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He Created, so I Live.

I Have Life.

I Have Spirit.

I Have Freewill.

I Have a Purpose.

I Have a Name.

I Am a Daemon of Hell.

My name is Ezekiel Sykes and I’m very pleased to meet you.

“Wow, pretty intense start Gem,” Caleb said, upon opening the journal. Beautiful, ornate black letters graced the silk like pages. He thumbed them, liking the luxuriant feel, and the soft hum they made.

“Where d’ya get it from?” The journal now closed, he took a second look at the cover, and then he traced his finger over the embossed graphic and letters that demanded attention.

“I found it in the box of bric-a-brac that’s been on top of the wardrobe since I moved in. I never got ‘round to sorting out what I wanted to keep, or get rid of, I just thought I’d do it today. I’ve also found me old family, photo album, we’ll have to have a look at ‘em when you’re off work eh? Anyway, ya might like the book, and it’ll give ya somethin’ to read when ya on yer break at work, stay in the canteen an’ read, keep outta the smokin’ hut and away from them cancer sticks!” She elbowed him and gave him the all-knowing, disapproving look of someone who’d never smoked.

He’d last smoked two months ago and been faithful since. He’d never smoke again, he’d already reconciled himself to that, and didn’t need any encouragement from anyone to help him achieve it. 

“I’ll give it a go and if I like it I’ll take it work with me. The paper only lasts me five minutes, so I could do with something decent to read, to get my teeth into. Don’t you want to read it?” He offered her the book back.

“Nah Cal, ya know I’m not much of a reader. Anyway, I don’t know ‘ow it got in me box of stuff, it’s not even mine. It’s probably me mothers, she’s an avid reader of all things strange, mumbo jumbo, the occult and all that.” She held up her hand, fingers splayed rebuffing his offer.

“O.K. Gem, I’ll give it a go. Thanks.” He left her in the bedroom sorting through her old life, and went into the kitchen and sat at the table then started to read.
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Hell.

A word shrouded in superstition and feared by millions of obedient souls for centuries. The longest shadow that it casts shortening with the loss of faith, due to the influence of science and the secularists. Now in more enlightened times, it is disregarded by the chic literati as nothing more but a concept and bondage, but still, we make room for those who disbelieve. It would be rude not to accommodate such lofty souls, wouldn’t it?

It’s a beautiful word misused by those men of faith who wield it as a weapon. A lasso to lash together illiterate or ignorant folks aeons ago, but even in enlightened times like today, there are fools who still hold fast to the venom these men spew without inspection of their claims. Preaching sanctimoniously from pulpits of self-righteousness, they espouse their dogma. My God, are they in for a shock when their time has come. They won’t have as much to say, I can promise you that. Their fervent ramblings of rampant hatred will be bitterly tempered.

The religious have long, lost their  true voice; just as they meekly surrendered their faith, chasing the material world, or worse, martyrdom, then making a mockery of all their beliefs. Those souls that hold belief, any belief, reside in the shadow that the word once cast. Indeed, sometimes it is best practice to remain in the dark, unseen and safe. But what about you?

What does it mean to you? No need to be hasty, take time to think. Let the word and its reputation crumble and dissolve onto the synapses of your precious Mon-keigh, (Daemon speak for mankind), brain, and so spark a thought, with a semblance of cultured reason.

What does it mean to you? Don’t say what you are about to say; blind faith and old wive’s tales have no place here; but I expected the jaded response.  You haven’t disappointed, just reaffirmed my kind’s bigotry towards your species.

I will elaborate and illuminate a truth you are too blind and fearful to see. You want to know about Hell? The real Hell? My home and dominion, and maybe yours? Who is to say? Not I, as I don’t have that power, only you do. Read on if you care, but do so with a modicum of respect, and a smidgeon of belief, it really will help you. Let’s continue.

Hell is God’s Country. Don’t look bemused or aghast or check the text, as you read it correctly. Hell has One Ruler, One Sovereign, One God embodied in the remarkable, most splendid being in Creation, My Lord and Master, Mr Morningstar. He is androgynously Beautiful, He is Power, He is Wise, He is Judgemental, He is the Light of the Stars, He is the Gatekeeper of Knowledge and He is Love. We adore and worship Him. 

Please keep reading, although I know you are incredulous to my revelations. Don’t let incredulity cost you more than you are willing to forfeit. Please read on or not...it’s up to you, express your free will, do what you desire.

Still here? Good, let us establish some basics about the wondrous realm of Hell. Let me say first that Hell is huge. Its scale is hard to convey to you, your Mon-keigh-wired brain won’t grasp the enormity of Hell. It just won’t, but let’s say there’s enough room for a billion, trillion souls and entities. I told you that you wouldn’t be able to grasp the sheer scale of the operation. It’s too much for your sense to believe.

You don’t think it’s real do you? It’s just there. It’s where “bad people” go, that’s what you were told, I know. You thought that it was some mystical Narnia? The door to that wardrobe kept in the most shaded area of your consciousness, to be opened only once, when Death comes a knockin’ and collects the soul. What happens then? Where does the soul go? Nirvana, Paradise, Heaven or maybe Hell? To which god? Yes, there is more than one god!

There are many gods. Some are still listening and watching, waiting and conspiring, but only One can rule over them all, and He is my God. You don’t believe that do you? Never mind, only some of your kind do. Your species lack of tangible experience on matters of the Universe(s), is what luckily holds you back.

Hell. It’s a real, solid-touch and you’ll feel it, sniff, and you’ll smell it-world. It’s just a different way that reality is expressed, one that some of humankind will experience. It’s as real as the journal that is so crudely grasped by your Mon-keigh paws. I can feel that you’re curious about the journal, so let me explain some of it to you.

So, the binding, the cover, the pages and ink are unique. I can vouch that you will never have held, nor read a tome of its kind before. Well it’s obvious you haven’t, as the book is from Hell, right? Right?

You’ve noticed the peculiarities and special qualities of the book, haven’t you? Feel the page now. Properly, between finger and thumb. Now underline with your finger and read a sentence or two. Can you feel the mild heat that radiates off the page, and soothes, or the slight luminescence of each word of truth? The pages themselves feel as smooth and sensual as the finest silk ever woven, though they won’t tear nor degrade, or fire consume, and liquid will not bleed the text. How truly miraculous is that? Awe inspiring I’d say. Have you heard the voices emanating as you turn each page? Some lamentation or what not, it’s very faint like a lover’s whisper, but they are there. If you can’t at the moment it doesn’t matter, they have very little to say.

Well you can’t deny the journal’s beauty, nor its special qualities. It truly is a work of wonder. All Daemon Journals are, the Tomes of the Princes of Hell are so splendid that if you were to see their radiant glory, you’d be turned to ash before a word was read. All the Journals, Tomes and Codex are made from the most magnificent commodity in any universe, and that is Spirit Essence. Now, although I can feel your interest we must move on and continue our overview of Hell.

Curious and arrogant are the two words most descriptive of your kind. You’re curious to know what shouldn’t be known, you seek what shouldn’t be sought, and take what was never offered. Curiosity can lead to great advancement, but at what price?

The arrogance that you harbour as the self-appointed elite of the Universe, and God’s Special beings, makes a mockery of all Creation. Let me shatter this grandiose view that you hold, and simply tell you that you’re not. No Mon-keigh, not at all. Not My God’s Special Creations but those you pray to: the Lords of Hate and Vengeance and Slanderers of the Universe. The Masters of the Universe, of you, and everything in it, they’d have you believe, but they aren’t. They are not quite as omnipotent as you believe they are. Your Gods make me weep with their ineptitude and propaganda, they really do.
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