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			Prologue

			The mystery of Halloween began at early dusk on  October 31 in the gloomy year of 666 BC. A bright star fell from beyond the stars of the most highest heaven down into the dark abyss, flickering as it lost its brilliant light of righteousness.

			Halloween is celebrated once every year. The ritual of Halloween continues for a few days after November 1, which is called Día de los Muertos, or Day of the Dead. These yearly rituals of Halloween and the Day of the Dead are connected, as anyone researching this topic thoroughly would find out.

			Halloween’s dark, evil spirit eventually spread throughout the world. The origin of Halloween occurred near a huge stone pyramid somewhere in Mexico that reaches toward the heavens, surrounded by human skulls and cempasuchil flowers. This traditional pyramid is connected to a ball court, on which Mesoamerican peoples known as the Aztec and the Maya, and South American peoples known as the Inca, played a ball game called Game of the Gods. The ball they used, made of solid rubber, was called olli in the ancient Nahuatl language. This rubber ball was about fifteen to twenty centimeters (six to eight inches) in diameter, slightly smaller than a human head.

			The scene opens up with a huge orb of light at the top of the pyramid. The orb looks like one huge all-seeing eye that is looking down toward the bottom of the pyramid, where a ball game is in progress. This action-packed Game of the Gods has specific rules that allow you to use only your elbows, knees, hips, or head to make contact with the ball. A huge muscular man wearing the royal headdress of a leader is a captured prisoner, playing ball for his life against a handpicked athlete named Molech, who has the face and head of a horned owl. Molech flexes his abdominal muscles to bounce the ball off his hips, allowing it to bounce only once off the ground. Then he uses his knee to bounce the ball through a ring hoop high on the stone wall, scoring the winning goal.

			“No!” screams the frightened, muscular man with the royal headdress. He does not lose graciously, struggling when he is subdued instantly by four strong warriors. He is slowly escorted against his will up the pyramid steps toward an altar, where five priests of the highest rank await. The man, the chief leader of another tribe, is a prisoner. He resists with every step he takes, but he is overpowered nonetheless.

			As they reach the top altar, the strong warriors slam their captive on the sacrificial stone. The five priests assume control by grabbing and stretching out his legs and arms. As the shirtless captive muscular man is being held down by the five priests, they force his back against the sacrificial stone in a way that exposes his chest for the purposes of a ritual sacrifice on the best night of the year—Halloween. The beat of the huehuetl, or vertical drum, begins. A musician beats on the drum, which is made of dried animal skin and mounted atop a wood frame, using two rubber-headed mallets to produce a twotone note. The music is to please their feathered serpent god, whose mysterious past had him in charge of a divine orchestra of celestial music.

			The fifth priest—a huge, muscular man named Saman—rises boldly to his feet—while the four other priest hold down their frightened captive. Big Saman wears ancient ceremonial robes made of fine plants with dried human skin and bones, and a face mask made of a human skull that’s decorated with mosaics. He smirks…as he holds a smelly bloodstained knife over the man…who’s forcefully being held down by his colleagues. The large crowd loudly cheers, “Saman! Saman!” The sweating man, nervously scared, lies helpless on the sacrificial altar... crying. His eyes frightfully open up more than normal— like large moons—while he watches the sharp knife aimed at his chest.

			Saman smiles, exposing his funny-looking ugly teeth through the skull face mask. With no remorse, he strikes the helpless muscular man in the chest. Blood explodes out, bursting in the air like a fountain. Saman quickly reaches inside the man’s chest cavity, pulls out the beating heart with his strong hands, and shouts in jubilation, “Feliz cumpleaños, Satan!” The ground and pyramid rumble, and then fire and smoke come out from the ground, forming smoky fire around Saman. Devilishly pleased, Saman hands the moving, loudly beating human heart to a demonic-looking feathered serpent dragon beast, who mysteriously appeared from the smoke and fire.

			The feathered serpent’s brilliant emerald eyes hint that he was once very beautiful, but has since fallen into this hideous demonic form. The feathered serpent—called Kukulkan to the Maya, Quetzalcoatl to the Aztecs, and Supay to the Incas—uses his strong hand to firmly hold a solid gold cup that has a human skull design on it. With his other hand, he positions the beating heart above the gold cup. He squeezes the beating heart to make the blood drop out into his gold cup, but some blood drips onto the cup’s skull design. The feathered serpent puts the solid gold skull cup to his lips and smells the blood’s aroma. His eyes show pleasure while he drinks the warm blood slowly. Then he proclaims, “This is the day I was reborn! The hell I ween! This is my birthday! All I ever wanted was recognition…my honor, Father! I was forgotten! I had my pride! I still have my pride! I’ll get my throne! One day I’ll have a Novus Ordo Seclorum—New World Order!” His beast-like, evil-looking emerald eyes glow on Halloween night.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Many thousands of years have since passed. The story moves on to the present century. A man named Joe is asleep in a huge bedroom of his inherited Beverly Hills mansion. He hears in his dream a song similar to the Eagles’ song “Hotel California.” He remembers the fierce battle he had with Satan, piercing the Devil with the archangel Michael’s sword, plunging it deep into his chest, as he hears the song blast, “You just can’t kill the beast.” Then Joe sees a lake of flames and a huge snake with one large eye. The snake looks at Joe while it hisses angrily and slithers out of the lake. Joe suddenly wakes up from his nightmare.

			Worried about what he had just dreamed, and feeling sad and alone, Joe wishes to see the Father. He says, “I don’t even have my friend Herbie to talk to anymore and give me advice.” Joe gets out of his bed and walks a few feet. Seeking calm, he spots his inversion board contraption. He inserts his feet, lies on the board, and leans backward until he is inclined ninety degrees, hanging upside down like a bat in a cave. Joe takes deep breaths in and out as he lies vertically inclined. It makes him feel good when his back is stretched and his brain has plenty of blood to think. While Joe relaxes and stretches his spine, he looks at the altar in the far corner of his room that he’d made for worship to God. The beautiful altar is made of lava rocks, jade and ruby stones, and two tablets of turquoise with the Ten Commandments inscribed on them. Joe’s bedroom, with its heavy fireproof door, is locked from the inside with advanced celestial locks that no one can penetrate—not even Satan himself.

			Joe leans forward. The board he is lying on tilts and swivels to an upright position. He unlocks his feet, stands up smoothly from the board, and then walks gracefully away like a powerful lion over to his altar. Joe gets down on his knees and places his hands together to pray. He wishes to visit heaven and use the keys given to him by God to help him on his holy missions of honor. Joe begins to pray, “Our Father, who art in heaven—” He suddenly enters beautiful heaven as he envisions an orb of celestial light. He feels God’s glowing peaceful presence.

			“Joe, my son, what troubles you?”

			“Lord Father, I feel alone. It seems I’ve lost many people I loved who were once with me among the living,” Joe sobs. Suddenly, he sees Herbie, his old parrot friend, fly from God’s brilliant light and perch on his left shoulder. Joe beams with delight while Herbie kisses him with his little black tongue. “Herbie, my old friend, I missed you!” Joe says.

			The Lord God proclaims, “Joe, even though I granted you eternal life after your life on earth, you are still mortal and can die! Son, the Accuser knows this. Be careful, Joe.”

			“I do not fear death, Lord God. But …” Joe sheds a few tears.

			“I know what you think, Joe,” says the Lord God. “Herbie will be with you to comfort you, providing you with peace and advice. Remember, you have your Father’s guidance. You know, Joe, Herbie is with you temporarily until your time endeth on earth—whence the earth is no more.”

			“The end? What do you mean, Lord God, Father?” “Be gone, Joe!” the Lord God commands.

			And then Joe finds himself back on his knees next to his altar in his bedroom. The good thing is that Herbie is with Joe now. “Let’s go eat, Joe. Irk!” Herbie says, slobbering on Joe with his little black parrot tongue kisses.

			“It’s good to have you back with me, Herbie.” Joe smiles with praise to God. The days continue to pass.

			It’s early afternoon on October 31, a sunny, bright, and windy Halloween Day at a Beverly Hills, California, cemetery. At this cemetery there is a young man standing alone holding flowers. His name is Joe Benson. He smoothly uses his left hand to conceal his sword at his left side inside his saya, or scabbard, while he holds the flowers with his right hand. Joe is incognito with his sword underneath his custom-made stealth garment that is part of his royal knight battle armor, which he left at home. As he stands there, an abundance of very attractive flowers appealing to the eye in his right hand, he takes a deep breath of air. A small wind moves the flowers in his hand. He then, with tears in his eyes, kneels down in front of his family members’ tombstones. The cemetery caretaker walks by holding a pitchfork. Joe now relaxes to sit in the seiza position, moving the tops of his feet to the ground and, with his buttocks, sitting on the backs of his heels. Joe remembers his sensei, Musashi, stressing proper reiho (etiquette). Joe’s companion pet parrot Herbie rests on his left shoulder. Joe remembers his sensei saying, “Your heart is full of fertile seeds waiting to sprout. Just as a lotus flower springs from the mire to blossom splendidly, the interaction of the cosmic breath causes the flower of the spirit to bloom and bear fruit in this world.” Joe knows the importance of his role as an angel of God’s righteous light to fight against the dark evil forces. Joe pauses his thoughts and says aloud, “I miss you, family, being among the living.” He places the flowers with the lovely aroma softly in front of four tombstones. “These nice flowers sure do smell good!” Joe says. Herbie jumps off Joe’s shoulder, smells the flowers, and looks at Joe with parrot tears in his eyes. On one tombstone is etched, “Scientist, Biologist, Biochemist, Doctor Robert Benson, and beloved wife, Olivia Benson, a ballerina of the English Ballet Theatre.” The second tombstone reads, “Five-Star United States Army General Arnold Benson, who was a loving husband, father, and grandfather. “Honoring thy country starts at home!” The etching on the third tombstone reads, “Mary Benson, loving wife, and mother of Robert Benson.” The fourth tombstone says, “Mr. and Mrs. Adolfo Newton, stars of the English Ballet Theatre, beloved parents of Olivia Benson.”

			“Mother, Father, grandfathers, and grandmothers, I love and miss all of you in the living!” says Joe. He pauses, tears flowing from his eyes. Joe now reflects on memories of his father, Dr. Benson, carrying him on his shoulders as he drank fresh water from their well, while his mother, Olivia, walked with them, in her beautiful backyard garden filled with fruit trees, flowers, vegetables, and a brook with edible trout. He remembers visiting his father the doctor while he worked at the hospital, and watching a ballet performance of his mother the great ballerina. He sheds more tears as he remembers listening to his grandfather Adolfo talk about old England. As he looks at the general’s tombstone, he cracks a fond smile brought on by a memory. He remembers camping in the rugged mountains; learning to navigate by using the sun, the moon, and the seven celestial stars; learning how to find water underground; learning how to eat roots and bark; learning how to snare wild game; and learning to fish with a vine, using an insect as bait. But most importantly, he remembers listening to the benevolent guiding words of his grandfather the general, who often read the Holy Scriptures—the Word of God—by the campfire at night. Joe feels loss and sorrow while at his family members’ tombstones. He positions himself to get more comfortable, using his well-developed leg muscles to sit in a samurai Iaido half-seated position.

			Joe has a powerful divine sword, and is always at the ready for whatever may come, given that he never lets his guard down. Joe’s powerful left hand grips his saya. Placing his controlling thumb over his tsuka (sword guard), he is ready to pull out his sword quickly with either hand. He remembers practicing this ancient authentic samurai lesson with the late Sensei Musashi. Joe, now focusing and breathing air in deeply, begins closing his eyes, remembering the time he was unable to see Sensei Musashi creeping up behind him, as if to launch a surprise attack on him. He remembers practicing this drill many times with his sensei, and fighting against evildoers who attempted to kill Joe. Joe was alerted to the presence of evildoers many times using his enhanced keen sixth sense. He remembers fondly that Sensei Musashi was indeed behind him that time. Joe reflects what happened when Sensei Musashi attempted to carry out a deadly surprise attack with his razor-sharp katana. Joe remembers instinctively using an Iaido draw to pull out his katana in time, raising it over his head to masterfully block and deflect Sensei Musashi’s swing at Joe’s back head.

			Joe allows his mind to drift, recalling his Olympics fencing teacher Napoleon, from France, battling their swords’ lines of defense. He also remembers listening to his grandfather the general speaking, and guiding him with words of benevolence. And somewhere in all his memories, he hears heart-inspiring music from his sister, Rose, who plays a finely tuned grand piano.

			Joe now turns his thought to his life in the now. Sometimes he feels lonely, but his life has meaning and he is guided by a purpose. Joe knows he is a human who can be killed at any time. However, he has been chosen by the Father to be an angel, or a good deed messenger, while among the living here on earth. He was blessed with extraordinary human powers from God to fight evil here on earth, and he was given a sword from heaven inscribed with “Archangel of Honor.” Almighty God made it and gave it to him. Joe knows humans on earth are here for a reason, as God intended when he created humankind in his image.

			When Lucifer was a grand cherub, entrusted with many duties in heaven, Lucifer went along with God’s plan, until sin was found in his heart. Lucifer desired his own throne like the Most High. Although he had access to all the places in heaven, he could not see the forest for the trees. Therefore, a battle in heaven ensued. Ultimately, Lucifer was transformed into the Devil—Satan, the Dragon—and was cast out of heaven, taking with him a third of the angels, whom he’d beguiled into believing in him.

			Joe takes a deep breath to calm himself while bringing more oxygen into his bloodstream to muster up some energy. “Lord God, I know Satan wants to kill me, or have his demons do me in. I fear that if I have my own family someday, they will be persecuted by evil. However, now that I’m looking at my parents’ and grandparents’ graves, I’ve reconsidered. I have now been reassured within myself, knowing my parents and grandparents neither deterred their greatness nor feared evil. Consequently, they did form families out of love, and their love endured and was a thing of beauty in this world. Yes, it is a beautiful world if you look at the good things and not at the bad, evil things. Maybe this is why Lucifer first stumbled, and why he continues to stumble in his dark, evil ways,” Joe says.

			Joe’s sixth sense feels danger. Suddenly, a cold wind blows a crying woman’s message into Joe’s ears. The chilling wind seems to say, “Ay, mis hijos!” (Woe, my children!) Just then, Joe, using his peripheral vision, turns his head around and spots a woman wearing a black funeral dress. With a black veil covering her face, she is moving without making a sound, observing Joe. This dark shadow is near a newly made cement statue of a woman crying. The lurking shadow appears to be waiting for Joe to let his guard down. Joe feels this.

			Joe’s memory flashes back to a lesson from his sensei, Musashi. The sensei had said, “Fear robs you of heijoshin— peace of mind. As a true samurai, Joe, you do not fear death, so why should you fear anything that life might throw your way?”

			This mysterious woman seems to be mysteriously floating around the cemetery, crying with sounds of dark remorse. Joe cuddles his parrot Herbie. Herbie whispers, “Don’t fear, Joe. The Father is with us. Awk!” Then suddenly the woman disappears. The wind continues to whistle.

			Joe says, “Father, I know my days are numbered, being a human of flesh, blood, and bone, but Lord God, dear Father, nothing will deter me from my mission here on earth to do your bidding. I will love life and form a family someday. Si Dios quiere! God willing!” Still seated in a formal position, Joe is suddenly attacked from the rear by the cemetery caretaker, wielding his pitchfork. Immediately, Joe does an ushiro, drawing out his sword, and smoothly rear-thrusts it into the caretaker’s body, using a technique called suriyoku.

			“Uhgh!” screams the caretaker.

			Spinning around with one fluid movement to face his opponent, Joe raises his sword overhead, intending to use the monouchi, the strongest and sharpest edge of the blade. He drops his sword downward vertically—suichoku. The sword makes a whistling sound—whiff!—cutting the caretaker’s head—his atama—in half. Splunk! Joe then rises to his feet and flicks the caretaker’s blood off his sword and onto the ground, performing the act of chiburi. 

			Joe stands ready in the en garde position.

			“Let’s go home, Herbie,” Joe says.

			Herbie jubilantly flaps his parrot wings to take his position on Joe’s left shoulder. He says, “Irk! Anywhere away from here, Joe!” Herbie then kisses Joe on the face with his black parrot tongue.

			Suddenly, the woman statue comes alive, as if it has a demon inside it. The statue attacks Joe by swinging its hands. Joe bobs and weaves, slips, and backs away, like a boxer untouched. Joe quickly attacks landing a forward smooth side kick on the statute’s body, but he only knocks the heavy statue back a few feet.

			Herbie flies off Joe’s shoulder. “Careful, Joe; ark!”

			The statue woman comes forward. Joe says, “I am man! Be gone, demon!” As the statue woman lunges at Joe, he sees that it has tears of blood. Joe redirects the heavy statue by grabbing one of its arms and using its own energy to guide it into a tree. Crack! The cement woman appears to crack a little. “Hmm,” Joe whispers. He was taught well by Sensei Musashi to use the surroundings to his advantage.

			“Break, Joe! Break, Joe!” Herbie shouts. Joe unsheathes his sword and does a kirioroshi, a two-handed cut across the statue’s body. Pop! It breaks more.

			The woman statue screams, “Man will die!” It growls like a beast, once more coming after Joe.

			Joe brings his sword high over his head. “I rebuke you, demon!” He takes a step forward for momentum and simultaneously, with speed and power, brings his angel’s sword downward, striking the statue’s head. Crack!

			The woman statue growls with sounds from hell. “You  are nothing without the sword!”

			Joe looks up to the heavens. “Father, why do they  tempt you?”

			Herbie shouts from the air, “Show them, Joe. Irk!” Joe calmly sheathes his powerful sword from heaven. The demon inside the statue begins salivating blood from its mouth. Then it moves in Joe’s direction. Joe sinks his body downward for a powerful balanced stance to draw ki energy from inside him. Then he lets loose with a righthand palm strike to the center of the statue’s body. “Kia!” Joe shouts, his body, mind, and spirit connected as one. Kaboom! The woman statue explodes into little pieces, crumbling to the ground, leaving cement dust in the air.

			“Joe … Joe!” Herbie says, perching again on Joe’s right  shoulder.

			“Let’s go home, Herbie.”

			“What Joe say.” Herbie kisses Joe with his little black parrot tongue. They leave the cemetery slowly, not nearly fast enough for Herbie. “Run, Joe!”

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			A  few hours later, in another part of the world,  Tulum, Mexico, it’s a baking hot sunny Halloween afternoon. In the city of Tulum the air is filled with foulsmelling cempasuchil flowers, which bloom by a gloomy castle called El Castillo, which is situated on the beautiful coast of the Gulf of Mexico. Inside El Castillo one can see and hear thousands of spiders running on the floors and walls. It seems one can hear their spider voices speaking of the desire for human flesh to bite. Yes, there inside El Castillo there is a gathering of many witches and warlocks, conversing while they stand next to many human skeleton skulls that are inside a tzompantli (skull rack), preventing spiders from attempting to climb them. There is also a black cat, purring and rubbing itself against the skull rack. These powerful witches and warlocks arrived here from all over the world to fuse their power together for a spectacular evil Halloween night. “Sit down. Welcome to my castle!” the powerful witch from Endor, whose name is Samara, evilly says. She proudly wears her black velvet gown.

			There are spiders crawling all over the chairs, tables, and floors. The witches and warlocks flick them off their chairs with their hats or their hands. There are the screeching sounds of mice as they run rampant through the castle. Some mice run over some of the witches’ feet. “Ahh!” the witches scream. When the witches look to the ceiling, they see many bats with large teeth hanging upside down. One bat comes down, flying into the neck of a warlock. Its teeth almost bite the warlock’s neck, yet they do not, because the warlock grabs the bat, places it on the table in front of him, bite’s the bat’s neck, and then throws the creature on the floor, dead. “Let’s get on with this meeting, Samara!” the warlock shouts.

			Samara has a presence that is noticed by all. When she glares at you, her lure is attractive, but you sense a danger about her. The feeling of Halloween consumes Samara to desire extra energy. She goes into a trance, looking at her black cat. “Come here, my precious Jezebel!” Samara says. The familiar black cat jumps into Samara’s arms. Jezebel growls like a small demon, with pus and saliva profusely spurting out of its mouth. Samara feels a sudden surge of evil, making her big, dark, puffy owl- and sharklike eyes open wide. She looks deep into her hypnotizing crystal ball, which is on the heavy table in front of her, as she relays her thoughts out loud. “Men are the reason the world will always have wars. Men are in positions of leadership over the world, but I want to change this. In my façade of a life, I am just a Mother Superior, not the pope, but with my knowledge, I should be the papa, not the mama. Men in this world discriminate, just as the fallen angel has told me. After all, no fallen angel would dare lie to me. I am Samara, the greatest witch ever!” Samara proclaims.

			One of the warlocks stands. “Rubbish! I am a man! Men are not the problem in this world. Perhaps the women are. I feel offended, Samara! Take those words back, you bitch witch of a woman!” he says.

			“I thought you might be the warlock who challenges me, but I wasn’t sure—until now!” Samara raises one eyebrow. Giving a half smile, she continues. “I apologize to you, Warlock Chill, at this moment in time.”

			“Now that’s better, Witch of the Dark!” Warlock Chill says, boldly sitting back down.

			Samara suddenly spots something in her crystal ball. “Aha! Now I see a young man without his shirt on. He looks extremely athletic, with his muscles glistening. A healthy-looking parrot rests on his left shoulder. He is walking around some exotic garden. The sun shines on both of them. It must be a warm climate, probably somewhere in California. My witch powers read the young man’s lips, saying, ‘It felt good to visit my family at the cemetery, remembering them as they were among the living. Jesus will return in humankind’s final days, but are we not there, yet?’” Samara now sees the young man pause, look over his shoulder, and say, “Hmm. Herbie, my sixth sense feel as if some dark force is observing me now!”

			Samara also reads the parrot’s lips, saying, “Joe! Feel ugly force, ugly face too. Yuk! Chirp!”
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