already
lost	 everything	and	had	nothing	else	 to	 lose.	 I	 saw	 that	 the	upper	bunk	was	empty,	 so	 I
placed	 my	 things	 on	 top	 of	 the	 rubber	 mattress.	 EarthQuake	 promptly	 swooshed	 his
massive	arm	over	the	mattress	top	–	scattering	all	of	my	belongings	to	the	concrete	floor.
He	looked	angry	as	hell	and	I	didn’t	know	why.	The	first	words	out	of	his	mouth	to	me
were:	“Don’t	ever	 let	me	catch	you	standing	up	pissin	–	now	clean	 this	sh*t	up	b*tch!”
The	 two	 guards	 burst	 out	 in	 laughter	 then	 yelled	 down	 the	 catwalk	 to	 the	 cell-block
controller:	 “Lock	 down!”	 and	 the	 iron	 bars	 closed	 with	 a	 CLANGGG!	 that	 I’ll	 never
forget.



Chapter	II

Now	tonight,	it	was	about	two	hours	after	‘lights	out’	when	I	re-materialized	(from	Sodom
and	Gomorrah)	and	was	sitting	on	the	edge	of	my	bunk	with	my	legs	extended,	dangling
toward	 the	 floor	 (gathering	 my	 senses).	 EarthQuake	 backed	 away	 from	 the	 commode,
turned	around	(standing	completely	naked	and	fully	erect)	and	asked	me:	“What	the	f*ck
you	lookin	at…you	think	I’m	sexy	MK	don’t	you?”	He	said	in	his	deep	husky	voice.	“I’m
not	going	through	this	with	you	again	tonight	EQ”	I	said	to	him.	Hoping	that	that	would
be	the	end	of	it	–	but	I	knew	it	was	only	the	beginning.	He	had	been	my	tormentor	for	the
past	two	weeks	and	was	becoming	more	aggressive.	He	was	sadistic	–	and	I	was	the	only
thing	 he	 looked	 forward	 to.	 The	 burly	 menace	 then	 said	 to	 me:	 “Panty	 check	 punk!”
(which	meant	that	I	was	suppose	to	turn	my	back	towards	him,	drop	my	pants	and	prove
that	I	was	wearing	my	undershorts	on	backwards…’like	a	good	little	b*tch’).	EarthQuake
had	a	vicious	reputation	here	at	‘Pandemonium’	(the	prison’s	nickname).	He	was	known	to
sexually	assault	every	cellee	that	he	had.	He	was	successful	at	turning	even	the	toughest
convicts	into	his	personal	b*tches.	He	was	a	sociopath,	a	psychotic	rapist	–	an	animal,	and
he	belonged	here	behind	bars.	He	bent	over	and	picked	up	his	dirty	stinking	drawers	from
off	the	concrete	floor	and	threw	them	in	my	face:	“Wash	em”	he	ordered.	The	funk	hit	my
nose	and	I	threw	them	back	to	the	ground.	With	quickness,	agility	and	great	strength;	he
(EarthQuake)	went	berserk.	He	grabbed	me	by	the	throat,	choking	me	with	his	right	hand
and	clutching	my	groin	like	a	pit-bull	with	his	left.	He	hoisted	me	up	like	a	child	quickly
to	the	ceiling	–	smashing	me	into	it.	He	threw	me	hard	into	the	wall	–	my	body	fell	to	the
floor.	He	grabbed	the	hair	at	the	back	of	my	head	and	pushed	my	face	down	into	the	toilet
that	 he	 had	 left	 un-flushed.	 My	 reflexes	 caused	 me	 to	 gurgle	 toilet	 water	 and	 urine,
instinctively	trying	to	prevent	me	from	drowning.	Choking	and	gagging,	running	out	of	air
–	I	couldn’t	breathe.	Swinging	my	arms	franticly,	I	 tried	to	fend	off	 the	attack	but	I	was
vulnerable	 in	 this	position	–	 ‘Cricket’	 (my	 inner-warrior	who	 specialized	 in	 the	ground-
dragon	style	of	gung-fu)	was	being	defeated	–	broken.	EarthQuake	pulled	my	head	from
the	toilet	bowl	and	again	lifted	me	into	the	air.	He	growled	like	a	beast	and	was	ferocious
as	 he	 slammed	me	down	 to	 the	 floor.	Aching	 all	 over	 and	 coughing	out	 piss-water	 and
blood,	 I	 tried	 to	 catch	 my	 breath	 and	 fight	 him	 off	 at	 the	 same	 time	 –	 but	 I	 was
defenseless.	He	picked	me	up	and	threw	me	into	the	wall	again,	 then	dragged	me	to	the
bars.	EarthQuake	 pushed	my	head	 into	 the	 bars	 as	 if	 he	was	 trying	 to	 force	 it	 through.
With	 little	air	 in	my	 lungs,	 I	 could	not	 scream	for	help	–	 it	would	be	useless	anyway.	 I
remembered	the	first	thing	the	prison	guards	told	me	upon	my	arrival	here	was:	“It	is	not
our	job	to	protect	you.	We	are	here	to	keep	you	from	leaving”.	And	that	was	that.	During
the	assault;	EarthQuake	kept	calling	me	his	b*tch,	and	I	remembered	my	aunt	Debbie	use
to	always	 tell	me	as	a	kid:	 ‘that	 sticks	and	 stones	may	break	my	bones,	but	names	will
never	hurt	me’.	And	my	bones	were	now	being	broken.	It	felt	as	if	my	skull	was	in	a	vice
grip	and	was	collapsing	–	on	 the	verge	of	 implosion.	My	head	was	 full	of	pressure	and
was	contorting	–	conforming	to	the	width	of	the	bars	as	Earthquake	pushed	and	squeezed
it	 further	 between	 them.	 The	 iron	 was	 hard,	 cold	 and	 unforgiving	 –	 like	 EarthQuake
himself.	With	my	head	 still	 stuck	 in	 the	bars,	 he	began	 to	 twist	my	body	 around	 to	 the
prone	position	–	this	would	surely	break	my	neck.	I	realized	that	he	was	going	to	kill	me.
But	 first	 he	would	 know	me	 –	 violate	my	manhood…make	me	 his	 b*tch.	 I	 felt	myself



losing	consciousness	and	my	body	going	limp.	He	began	pulling	my	pants	down	-	I	could
no	longer	fight…I	couldn’t	resist.	My	eye	lids	lost	power	and	slowly	closed	on	their	own.
My	hearing	became	muffled	–	then	silent,	I	heard	nothing	but	quiet.	Everything	was	still.
From	within,	I	saw	a	light	that	became	brighter	and	brighter.	I	was	dying	–	here	in	jail,	of
all	places.	Black	and	white	scenes	from	my	life	began	to	flash	before	my	eyes.	I	saw	the
statue	of	black	Jesus	with	his	arms	spread	out;	waiting	to	accept	me.	I	saw	my	aunt	Debbie
holding	my	hand	as	a	child;	we	were	both	eating	ice	cream	cones.	I	saw	the	only	image
that	I	had	of	my	mother;	falling	backwards	from	the	window	ledge	at	the	hospital.	I	saw
my	father;	Reverend	Hendrix	preaching	in	the	pulpit.	Images	of	my	neighbors	appeared;
Ms.	Reynolds	SLAMMED	the	door	in	my	face.	Jessica	Wesley	was	with	Shelby	the	dog.
Sami	 the	 café	owner,	Boss	Rico…they	were	 all	 there.	All	 these	 scenes	 and	more	 rolled
over	 and	 over,	 faster	 and	 faster	 like	 a	 movie	 projector	 on	 the	 blink.	 The	 reel	 stopped
spinning,	the	images	faded	and	the	light	became	more	intense.	Then	I	saw	a	figure	emerge
from	that	light.	He	stretched	out	his	hand	to	me.	I	recognized	the	figure…it	was	Nhebvia
(the	angel	from	Sodom	and	Gomorrah).



Chapter	III

A	hot	scorching	wind	blew	over	the	landscape	like	a	fiery	hurricane.	You	could	actually
see	 the	air	with	your	 eyes	–	 for	 it	 had	color;	 streaks	of	 red,	yellow	and	orange	–	 like	a
fire…and	it	was	fire.	Wearing	a	filthy	loin	cloth,	he	stood	on	top	of	a	cross	that	was	upside
down	–	with	one	hand	nailed	to	its	center	beam,	he	was	anchored	for	all	of	eternity…he
claimed	it	was	his	throne.	His	sunken	face	was	powdery	white	with	ghastly	dark,	deep-set
eyes.	Green	 lifeless	veins	 coursed	 through	his	 sagging	 skin.	His	 stomach	was	 concaved
and	his	ribs	protruded.	He	looked	emaciated.	Maggots	periodically	fell	from	his	nose	(and
other	 than	 his	 animation,	 they	were	 the	 only	 signs	 of	 life	 about	 him).	Dried	 blood	was
crusted	around	from	inside	his	ears.	His	lips	were	blackened	and	shriveled	like	prunes	–	he
looked	like	death	warmed	over.	He	wore	a	crown	of	thorns;	and	he	called	himself	‘king’.

The	masochistic	 ‘king	of	Hades’	held	a	dagger	 in	his	hand	 that	he	used	upon	himself	–
jabbing	it	into	his	side	every	other	minute	or	so	as	he	preached	the	gospel	of	Lucifer	from
the	inverted	crucifix.	And	he	tortured	himself,	for	he	was	the	spirit	of	self-condemnation.
Each	time	he	stabbed	himself	he	bellowed:	“Amon!”	Yet	nothing	spewed	from	his	wounds
but	ashes.	 I	was	dead	–	I	knew	and	understood	how…but	why	was	I	 in	hell?	I	accepted
Jesus	 in	 my	 early	 youth	 and	 had	 always	 considered	 myself	 as	 being	 “saved”.	 I	 then
recalled	 a	 conversation	 between	 David	 and	 I	 when	 he	 said:	 “There	 is	 no	 place	 in	 the
clouds,	 or	 in	 the	 sky	 –	 nor	 in	 outer	 space	 a	 place	 called	 heaven.	 There	 is	 neither	 a
bottomless	pit	or	lake	of	fire	at	the	center	of	the	earth	called	hell”.	‘Damn	–	was	he	wrong’
I	thought	silently	to	myself	as	I	assessed	my	surroundings.

	

I	 stood	 there	 marveling,	 turning	 about	 –	 scouting	 the	 landscape	 and	 looking	 in	 every
direction…seeing	nothing	but	waste	and	desolation.	I	felt	a	strange	sensation	in	my	right
hand	 -	 Like	 it	 was	 being	 squeezed.	 I	 rubbed	 it	 with	my	 other	 hand	 –	 giving	 it	 a	 little
massage.	Then	I	began	to	walk.	I	had	no	orientation	at	all,	for	I	felt	like	I	was	walking	in	a
place	that	was	upside	down.	Each	step	I	took	was	as	though	I	was	walking	in-place	on	a
treadmill	 and	 the	 landscape	moved	 passed	me	 –	 as	 opposed	 to	 me	moving	 through	 it.
Aimlessly	did	I	wander	for	hours	–	never	 tiring.	And	the	hours	 turned	into	days	and	the
days	turned	into	weeks.	But	there	was	no	time	here	in	the	practical	sense	–	just	eternity.
There	was	no	day	or	night	 to	judge	by	or	keep	track	of.	Just	 the	hot	blowing	winds	that
burned	everything	yet	consumed	nothing	–	like	a	sterile,	inert	flame.	So	I	became	used	to
the	heat	and	it	scorched	me	not.	In	this	blazing	oblivion	I	found	myself	all	alone.	Hell	was
nothing	like	I	had	imagined	it	to	be.	Where	were	all	the	other	lost	and	condemned	souls?
Surely	 there	were	more…where	were	 the	monsters	 of	 history	 like	Prince	Vlad	Dracula,
Adolf	Hitler	 and	 the	many	 countless	 others?	 I	was	 lonely,	 and	 I	 yearned	 for	 another.	 I
decided	to	turn	back,	to	retrace	my	steps	and	go	looking	for	the	king.	But	which	way	was
back?	There	was	no	back,	no	forward,	no	up	or	down,	right	or	left…just	here	and	now.	So
I	continued	to	walk,	and	I	saw	not	another	soul	until	it	began	to	rain.	But	this	rain	was	not
like	that	in	the	living	world.	The	rain	drops	were	as	big	as	a	man	–	and	they	were	spaced
far	apart.	They	fell	slowly	to	the	ground	like	huge	drops	of	water	cascading	gently	from
giant	icicles	melting	under	a	bright	winter	sun	–	and	they	were	salty	as	tears,	for	they	were



my	 own.	 Yes,	 it	 did	 rain	 tear-drops	 in	 hell…and	 it	 nourished	 the	 landscape.	 The
condemned	began	to	sprout	from	the	ashen	ground	like	tulips	bursting	from	their	bulbs	on
a	warm	spring	morning.	Now	I	was	no-longer	alone.	The	first	spirit	 that	approached	me
kept	his	 face	 to	 the	ground	and	his	hands	behind	his	back…his	name	was	 ‘Guilt’.	Guilt
was	 accompanied	 by	 his	 fellow	 demons;	 Shame	 and	Remorse.	 Two	 other	 spirits	 called
Sorrow	 and	 Regret	 also	 tagged-along	 from	 not	 far	 behind.	 And	 I	 recognized	 them	 all.
Then	along	came	‘Misery’	with	her	companion	‘Gloom’.	They	looked	sad	and	depressed;
quite	pitiful	even.	Misery	spoke	 to	me;	she	claimed	 to	be	my	 lost	 love.	 In	her	arms	she
carried	a	child	–	she	said	it	was	mine	and	his	name	was	‘Dejected’.	I	walked	away	from
her,	but	she	followed	–	saying	that	she’d	be	with	me	forever.
I	 continued	 to	walk	 –	 going	 nowhere.	 And	 those	wicked	 things	 followed	me	 –	 always
staying	close	and	nearby.	It	wasn’t	 long	before	I	came	upon	a	very	low	laying	valley.	A
dark,	twisted,	and	desolate	landscape	filled	with	anguish	-	and	it	was	called	‘The	Valley	of
Regrets’.	 Its	 host	 was	 a	 particularly	 attractive	 demon	 with	 very	 strong	 sex	 appeal,
betwixing	the	power	to	seduce.	She	was	called	by	the	name	Ms.	Stakes.	As	I	entered	this
place	I	was	severely	overcome	by	an	intense	feeling	of	disappointment.	Here,	I	was	joined
by	three	additional	fully	depraved	spirits	who	took	on	the	forms	of	fiendish	midgets.	The
imps	were	known	as	‘Could’ve’,	‘Would’ve’	and	‘Should’ve’	(because	they	always	came
up	 short).	 They	 delighted	 at	 my	 home-coming	 –	 my	 lamenting,	 and	 together	 we	 all
sojourned	 here	 for	 a	 while.	 After	 the	 reunion;	 for	 perceived	 days	 I	 walked;	 being
shadowed	 by	 demons	 of	 my	 own	 creation.	 Until	 I	 came	 upon	 a	 sign	 post;	 it	 read:
‘Hopeless’.	 This	 was	 a	 land	 filled	 with	 resignation,	 cynicism	 and	 despair.	 I	 journeyed
through	this	hopeless	wasteland	until	it	turned	into	something	of	a	swamp.	A	fiery	swamp
that	 was	 more	 like	 the	 mouth	 of	 a	 volcano.	 As	 we	 waded	 through	 the	 flames	 of
hopelessness	the	ground	beneath	began	to	give-way.	Though	I	was	dead,	my	heart	raced.	I
started	to	panic	as	my	feet	became	stuck.	It	was	like	the	gooey	clay	of	a	lake	bottom.	But
it	was	 also	 like	 quicksand;	 for	 it	 began	 to	 swallow	me	 and	my	 entourage	 led	 by	Guilt,
Misery	and	Fear.	The	swamp	rose	first	above	our	shoulders	 then	our	heads.	Me	and	my
party	were	swallowed	whole	as	we	sank	into	the	abyss.	We	tumbled	and	fell	endlessly	for
quite	some	time.	I	calmed	down	a	bit	when	I	realized	there	was	no	peril…that	I	was	not
going	to	die	–	for	I	already	was.	And	the	spirit	called	‘Fear’	vanished	there	in	the	abyss,
and	was	no	more.	And	it	was	also	then	that	we	were	expelled	by	a	fiery	surf	and	landed
upon	a	desolate	beach	 that	 looked	 like	 the	 surface	of	 the	moon.	Other	 than	 the	 flaming
waters;	 there	 was	 no	 color	 here.	 Only	 varying	 shades	 of	 black	 and	 gray.	 And	 they
contrasted	and	contradicted	one	another.	 I	walked	along	 the	pale	cratered	coastline	with
the	colorful	fiery	sea	at	my	side.	Wave	after	flaming	wave	crashed	upon	the	shore	like	an
ocean	of	water	yet	ablaze.	I	tried	to	walk	away	from	the	shore	but	at	every	turn	the	fiery
sea	shifted	and	was	always	at	my	side.	I	stopped	for	a	moment	and	with	my	fingers	I	wrote
my	name	in	the	gray	ashen	sand:	‘MIDAS’	–	and	the	letters	dissolved	and	reformed	into:
‘KISMET’	–	meaning	doom	or	destiny.



Chapter	IV

Again,	I	felt	the	sensation	of	pressure	to	my	hand	–	like	it	was	being	squeezed.	Day	after
day,	week	after	week;	I	walked	along	the	shore	of	kismet	beach	–	and	other	spirits	joined
my	entourage.	That	motley	gang	of	demons	trailed	behind	me	like	I	was	the	pied	piper	of
lost	 souls.	They	 antagonized	me,	 and	 I	 thought	 about	 something	my	Aunt	Debbie	 once
said	to	me:	‘There	will	be	no	rest	for	the	wicked’.	Was	I	wicked?	,	I	wondered	–	I	am	after
all	in	hell	–	where	the	wicked	belong.	With	the	flaming	sea	always	to	my	left	–	I	continued
to	walk.	When	I	turned	left	towards	the	ocean	inferno	–	it	would	shift	further	left…never
allowing	me	to	return	into	its	firestorm.	To	my	right;	In	the	distance	on	the	horizon	was	a
hill.	 I	 decided	 I	 would	 attempt	 to	 outrun	 the	 shift.	 I	made	 a	 quick	 dash	 –	my	 troubles
dashed	with	me.	Misery	was	led	by	Desire,	and	Guilt	(who	was	never	far	behind)	was	also
close	on	my	heels	along	with	all	 their	cohorts.	The	flaming	sea	shifted	and	was	again	at
my	left,	but	the	hill	remained	still	ahead.

	

We	ran	without	stopping	until	I	reached	the	hilltop.	I	stood	on	top	of	the	hill	looking	out	in
every	 direction.	 Those	 demons	 of	 mine;	 fearing	 abandonment	 -	 they	 watched	 in
anticipation	of	my	next	move.	Further	out	into	the	distance	I	observed	a	structure	standing
alone.	Then	the	hill	began	to	sink	downward;	it	flattened	out	and	turned	itself	into	a	basin.
I	now	walked	upward	 toward	 that	 structure	ahead.	As	 I	came	closer	and	closer	 to	 it,	 its
appearance	changed.	It	expanded	with	each	step	closer.	The	closer	I	got	to	it,	the	larger	it
grew	in	size.	By	the	time	I	came	within	close	proximity	to	the	building	it	had	grown	and
changed	its	appearance	until	it	now	resembled	in	size	and	shape	the	Pantheon	of	Ancient
Rome	–	‘the	temple	to	all	gods’.	And	color	returned	to	the	scenery	as	well.	The	pillars	that
held	up	the	structure’s	roof	were	massive.	The	entire	building	looked	as	if	it	were	made	of
marble.	‘Obdurate’	was	an	obnoxious,	stubborn	and	cantankerous	spirit.	And	he	refused	to
go	 any	 further	 –	 so	 he	 squatted	 there	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 stairs	 and	 waited.	 I	 began
climbing	the	formidable	stairs	–	and	climb	I	did.	There	were	only	about	twenty	or	so	steps
to	 conquer,	 but	 it	was	 like	walking	 up	 the	 downside	 of	 an	 escalator.	Up,	 I	walked	 and
walked	 -	but	was	again	going	no-where	 fast.	The	demons	 that	 followed	behind	were	no
longer	company,	they	had	become	irritants.	I	hated	seeing	them	(and	that	ancient	demon
‘Hate’	was	 there	 too)	 –	 for	 they	were	my	 own	 reflection.	 They	were	 reminders	 of	my
feelings,	my	life	that	was	now	gone	–	taken	away.	I	was	curious	to	know	who	or	what	was
inside	 the	building.	But	I	was	becoming	frustrated	 in	my	attempt	 to	reach	the	 top	of	 the
stairs.	With	each	advancing	step	that	I	took	upward	–	it	seemed	like	another	appeared.	The
child	whose	name	was	‘Dejected’	began	to	cry	in	the	arms	of	his	mother	‘Misery’	as	they
all	too	followed	in	my	footsteps.	I	became	annoyed	and	it	angered	me.	Then	another	spirit
appeared	with	us	on	the	staircase	–	and	her	name	was	‘Anger’.	And	she	was	a	powerful
spirit	 –	 and	 she	was	a	 friend	 to	 ‘Hate’	 (but	not).	She	 (Anger)	 turned	around	 to	 face	 the
other	 demons	 and	 yelled	 out	 to	 them	 (with	 a	 harsh	 voice)	 in	my	 behalf:	 “STOP	 IT!!!”
Frightened	still,	 the	other	demons	 froze	 in	 their	 tracks.	One	of	 the	demons	whose	name
was	‘Coward’	turned	and	ran	away.	I	was	impressed	and	I	thought	to	myself;	‘why	didn’t	I
think	of	that?	’	I	looked	at	the	pitiful	things	behind	me	and	I	realized	that	it	was	them	all
along	who	were	impeding	my	advancement	–	slowing	me	down.	And	I	thought	about	what



the	Buddha	had	 said	 to	me	 in	 life,	 at	 the	Shaolin	 temple:	 “that	 self-doubt	 (among	other
things	–	I	also	now	realized)	was	the	only	thing	that	has	truly	held	me	back”	…and	I	took
another	step	forward.	This	time	the	stairs	did	not	regenerate	and	I	successfully	reached	the
top	–	leaving	the	disgruntled	spirits,	including	‘Anger’	behind.

At	the	top	of	the	stairway,	on	the	landing	were	two	very	sharp	dressed	and	distinguished
looking	fellows;	both	with	their	heads	held	high.	One	of	them	was	named	‘Pride’	and	his
twin	brother	was	‘Arrogance’.	Pride	pointed	 to	 the	buildings	entrance	and	said:	“Follow
me”.	Then	Arrogance	 in	 turn	pointed	 to	 the	 same	entryway	and	 said:	 “No,	 follow	me”.
They	began	 to	 quarrel	 amongst	 themselves;	 ‘who	would	be	 the	 leader?’	 I	 ignored	 them
both	 –	 leaving	 them	 to	 their	 own	 discord,	 and	 headed	 towards	 the	 entrance.	 Over	 the
doorway	was	a	sign	carved	into	the	stone	that	read:	Hall	of	Records.	As	I	walked	through
the	doorway,	the	building’s	interior	seemed	to	have	expanded	greatly.	Though	the	exterior
was	 indeed	 massive	 –	 the	 inside	 was	 even	 far	 more	 spacious	 than	 the	 outside	 had
otherwise	indicated.	There	was	someone	who	occupied	the	desk	in	the	reception	area.	At
first	 I	 thought	he	had	his	 chair	 turned	backwards	 and	was	 asleep.	Because	he	 sat	 at	 the
desk	facing	the	wall	to	his	back…but	it	was	not	his	back.	His	head	was	on	backwards	and
his	body	faced	toward	me,	and	his	name	was	‘Past’.	He	asked	me	my	name	and	I	told	him:
“Midas	King”.	I	asked	who	was	he?	And	he	spoke	–	but	I	could	not	see	the	performance
of	his	mouth,	 for	his	face	was	 turned	in	 the	opposite	direction	and	he	said	 to	me:	“I	am
still	the	keeper	of	all	things	gone	by…of	what	before,	I	was”	.
He	looked	into	his	registry	and	located	my	name,	then	directed	me	inside	saying:	“Gone
that	way	-	went”.	I	walked	away	from	his	desk,	leaving	him	looking	backwards	–	forever
dwelling	in	the	past.	Inside	the	colossal	hall	was	an	immense	gallery	of	books,	files	and
ledgers…an	enormous	 library.	 In	 the	center	of	 the	 library	was	a	 solitary	 table	and	chair
with	a	single	book	that	sat	there	by	itself;	waiting	for	me.	I	walked	over	to	the	table	and
seated	 myself.	 The	 book	 was	 large	 and	 it	 had	 my	 name	 on	 it.	 I	 sat	 there	 with	 it	 –
apprehensive…unsure	 as	 to	whether	 I	 should	 open	 it	 or	 not.	And	 again	 I	 felt	my	 hand
squeeze.

I	continued	to	sit	at	the	table	staring	at	the	book.	After	what	was	probably	several	days	in	a
‘life-experience	time	frame’	–	 I	did	finally	decide	 to	open	 it.	But	 I	was	not	prepared	for
what	it	revealed.



Chapter	V

The	book	with	my	name	on	it	was	filled	with	images,	 text	and	sound-bytes	–	just	 like	a
television,	but	with	pages.	But	unlike	 television	–	 the	 images	were	much	more	 realistic.
They	were	 three	dimensional	–	 they	were	very	 life-like;	 almost…alive.	The	pages	were
also	filled	with	my	demons.	The	book	contained	the	story	of	my	life,	and	those	evil	spirits
occupied	every	page,	picture	and	paragraph…my	life	was	tainted.	Each	page	represented	a
particular	moment,	time	or	event	in	my	life…many	of	them	were	disturbing	and	I	thought
about	when	Aunt	Debbie	once	scolded	me:	‘the	truth	hurts	(doesn’t	it?	)’	she	said.

I	opened	 the	book’s	cover	 and	 the	 first	page’s	 text	 literally	 screamed	at	me:	 “You	Self-
Righteous	 Son-of-a-B*tch!”	 Sound	waves	 came	 from	 the	words	with	 such	 force	 that	 it
created	 a	 undulating	 current	 of	 motion	 throughout	 my	 entire	 body.	 I	 was	 pressed	 hard
against	the	back	of	the	chair,	my	head	jerked	back,	my	hair	stood	on	ends	as	if	electrified,
and	my	facial	skin	and	flesh	rippled	across	my	face	like	when	a	pebble	is	dropped	into	the
center	of	a	pond.

After	the	initial	shock	I	recomposed,	but	was	hesitant	about	turning	the	next	page.	I	looked
toward	 the	 front	 of	 the	 building	 and	 beyond	 the	 vestibule	 I	 could	 see	 ‘Pride’	 and
‘Arrogance’	 peeking	 in	 at	me	–	whispering	 to	 one	 another	 in	 a	 conspiratorial	manner.	 I
continued	 to	 hesitate	 and	 pause	 –	 so	 the	 next	 page	 turned	 itself.	 The	 book	 was	 in
chronological	order.	There	I	was	as	a	child	playing	in	the	alley	behind	my	home	with	pals
of	mine.	We	had	put	three	alley	cats	in	a	tin	garbage	can	to	let	them	fight.	I	had	forgotten
all	about	this	but	now	it	flooded	back	into	my	memory.	The	cats	were	ripping	each	other
apart.	Each	time	the	cats	paused	their	attack	on	one	another,	we	would	kick	the	can	and	re-
arouse	 their	 anger.	Finally	we	poured	 lighter	 fluid	 into	 the	can	and	 ignited	 it.	When	we
kicked	 the	 can	 over;	 the	 cats	 all	 spilled	 out	 and	 took	 off	 running	 down	 the	 alley	 in
different	 directions;	 ablaze	 and	 screaming	 in	 agony…we	 thought	 it	 was	 funny	 and	 we
laughed.	For	the	next	few	pages;	similar	detesting	events	played	out	in	the	book	and	I	was
emotionally	sickened…I	was	wicked	and	I	belonged	here	in	hell.	The	book	also	showed
me	 as	 a	 rebellious,	 awkward	 teenager	 filled	with	 huff,	 going	 through	 the	 neighborhood
breaking	out	car	windows	–	vandalizing	property	for	no	apparent	reason	at	all.	There	were
plenty	of	similar	scenes	like	this	one	as	well.	But	the	most	disturbing	portion	of	the	book
was	in	its	representation	of	my	adulthood.	I	had	spent	many	years	of	my	life	in	a	state	of
bitterness	and	self	pity	–	 finding	 fault	with	every	 facet	of	 life…unappreciative	of	God’s
most	 splendid	 gift	 (which	 was	 life	 itself).	 The	 most	 negative	 parts	 seemed	 to	 have
climaxed	on	the	day	that	I	tried	to	end	it	all.	That	is	where	the	book’s	pages	should	have
stopped.	That	was	 the	day	I	attempted	suicide	–	 the	day	I	 tried	 to	destroy	 the	 temple	of
God…to	 kill	 myself.	 And	 the	 book	 also	 had	 pages	 of	 good	 and	 happy	 times.	 But	 my
demons	 (though	 lesser	 ones	 now)	 occupied	 those	 passages	 as	 well.	 There	 was	 a	 lazy-
looking	 spirit	 there	 by	 the	 name	 of	 ‘Procrastination’.	 He	 was	 a	 loafing	 demon	 who
appeared	 innocent	 enough,	 but	 was	 the	 ultimate	 weapon	 of	 self	 destruction.	With	 him,
caution	was	always	thrown	to	the	wind.	For	with	the	ease	of	carelessness	he	left	open	the
gateway	for	many	others	to	enter.	And	they	filed-in	like	an	army	on	the	march.	And	those
others,	 they	were	more	deceptive,	vile	and	despicable	 than	he.	Spoken	truly,	 their	hearts
were	 ports	 with	 deep	 harbors.	 Favoring	massive	 vessels	 carrying	 huge	 cargos	 of	 spite,



jealousy,	 envy	 and	 resentment.	 After	 my	 analysis	 of	 The	 Spirit	 of	 Procrastination	 I
realized	 that	 my	 Aunt	 Debbie	 was	 right	 when	 she	 said:	 “An	 idle	 mind	 is	 the	 devil’s
workshop”.	There	was	not	much	more	of	this	I	could	take	–	so	in	anger	I	flipped	the	book
over	on	its	other	side	and	opened	it	from	the	back	end.	But	those	pages	were	yet	blank	–
and	there	were	many	of	them.	What	did	this	mean?	I	fanned	through	to	the	middle	of	the
book	 and	 there	 were	 still	 more	 blank	 pages	 –	 the	 compilation	 of	 my	 life	 seemed
incomplete.	I	was	confused	and	dumfounded.	Finally	I	came	to	what	appeared	as	my	last
day	of	life	–	the	final	scene	before	my	going	to	hell.	The	moment	I	 lost	my	life	and	my
alternate	virginity.	I	could	not	bare	to	re-live	it.	I	felt	nothing	but	disgust.	So	out	of	shame
and	anger,	I	closed	the	book	and	shoved	it	off	the	table	onto	the	ground.	Then	right	there
in	my	mist	appeared	a	very	dangerous	and	frightful-looking	beast.	It	was	winged	and	had
two	heads	and	four	horns.	It	was	evil	and	vindictive.	The	first	head	displayed	a	face	with
green	eyes	that	were	hard	and	cool	as	emeralds.	Around	its	neck	was	a	chain	fastened	to	a
dog-tag	that	read:	‘Revenge’.	The	second	head	bore	a	face	whose	eyes	were	blood	red	like
rubies.	 It’s	 dog-tag	 read:	 ‘Retribution’.	 These	 fiercely	 ugly	 heads	 were	 reared-up	 as	 I
thought	about	Krad	Re’ficul.	Lucifer;	 that	ultimate	demon	who	 is	 truly	 the	 root,	curator
and	upholder	of	all	evil…and	the	reason	for	my	incarceration.	And	I	also	 thought	about
‘EarthQuake’;	that	villainous	fiend:	he	took	my	manhood,	my	dignity	and	my	life.	When	I
was	dying	I	felt	myself	being	stolen	-	robbed.	I	remembered	that	I	gradually	slipped	out	of
consciousness	and	my	alternate	virginity	slipped	away	as	well.	 I	 recalled	 it	all;	how	my
body	 felt	 limp	 and	 weak	 as	 I	 felt	 his	 grow	 stiff	 and	 strong…and	 those	 were	 my	 last
memories	of	life…I	felt	so	humiliated	I	could	cry	(…and	I	did).	I	laid	there	in	the	Hall	of
Records	in	the	midst	of	Hades	with	my	arms	sprawled	out	hugging	the	table;	faced-down
on	its	surface	in	a	puddle	of	tears,	sobbing	profusely.	And	that	patronizing	Beast	with	two
heads	 and	 four	 horns	 tenderly	wrapped	 its	 leathery	wings	 around	me	 –	 enveloping	my
entire	 being.	 Pacifying	 and	 nurturing	 inner	 emotions	 that	 would	 be	 best	 left	 at	 bay.	 It
soothed	me	with	sympathy	in	order	to	serve	its	own	ambitions.	As	if	it	were	performing	a
reverse	exorcism,	It	attempted	to	encourage	and	coax	out	of	and	away	from	me	any	last
remaining	vestiges	of	good	-	and	my	hollowed-out,	abandoned	soul	would	become	a	new
habitat	 for	 evil.	 The	monster	 ‘Revenge	 and	Retribution’	 provided	 false	 comfort	 for	me.
But	I	managed	to	dispel	them	as	I	recalled	words	of	wisdom	from	aunt	Debbie:	‘revenge	is
mine	 sayeth	The	Lord’.	 Then	 my	 hand	 pulsed	 and	 throbbed.	 Something,	 some	 kind	 of
unknown	force	was	squeezing	me	again.	 I	 raised	my	head	 to	 look	around	and	check	on
those	lurking	spirits	but	they	were	nowhere	present.	It	was	then	that	I	heard	a	voice	in	my
head	–	yet	 it	was	not	 in	my	head…but	a	voice	it	was.	The	voice	was	reciting	the	ninety
first	psalm	of	the	Holy	Scriptures.	I	knew	the	passage	well,	so	I	too	began	to	recite	it	in
unison	with	the	voice:	“He	that	dwelleth	in	the	secret	place	of	The	Most	High	shall	abide
under	the	shadow	of	The	Almighty…”	The	scripture	made	me	think	about	something	that
my	friend	David	once	said	to	me:	“That	both	heaven	and	hell	are	a	state	of	mind	and	a
present	condition.”	I	looked	up	at	the	Hall’s	ceiling	and	miraculously,	it	began	to	dissolve.
Then	 the	walls	 too	began	 to	dissolve.	 I	became	frightened,	 (what	 in	hell	was	happening
now?	I	wondered).	For	the	life-in-death	of	me	-	I	kept	reciting	the	holy	scripture:	“…only
with	 thine	 eyes	 shalt	 thou	 behold	 and	 see	 the	 reward	 of	 the	 wicked…”	 Then	 the
bookshelves,	the	table,	everything	–	it	was	all	like	a	sandcastle	being	washed	away	by	the
tide.	 I	 saw	 through	 the	 now-absent	 ceiling,	 (overhead)	 the	 skies	 of	 hell	 roaring	 like	 a
rolling	inferno.	It	was	red,	orange	and	terrible,	like	a	massive	out	of	control	gasoline	fire	–



it	 was	 filled	with	 RAGE.	With	my	 hands	 I	 covered	my	 ears	 to	 protect	my	 eardrums	 -
trying	 to	 dampen	 the	 excessively	 loud	 noise	 caused	 by	 so	many	 tremendous	 crashes	 of
thunder.	Extreme	bolts	of	white	lightning	flashed	across	the	rolling	flamed	sky.	Hell	was
angry	as	such	with	me.	SCARED	–	like	I	could	actually	die	again…yet	too	afraid	to	close
my	eyes;	I	was	more	frightened	now	in	death	than	I	had	ever	been	in	life.	I	thought	about
when	King	Solomon	spoke	at	the	banquet:	“Where	the	mind	dwells	–	may	Ye	dwell	also.”
So	I	continued	reciting	the	precious	psalm	(and	the	skies	thus	became	meaner):	“…I	will
be	with	him	in	 trouble.	 I	will	deliver	him,	and	honor	him…”	Suddenly	my	chair	melted
away	and	I	fell	to	the	floor.	Then	the	floor	too	degenerated	and	I	began	to	free	fall	into	the
depths.	Every	demon	in	hell	let	loose	and	screamed	out	with	envy	and	anguish	as	my	body
tumbled	 and	 turned	 –	 rolling	 and	 spinning	 in	 every	 direction	 until	 everything	 turned
blinding	white.	Out	of	the	chaos,	a	figure	appeared	in	the	center	of	that	light.	He	stretched
out	his	hand	to	me.	I	recognized	the	figure…it	was	Nhebvia	–	the	guardian	angel.	My	free
falling	ended	when	something	that	I	can	only	describe	as	a	net	(like	the	safety	device	used
by	acrobats	and	tight-rope	walkers)	broke	my	fall.	But	only	it	was	not	a	net	–	there	was
nothing	there	visible	at	all,	not	even	the	guardian	angel	–	he	too	was	now	absent.	I	was	in
an	emptiness,	a	void	–	a	nebulous	space.	All	was	quiet,	but	I	knew	now	that	all	was	well.
There	 was	 no	 more	 light	 –	 yet	 there	 was	 no	 darkness	 either.	 The	 quiet	 was	 still	 and
peaceful	…so	quiet	you	could	hear	a	feather	drop.	There	was	an	echoing	of	peace.	I	felt
the	 squeezing	 sensation	at	my	hand	again.	The	quiet	 lasted	 for	 a	while,	 then	 I	began	 to
hear	in	the	distance	a	faint	sound	erupting…it	was	a	beep	–	then	another.	A	beeping	sound
like	that	of	an	electronic	device.	The	sound	became	more	regular	and	more	distinct.	Then
gradually,	through	the	nebulas	haze;	with	third	party	vision	I	saw	her	–	she	was	with	me…
with	myself.	 I	 saw	 us	 both	 through	 the	 void.	 My	 physical,	 material	 body	 was	 in	 the
prison’s	infirmary	laying	in	a	bed	with	a	real	mattress	and	clean	cotton	sheets.	She	was	a
nurse	in	a	crisp	white	uniform.	She	sat	beside	me	in	a	chair;	holding	my	hand…squeezing
it	at	times	–	coaxing	me,	comforting	me,	assuring	me	that	I	was	not	alone.	My	eyes	were
closed…I	was	 in	 a	 coma	 –	weeping.	 From	 those	 closed	 eyes;	 tears	 streamed	 down	my
blank,	inanimate	face.	With	care	and	affection;	Laura	kindly	wiped	them	away,	absorbing
my	pains	with	her	heart	as	she	completed	her	recitation	of	the	ninety	first	psalm	of	David:
“…with	long	life	will	I	satisfy	him,	and	show	him	my	salvation	–	Amen.”	I	was	Alive!!!
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