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The Devil



 



That’s
Me







May I introduce myself? I am
the devil. When God created mankind, I didn’t want to bow to that
objectionable creature (as God ordered me to). After my rebellion
against God, I was banished to hell. There I am allowed to punish
all those who have gone astray and have done evil things. My goal
is to gather as many people as possible in hell in order to prove
to God that humans are evil creatures. That's why I often help my
cause by influencing people and making pacts with them. I promise
heaven to many of them, if only they worship someone other than
God. This scam is going pretty well. I convince people to do bad
things. Hence, I urge geriatric nurses to torment and neglect older
people who are in need of special care. I also make surgeons forget
operating implements in the patient's abdomen, or even let them
make mistakes out of arrogance during surgery. I trick defense
lawyers into deciding to defend the worst offenders. I get teachers
and priests to abuse children; they like to do that way too much. I
seduce women to kill their own children. I drive many people to
commit suicide. I promote violence against children, babies, women
and animals. I sow discord among everyone and convince countries to
start wars. I promise a lot of power to some people, if only they
oppress and torture others. I have already brought billions of them
to hell - even those to whom I have promised heaven. I take on a
human form and walk among them - always with a new appearance. I am
at several places at once, influencing and torturing people. Humans
are unworthy – they aren’t worthy that I bow to them. I will prove
that!



 





Right now, I'm sitting in a
bar watching a married banker wash down his frustration with
alcohol and flirt with a much younger woman. As soon as the young
woman goes to the toilet, I go over to Donald Harper, the banker,
and sit down next to him.

"You look very unhappy, my
friend! Do you want to talk about it?“ I ask in a friendly
tone.

"Well, I'm a bit sad," the
banker replies.

"How come? What is it that
depresses you so much?“

"Well, I can’t stand my
wife. I wonder why I married her in the first place. She is so
dumb. She’s an alcoholic and she's always arguing about trivial
matters. I have nothing in common with her. I think I used to be in
love with her because she was pretty. But her beauty fades as years
go by. Now I have a fat, wrinkled, quarrelsome tyrant as a wife,
and that makes me unhappy!”

"You're not young anymore
either. Your hair is very sparse.“

"Right, but I'm slim and
look young enough for young women to be interested in
me."

"This is true! Listen, why
don’t you get a divorce?“

"I don't want to pay this
stupid woman alimony, and I don’t want to give her half of my
property!"

"You don’t have to! I know
many people who can help you! Do you want to tackle your
problem?“

"Of course!"

"Well! I know a great lawyer
who can help you!” I say.

"Great! Thanks!"



 




The
Divorce







Donald Harper was quite
disappointed after the first court negotiation. Although Trevor
Dayne (the man he met at the bar) had promised him a very good
lawyer, Donald thought that his attorney lacked bite and repartee.
In addition, the female judge was apparently a man-hater. She
demanded Donald prove exactly how much money he had and how much in
investments he owned. His lawyer advised him to hide money. Donald
took the money he had in a bank deposit box and, on a short
vacation to Switzerland, he deposited it in a friend's account. It
was almost bewitched: when he fetched the money from the bank
deposit box and brought it to his place of work in a suitcase, he
met a friend of his (ex-)wife on the way, who started a
conversation with him. Fearing that this man could know what he was
doing, he quickly ended the conversation and hurried off. He
surrendered his bank deposit box so that he didn’t have to reveal
its content. His lawyer also advised him to ask his daughter to
report her mother for neglect and abuse to the police. Since her
mother was an alcoholic, she often terrorized her only daughter.
But for some reason his daughter Cassandra refused to report her
mother. At the time he was living with his daughter in a furnished
apartment, while his ex-wife Valerie occupied his house. Not until
Donald had paid Valerie the value of half of his house by order of
the court , did Valerie leave his house and move
into a small apartment. Then Donald went back to his house with his
daughter Cassandra.



But strange things began
happening in the house. Alarm clocks rang at times they weren’t set
for. Houseplants moved and curtains moved, although the windows
were closed and there was no draft. Cassandra's hair dryer made
funny noises every now and then while she used it. The volume on
the TV got louder and louder without anyone pressing the remote
control. Another TV set wasn’t working anymore. The light went off
in the bathroom when Cassandra was having a bath. The fuse was
fine, the bulb was all right, and in the other rooms the lights
were still on. Cassandra had to spend some time in the dark. It was
extremely cold in the house despite the warm Florida temperatures,
even though the air conditioning was off. Donald felt an invisible
cold hand touch him every now and then. He heard strange noises in
his bedroom, like the splash of water, someone vomiting, or
knocking on his bedroom door, although nobody was there. A radio
kept playing, despite the fact that it was turned off; it continued
playing after the plug was pulled. After some time, Donald came to
the conclusion that Valerie - because she was so angry about the
divorce - used black magic in order to intimidate him. Donald
looked up Trevor Dayne's phone number, called him, and made an
appointment with him. They met in the bar where they'd first
met.
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