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	 Introduction.


	 


	   I heard the Earth beneath one grave in a particular tremble. It made a grunting sound deep in the black soil. A grave I found in an abandoned graveyard. On a piece of forgotten, ancient land where they bury dead people that no one would want to find or see. One grave I heard rumble in fear and restlessness from what I imagined.


	   Dirt began to spill over on both sides of 1 grave in particular. A deep grave that belongs to a Young Man Name Billy Seals. Everyone, including every demon, was sent to a war of Hell. Every Human hoped that the godless forgot him. They say he walked into a mess that Hell and irresponsible Humans Created. Humans that dabbled in the dark. That fed on every weakness mankind had to offer.


	   An angel name Will. Someone you should never ask for by name. If you do, he will find you! He already knew what you wanted. A dark evil angel that resided on the Playgrounds of Earth. Only found in dark corners and crevices located on the Devil's Playground. He can only be found here on Earth if Humans search for him. You will find him, in the dark, in the back of your corrupt mind, in a world of crime where he will work his best. You!


	   They say a vision of someone or something down on the Black Earth still moves. It must be alive. Both Men and Women Claim. Someone who died woke beneath the black Earth and slowly rose. I believe the father that claimed the dark resurrected another demon to fight his battles on Earth. A deep dark voice rises behind those. I will return to Earth to find him if he is one of ours. He walks on black soil like those Humans.


	   After, the ground began to rumble and move as a life lived underneath. A Man Dressed in a light-colored, dull, dirty set of clothes started to rise. One hand first touches the solid black ground, then the other. A man crawled to his feet like it hurt to move or climb in a sudden grunt. First, one knee, then the other touches the black Earth beneath him like he could not stand. Like, he had been knocked down in a fight. A man who resembled a Leper rose in a cloak covered in dirt. A hood covered his head in a graveyard that no one visited now slowly rose to his feet. A much louder grunt echoes throughout the dark. Like, he had to force air into his lungs or out so he could breathe. His breath filled the black air around him. Once his lungs fill with air, he exhales it at once. He stares up at the skies overhead in wonder. His eyes, head, and chest face the dark. His chest fluctuated as he struggled for another breath of air. A Man in a dark hood covered in dirt, debris, and dust slowly fell to his feet with every move. They turned to face the darkness that surrounded him in complete wonder. The same tall man whispers in the dark after his lungs fill with air. My name is Billy. Where am I? Why have I returned to Earth? A soft white light glowed, speaks? Both lungs fill with air. He spits dust and dirt into a graveyard that he can finally see. He faced a wall of dim, dull light he had never seen before. Not here on Earth or whatever World he left. His eyes were glassy, filled with both a softness and death. Each eyeball looks like it is dead. A dead layer of death blanketed them both—a dark, hollow voice talked directly at him through a soft cloud of light. You have been chosen to lead Humans into battle against Evil. You will be equipped to stop the beast once he is vulnerable. He will and can be destroyed! Go, Earth Guardian! Find those that have been wrongly accused or will be.


	   I shall, "he answered. He coughs up what slid down his throat. The family will know you are no longer a Guardian. You have been chosen to walk a path unknown to Family, Relatives, and Friends. Even if you were to see them again, you would remain unrecognizable to them, and to them, you. Everyone that once knew you or you them. It will only be remembered if it is Willed unless your vision or strength surpasses those of human qualities. Only darkness will remain in your vision for justice until you return to the very Earth in which you have been granted another chance in life to find those in need of an Earth Guardian's Service. You have been resurrected to fight against Evil. Join the World of the living, Guardian. Go in Peace? May the Gods of Peace be with you in your time of need if it is ever needed. Find those that you have been chosen to find. A soft cream-colored light vanished before his eyes, leaving him docile at first. He can see nothing except a graveyard that surrounds him. A dark deep, 6-foot empty grave remained at his feet. It Told him he climbed up without any recollection of dying, killing, or his death. He can remember none other than a serenade of words that a Spirit or an Angel Spoke.


	   Someone or something suddenly vanished before his eyes. He turns to his right to face a wall of headstones. Nothing woke him like rodents, critters, and varmints squeaking at his feet in the dark. A horde of large crows awakens, in numerous trees overhead, in a serenade of loud squawks that force him to look up at a wall of black feathers. He whispered," Hello, Darkness. He could not remember what the Sky or Earth felt nor looked like until now. I came back to talk to you, my friend. His eyes begin to fill with a silvery shiny color. Each eye glowed in a soft silver color instead of death that sank into his them long ago.


	   A Tall Man Dressed in a cream-colored cloak made of a potato sack. His head, eyes, and face are hidden beneath a full-size hood. Long dark stringy hair dripped down on both sides of his head on his shoulders. It rested on his neck and back like a scarf. His Long, dull, dim, dark hair appeared to be cleansed like he had just washed it. He looked at a hole in the ground in a graveyard that now told him he remembered nothing. How he died, lived, or ended up in a grave, a long lost ancient place in a dark realm. His eyes begin to fill in with silvery sparkle color like raw diamonds. His skin felt like new soft mink fur. His hands were covered in traces of rigor mortise. They began to feel more like humans every second he tried to breathe. He can remember what it felt like to be human after he starts living alone.


	   A tall oak tree stood beside his grave just a few yards away. He felt some reason or the other to hit it. To see if he can feel pain. He would know if he is alive or in a world of illusion. He made a fist after something inside told him to. He glanced down at his knuckles and hands. He stared at the center of a large tree. He tried to remember who he was or what he used to be. Then, he hit it as quickly as he could with all his might. A chunk of bark about the size of his hand instantly fell from the tree. One glance back at his surroundings. I told him it was time to find whoever he returned to find. Family, perhaps he once knew? The family he abandoned or did not remember. It gave him a purpose in life to see what or who he should be. A sudden vision stopped him from making another step any further. An image with numerous dark demons in a fight for truth and justice, for survival. Each one burned as the Devil sent them back to Earth after his mortal and immortal enemies fought in a battle to the death.


	   He began searching for an exit, road, or path that would lead him out of an ancient graveyard. He can feel a vibration beneath his feet like something wants to rise. Someone still alive, in the ground, in that same graveyard, wanted to rise behind his. He stopped walking. He had to turn to face a wall of graves behind him. A wall of Tall Dark Men in shadows rises from the black Earth, covered in thin fire ash and smoke coats. He can hear them speak and grunt in an unnatural language.


	   We are Hellmen Earth Guardians!


	   We are here to return you to a place beneath the Black Earth, in that same graveyard where you belong, boy. Each dark being left a grave in the ground for a mission in death or life. Each grave erupted in black dirt and dust. Numerous dark skin creatures rise from the dark for a Guardian's Throat. We will walk with Humans on Earth to find you, boy.


	   Numerous Words filter through a wall of black air in the same graveyard that told him they are also alive. Something he remembered a long, long time ago. A horde of henchmen name hellman. He had heard that name somewhere before when he was just a Child. Those exact words that he heard now remind him again! His head rose as he stared up at the midnight skies. He remembered what someone or something in the dark said. Run Boy! Run! It made him stop. It made him think. He had to search the dark for what followed him. He uttered a few syllables in return after he felt nothing inside. I stopped running a long time ago, Mister! One last look at a wall of fiery black creatures rising from the ground, one after the other hundreds of feet behind him. It made him start to move just as fast as he could. Dead Men covered in strands of red and black streaks of fire. Drip in tiny flakes of burning ash. Each flake fell from each body with every step, in every movement, in his direction. It Told him he better run so he could leave the smell of death behind, or else it might follow him. His last facial expression. His last stare told them otherwise. Dark-haired humans grunt with every foot they rise from the ground, covered in flames and black smoke. Hundreds of ashes fall to both sides. Dirt fell in clusters, home to hundreds of maggots now falling from each and everybody, covered in loose debris. Rise like someone gave them permission to. What were once humans, demons, or zombies now walk alongside Humans as the godless! Those creatures rise from one grave after the other in different locations in that same graveyard. Each cloud exposed the dead rising blanketed by thin layers of moonlight.


	   A smile sailed into the dark without worry. I told him, I will see you again, my old friend. He closed his eyes and stared back at a wall of silhouettes moving in his direction from the dark. Forty shadows of dead men follow in his footsteps. One last stare told him until then! Until we meet again, brother! Just like that, he vanished in a breeze, beneath the dark skies overhead in a poof of darkness that felt like they came for a Guardian. Not just any Guardian. An Earth Guardian with a smirk on his face, he vanished!


	   He vanished into an invisible wall of darkness. Slowly, it returned his memory to his brain, in tiny pieces of life that he once lived before he died. He remembered words that the Devil warned him with. I will unleash an army of Hellmen on Earth's Guardians and those Helpless Humans. Who will they seek" he mumbled. If no Guardians survive or come to their rescue, boy.


	   After the dark found out that an Earth Guardian has returned to save Humans! His memory slowly forced him to remember. A small group of Earth Guardians that he once knew. Now he has visions and flashes of them in the back of his mind. Men and Women in combat clothes that once walked with him in another life, another world, now need to find this new one that he has entered. Men and Women that train in mortal combat to save the lives of those less fortunate. Men dedicated to Mankind's Survival now begin to reenter his mind in deep dark silhouettes! Eye color fills each eyeball like they washed death from them both. Each one started to change in color.


	   More Words suddenly fell from his lips. Now he began to scream at the dark, at the skies like he had lost his mind or remembered things that happened. Bad things happened. He unleashed the only words that he remembered after one glance.


	   Rise Earth Guardiansssss.
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	Chapter One It Begins.


	 


	   A dark voice rose from the Pit in Hell to ground Earth! I want an APB Placed on an imposter that pretends to be one of us. I want it issued. I want everyone to be alerted, every demon on Earth told. Tell them I want a thorough search for a Man, Spirit, Guardian, or false prophet that inhabits our playground of fun. He walks among Humans on Earth. He was entrusted by a soft white light that ordered him to rise from his grave. It Told Humans he came back to instill peace with a handful of words, a sword in one hand if need be, and the wisdom that he must have stolen from us. His knowledge told demon armies otherwise, Father. A few words told us he worshipped the Good in Humans. He remained hidden in the dark, in a place on Earth that we will find. We will see him no matter where he hid or lived. I want an army of Hellmen unleashed. I want to find that Earth Guardian Who Dares defy the dark!


	   Numerous Voices rise from the dark beneath every graveyard, every abandoned forgotten unknown grave, and every burial place on Earth; in other words, here on the Devil's Playground, punk. We shall find him, or we will continue to search for that being who dares defy the demon warship here in the depths of Hell, brother! The sound of 3 Evil Beings rises again with words and wisdom of their own. Shall we give this Earth guardian a new start in life for his second chance?


	   We shall see, brother.


	   I would say, why not?


	   I second that emotion, brother.


	   All in favor?


	   Raise your paws, fellow hyena.


	   I mean hands.


	   Ha, ha, ha?


	    His Brother's Dark, Deep Voice Rose from the black dirt behind his. This time it sounded like he used a speaker to talk or like he was upset. I want Hell and every prison in it searched until he is found. He, who dares defy, I! Will surely pay dearly with a Soul if he has one after I force him to commit crimes even his kind look down on? I will pluck each soul from his hands like a chef plucked feathers from a chicken. I know I have crossed paths with this false god once already in Hell! This man, spirit, Guardian, angel, or dark being has been sent from prison down in the dark of his own, hidden from our eyes, brother. He has made peace with every Warden in Purgatory. He has sought shelter from black demons and angels. From what I hear, Brother, Purgatory has become an eternal enemy of Hell. Every monster will want to become a Prince among black angels in line for a Crown that belongs to the most powerful angel of all, I, The Devil! He will acknowledge us in Hell, brother. I am the only black being surrounded by blackness here in this Hell.


	Am I not, Father?


	    One more voice rose from the dark. This time a loud hideous voice speaks. It cackled like a laughing hyena with what sounded like words. We will! We did! We will again, Father. If he likes, I hear you say that a dark angel, spirit, or being will become the Newly Crown Prince in Purgatory. He will stand by it with a mighty sword made of ashes of your dead that includes us if he should win. He will brandish a powerful word in one hand! A sword in the other. He will defy everything beneath the Stars and Skies if he must, too, attain a power that leads into the darkness. It belongs to only one.


	   I?


	   The godless!


	   Who would that be?


	   You mean I, Brother!


	   Really?


	   Tell us more.


	   Is it true?


	   What does he tell us?


	   I wonder if he spoke the truth.


	   Let him who believes in his wrath speak against a throne of darkness or forever hold his tongue, boy?


	   Keep those words in the back of your throat instead.


	   Or will you, unlike us, remain behind to pick up the ashes of our dead?


	   And your own if and when you should die!


	   Numerous other words rise from the dark beneath the Earth. A quarrel between angels has now reached a new degree of the utmost fear. Every graveyard, every cemetery rumbled, trembled, and shook at the very sound of war beneath the feet of 8-Billion Mortals known to black angels as, Humans.


	   We can hear their pleas down here in Hell! A dark deep Vulgar Voice, in particular, rose higher than any other. My name is Will, father! You may need to remember me. I am the blackest angel with a reputation for getting things done. I represent temptation for all of Mankind. Sir! His arms were open to both sides, covered in muscle like a gladiator who trained for battle. A black angel claiming to fight for Evil to please the Gods that Reside down in Hell, with a look on his face representing one emotion. The look of darkness that most Humans would smile and enjoy if they only knew him?


	   Then, another voice rose beneath the Black Dirt that coveted the Earth. There is no room for a second command, boy! Not here in Hell, Brother! Not here in Hell, period! Not next to Father. There will only be one black angel at the top, Mister. Whether he is black or dark will yet be determined. A black angel spoke that Will, has no real job left, not with any real power in it. It is now available for every female and male angel to grasp and listen to. Maybe, Syman or his dear brother Hyman would like a chance at the crown. He can lead Hell back into the favor of dark and black angels, Mister. Numerous snickers, whispers, and chuckles rise from the Gates of Hell to Earth's Crust. He was known to those as humans on Earth.


	    The Devil's Words echo with wisdom that everyone in Hell found amusing. Every Human will find it impressive too. Allow me to entertain those Humans on Earth with our sense of humor, Father. I will promise them the Moon, Stars, and a free ride on a spaceship for your pure enjoyment. We will see Hope in the eyes of those that believe we live for them. Not them for us, ha, ha? To please them with mortal riches and gains. If they would only listen or worship the dark. It could bring them humans joy. Will Father come to be at our side if and when we win? I will take them through the Pitt in Hell for a roller coaster ride every Human will never forget. I Will promise them riches beyond their wildest imagination. Where is the other angel? He growled after he heard silliness continue to pour from his mouth. I hear he is in London with several beautiful concubines that frequent and frolic in the dark.


	Will?


	    A new voice rose from the Pitt—a new ambassador to the dark. I hear an Earth Guardian has left his place in the ground to be near us on Father. I believe His Heaven is close to whom now that I wonder? Who would that be? For some strange reason, he has no Faith in us, black, or angels that live and hide our ugliness in the dark, brother. I told him to leave his god for me, the boy, before it was too late. He told me he would instead raise Purgatories's armies against odds greater than his. A Massive Black Head rises to the skies with words directed at Earth.


	Really!


	    Only the very top of his skull can be seen by the eyes that search the dark. It reached ears across the World that wait and listen to beings that reside in the dark or were summoned from that place. You will never be lonely or sorry, for life is nothing more than a wave that often slams into Shore now and then. It would place a smile on the face of every Human that listens. Here in Hell, we will spend eternity, my brother, together! Your life will be filled with everlasting meaning down here in Hell, just like mine, ha, ha, ha. We will allow you to play, visit and order humans around on Earth as we do. The sound of a hyena laughing in the background appears. Hell's Pets grow hungry and weary for jokes, Father. The sound of cackling hyenas surfaces to the Earth's Crust. The laughter is directed at every Earthling. I want to welcome you, brother, to this side of Hell! For every fallen Human. The dark will show you around, Mister. They are easy on the eyes. You can rest assured that they will lead you where you must go. Give him his rank, serial number, and his new name. I will find that missing man, that earth angel that persists in defying Hell, the father. I will remind him who is in charge. A massive black head rose again ha-ha-ha. Until every lock on the Gate in Hell changes, Father!
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