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PART ONE

THE INFINITE SILENCE



Chapter 1
The Void

There was nothing.

No light. No darkness. No space to contain either. No time to
measure the absence. Only two presences, vast and
incomprehensible, existing in a state that no human mind could
fathom—because human minds did not yet exist. Nothing did.

They were called, in languages that would not be spoken for
billions of years, by different names. One would become known as
the Father. The other was the Word.

They moved through non-existence like thoughts through a
dreaming mind, their communion deeper than speech, older than
silence. They had always been. They would always be. And in the
endless expanse of their eternal conversation, something stirred.

An idea.

The Word turned toward the Father—though "turned" implies
movement through space, and space did not yet exist—and in that
moment of perfect understanding, creation became inevitable.



Chapter 2
First Light

Seven billion years before a carpenter's son would walk beside the
Sea of Galilee, the first act of creation rippled through the void.

They were beings of pure spirit, crafted from the essence of the
divine itself. Messengers. Servants. Children of a sort, though
fashioned rather than born. They blinked into existence by the
countless thousands, each one a marvel of design—immortal,
powerful, burning with purpose they did not yet fully understand.

Three among them stood apart.

Michael was forged first, his very name a question and a
declaration: Who is like God? He radiated strength like a sun
radiates heat, and from the moment of his first conscious thought,
he understood his purpose: to serve, to protect, to lead.

Gabriel came next, his essence intertwined with revelation and
proclamation. God is my strength, his name declared, and he would
carry that strength to the far corners of existence, bearing messages
that would shape the destiny of worlds.

But it was the third who drew every eye. The third who blazed so
brilliantly that even his fellow angels had to shield themselves
from his radiance.



Heylel.
The Shining One.

He was, by any measure, the masterpiece of that first creation. His
beauty transcended description—not merely physical, but an
emanation of light so pure it seemed to contain all colors and no
color at all. When he moved, reality itself seemed to brighten.
When he spoke, his voice carried harmonics that made the other
angels weep with joy.



Chapter 3

The Canvas

The angels watched.

Four and a half billion years before the first human heart would
beat, the Word spoke into the void—and the void answered.

"Let there be."
Reality screamed into existence.

Matter exploded outward from a single point of infinite density, an
eruption of creation so violent and beautiful that the assembled
hosts of heaven wept and sang and trembled all at once. Galaxies
spiraled into being like flowers blooming in cosmic time-lapse.
Stars ignited by the trillion, their nuclear fires casting light across
distances so vast that the light itself would travel for millions of
years before reaching its destination.

And there, in one unremarkable corner of one unremarkable
galaxy, a small blue world began to take shape.

"Earth," it was called.
The angels who had been watching in stunned silence suddenly

found their voices. They sang—a sound that would echo through
religious texts for millennia, a moment captured in ancient poetry:



The morning stars sang together, and all the sons of God shouted
for joy.

Michael led the chorus, his powerful voice anchoring the celestial
choir. Gabriel wove intricate harmonies that seemed to contain
prophecies of things to come. But it was Heylel's voice that soared
above them all, a pure note of praise so beautiful that the newly
formed stars seemed to pulse in rhythm with it.

Earth spun beneath them, a jewel taking shape in the cosmic
darkness. Oceans formed, deep and blue and teeming with
potential. Continents rose from the waters, their surfaces erupting
with green—grasses, forests, flowers in colors that had never
existed before. Mountains thrust toward the sky while rivers carved
their patient paths toward the sea.

"It is beautiful," Heylel breathed.

God's response came not in words but in understanding, a
knowledge that settled into Heylel's being: this world was his.

Heylel's radiance flickered—just for a moment—with something
that might have been the first stirring of pride.

"Mine?"

The understanding deepened. His to govern. His to tend. He was to
take a third of his brothers and sisters and make this world their
home. To rule it in righteousness, and prepare it for what was to
come.

"What is to come, Lord?"

But God only smiled, and in that smile was a mystery that would
take billions of years to unfold.



Chapter 4

Paradise

For ages uncounted, Earth knew only joy.

Heylel descended to his new domain with legions of angels at his
back, their combined radiance turning night into endless day. They
explored every corner of their beautiful world—soaring over
crystal seas, racing through mountain passes, discovering wonders
that seemed specifically designed to delight them.

The dinosaurs came first—magnificent creatures that the angels
watched with fascination as they multiplied and spread across the
Earth. Great lumbering giants that shook the ground with each
step. Swift hunters that moved like living shadows. Armored
beasts and feathered marvels and creatures so strange that even the
angels marveled at the Creator's imagination.

"He has made a world of wonders," Gabriel observed during one of
his visits from the heavenly realm.

Heylel nodded, but his eyes had taken on a calculating quality that
Gabriel did not recognize. "A world," the light-bearer said slowly.
"One world, among trillions of stars. Why should we be content
with one?"

"Because God gave it to us."



"God gave it to me." Heylel's radiance flared, casting sharp
shadows across the prehistoric landscape. "And perhaps He was
being modest in His gift."

Gabriel felt something cold move through him—an unfamiliar
sensation for a being of pure spirit. "Brother, what are you
saying?"

"Nothing." Heylel's smile returned, brilliant as ever, but something
had changed behind those luminous eyes. "Nothing at all."

Gabriel returned to heaven troubled, carrying with him a warning
that he didn't know how to deliver. How do you tell the Creator
that His most beautiful creation was beginning to covet more than
what he had been given?

Perhaps you don't.

Perhaps God already knew.



Chapter 5
The Whisper

It began as a question.

In the quiet moments between angelic duties, when Heylel sat
alone on the highest mountain of Earth and watched the sun set in
explosions of orange and purple and gold, the question would
surface:

Why should I serve?

He was, after all, the most beautiful of all created beings. His
wisdom surpassed that of his brothers. His light outshone even the
stars he could see wheeling overhead in the night sky. And yet he
was expected to bow. To serve. To remain forever subordinate to a
being he had never fully understood.

Below him, great reptiles moved through the prehistoric forests—
magnificent creatures, some towering as tall as the trees
themselves. And among them walked others: creatures that stood
upright on two legs, their forms strangely familiar. They fashioned
crude tools from stone, gathered in groups, communicated in
grunts and gestures. They resembled what Heylel had seen in the
God's distant plans, those future beings called humans. But these
were not those beings. These walked and hunted and bred and died
like any other animal, for that was what they were—animals, albeit
superior ones. They possessed only the spirit of beasts, the same



animating breath that filled the dinosaurs and the crawling things.
The spirit of man, that sacred thing the Father spoke of in
whispers, had not yet been breathed into any earthly creature.

They worship me, he realized one evening, watching a group of his
angels gather below. When [ speak, they listen. When [ lead, they
follow. Am I not already a god in their eyes?

The thought should have horrified him. Instead, it warmed him like
sunlight.

"You could be more."

Heylel spun, his radiance flaring defensively. But there was no one
there. Only the whisper of wind through prehistoric ferns, the
distant call of some winged reptile.

And yet he had heard it. A voice. His own voice, speaking words
he had not consciously formed.

You could be more.

"I am what I was made to be," he said aloud, but the words felt
hollow even as he spoke them.

You were made to shine. But they keep you here, on this single
world, when there are galaxies to illuminate. They make you a
servant when you were born to be a king.

"The Creator—"
The Creator fears you.

The thought struck Heylel like a physical blow. His radiance
dimmed, flickered, and then—impossibly—began to shift. The
pure white light that had always defined him took on new colors.
Darker colors. The crimson of flame. The black of a void between
stars.



"He does not fear," Heylel whispered. "He is God."

Then why does He restrict you? Why does He place you here,
beneath His throne, when you could sit beside it? Why does He
guard heaven with such care, if not because He knows what you
could become?

Far below, a Tyrannosaurus Rex raised its head and bellowed at
the sky, as if sensing that something fundamental had changed in

the air.

Heylel looked at his hands—radiant still, but different now.
Changed by thoughts that should have been impossible.

"I will not serve forever," he said quietly, and though no one heard
him, the universe itself seemed to shudder.

"I will not serve at all."



Chapter 6

War in Heaven

The assault came without warning.

One moment, the heavenly realm existed in its eternal peace—
angels going about their sacred duties, the presence of the Father
filling every corner of existence with warmth and light. The next
moment, a third of all angels surged upward in a wave of corrupted
brilliance, their forms twisted by rebellion, their war cries echoing
across dimensions.

At their head blazed Heylel—though he was Heylel no longer. His
beauty had curdled into something terrible, his light shot through
with shadows that seemed to consume rather than illuminate. He
had named himself anew: Satan. The Adversary.

"TODAY WE TAKE WHAT WAS ALWAYS OURS!" His voice,
once pure as crystal, now carried undertones that made the
foundations of heaven tremble. "TODAY WE ASCEND!"

Michael moved to intercept, his own radiance blazing to match the
corrupted light of his former brother. Around him, loyal angels
formed ranks—warriors who had never known war, facing
corruption they had never imagined possible.

"Brother," Michael called, his voice carrying across the chaos,
"stop this madness! Turn back while forgiveness is still possible!"



Satan's laughter was the most terrible sound Michael had ever
heard. "Forgiveness? I do not seek forgiveness! I seek the throne! I
will ascend above the heights of the clouds! I will be like the Most
High!"

They clashed.

The battle that followed would echo through mythology for
millennia. Humans who would one day write of wars among
gods—Thor against the giants, Zeus against the Titans—were
unknowingly remembering fragments of this single, terrible
conflict. Angels fell like stars, their radiance extinguished by
corruption. Loyal servants of God gave their very existence to hold
the line.

And at the center of it all, two brothers fought.

Michael, who had once loved Heylel above all others, drove his
former brother back step by step. Each blow landed sent
shockwaves through reality. Each parry created sparks that would
someday be mistaken for comets.

"You were the most beautiful of us all," Michael said, tears of pure
light streaming down his face. "You had everything. Why wasn't it
enough?"

"Because I was made for MORE!" Satan roared. "I was made to
rule, not to serve! And if I cannot rule heaven—" He looked down,
toward the distant blue marble that had been his domain. "Then I
will rule everything else."

Michael raised his sword—a blade of pure divine light. "No,
brother. You will rule nothing."

The final blow sent Satan screaming downward, a falling star
trailing darkness across the sky. His followers tumbled after him,
their descent observed by creatures far below who would later tell
their descendants of the night the sky caught fire.



"I saw Satan fall like lightning from heaven," Jesus would one day
tell his disciples.

He had seen it because He had been there, watching from beside
His Father, grieving for the brother who had chosen darkness over
light.



Chapter 7
The Wasteland

Earth died.

The war's violence spilled across creation, and the beautiful world
that had been Heylel's domain paid the price. The skies that had
been clear and blue turned black with ash and debris. The oceans
that had teemed with life became poisoned graves. The great
creatures that had walked the earth—the magnificent dinosaurs, the
flying reptiles, the swimming behemoths—all of them perished in
the cataclysm. And those upright creatures that had roamed among
them, the ones who fashioned tools from stone and resembled the
beings yet to come, they too were swept away. Though they had
walked like men, they had only ever possessed the spirit of beasts,
and like beasts they returned to the dust.

Mountains crumbled. Continents shifted. The very atmosphere
became toxic, unbreathable, hostile to every form of life.

But it was not Earth alone that suffered.

The war had raged across the heavens, and the heavens bore the
scars. World after world, scattered throughout the vast galaxies,
had once gleamed with the same potential as Earth—Tlush, vibrant,
capable of sustaining life in all its magnificent variety. The Father
had seeded the universe with beauty, filling it with worlds that
awaited their purpose. Now those worlds lay barren. Atmospheres



stripped away or turned to poison. Oceans boiled into nothing or
frozen into eternal ice. Mountains of crystal shattered into dust.
Forests that had reached toward alien suns reduced to ash that
would never settle.

Mars, which had once known flowing waters and skies tinged with
color, became a cold red tomb. Venus choked beneath clouds of
acid. The moons that had sung with potential fell silent. And
beyond this small solar system, across the billions of galaxies that
stretched into infinity, countless worlds that might have bloomed
with life instead became graveyards of what could have been. The
universe itself, once a garden of endless possibility, became a
wasteland of rock and radiation and emptiness—a monument to
the devastation of angelic war.

And then came the water.

A global deluge covered what remained of Earth, and it became
what it would stay for countless eons: a formless void, darkness
upon the face of the deep. Not dead, exactly—the physical matter
remained—but emptied of everything that had made it beautiful.

This was Satan's prison now.

He and his fallen angels—demons, they would come to be called—
drifted through the eternal twilight of a ruined world. Their
radiance had dimmed to almost nothing, their beauty twisted
beyond recognition. Where they had once sung, they now
screamed. Where they had once danced across pristine landscapes,
they now writhed in the darkness of the deep.

"This is your kingdom now," Michael had told Satan as the fallen
angel plummeted toward his fate. "Rule it well."

But Satan would not accept defeat. Not entirely. Somewhere in the
darkness of that ruined world, the Adversary nursed his hatred like
an ember, waiting for the moment when he might fan it back into
flame.



"This is not the end," he whispered to his demons as millennia
passed in darkness. "God has plans. He always has plans. And
when those plans require this world to live again—" His ruined
face twisted into something that might have been a smile. "We will
be waiting."

Far above, beyond the darkness and the water and the ruins of
paradise, the Creator looked down upon what His most beautiful
creation had wrought.

And He grieved.

But not without hope.

Because God also had plans.



PART TWO

LET THERE BE



Chapter 8
The Spirit on the Waters

3,964 years before a star would guide wise men to a stable in
Bethlehem, the Spirit of God moved across the face of the waters.

It was not a physical movement—mnot in the way that winds move
or currents flow. It was something deeper. Older. A stirring of
divine intention, a gathering of power that made the very atoms of
the universe hum with anticipation.

In the darkness below, Satan felt it.

He had drifted through the endless depths for so long that time had
lost all meaning. His followers had scattered, their corrupted spirits
seeping into every shadow of the ruined world. They had become
the whispers in the darkness, the cold spots in the endless sea, the
formless terrors that existed only to hate.

But now, for the first time since his fall, Satan felt something that
made him pay attention.

"He's coming back," he breathed, and his voice created ripples in
the primordial waters. "After all this time, He's coming back."

The demons gathered—drawn by their master's summons,
emerging from the shadows where they had hidden for eons. They



were pitiable things now, barely recognizable as the radiant angels
they had once been. But their hatred remained undimmed.

"What do we do?" one of them asked.

Satan's eyes—still capable of seeing through the darkness that
blinded lesser beings—turned upward. Toward the surface.
Toward whatever was coming.

"We wait," he said. "And we watch. And when the moment is
right—" His lips curled back from teeth that had grown sharp
during his long exile. "We destroy."



Chapter 9
Day One

"Let there be light.”
The Word spoke, and reality obeyed.

Light exploded across the face of the deep—mnot the light of suns
and stars, which had existed since the universe's birth, but
something different. Something that penetrated the darkness Satan
had cultivated for so long, something that made the demons shriek
and retreat into the deepest trenches of the ruined ocean.

Satan did not retreat.

He rose instead, climbing through the waters toward the surface,
drawn toward the light he had once embodied. As he rose, he
watched the darkness separate from the light, watched God divide
Day from Night with the casual authority of a master artisan.

"Beautiful," Satan whispered, and he almost meant it. "You always
did know how to make an entrance."

Above him, invisible to his corrupted sight, God the Father and the
Word surveyed their work. They observed Satan watching, for he
always watched. It was his nature now. They would let him see
what they would build, and let him understand that his fall was not
the end of their story. If he tried to destroy what they created, they



would use his destruction for their purposes. As they always had.
As they always would.

The adversary's hatred would become, in time, the fire that forged
something greater than anything that had come before.

But first, there was work to do.



Chapter 10
Days Two Through Five

The demons watched in horror as their prison transformed around
them.

On the second day, the waters divided. Above, a dome of sky
appeared—the same brilliant blue that Satan remembered from
before his fall. Below, the waters receded, pooling into oceans and
lakes and rivers.

"He's rebuilding it," one demon observed, its voice hollow with
something that might have been grief. "He's making it beautiful
again."

"He's making it for something else," Satan corrected. "Can't you
feel it? This isn't for us. This isn't even for the angels. This is for
something new."

On the third day, land appeared. Continents rose from the seas,
their surfaces dry and barren—but not for long. As the demons
watched, green spread across the earth like wildfire. Grasses.
Trees. Flowers that bloomed in colors so vivid they seemed to hurt
to look upon.

"It's more beautiful than before," whispered a demon who had once
been named Ashteroth. "How is it more beautiful than before?"



Satan didn't answer. He was too busy trying to understand what he
was feeling—an emotion he hadn't experienced since before his
fall. It took him several long moments to recognize it.

Envy.

On the fourth day, the sun and moon and stars became visible from
Earth's surface—the clouds and debris that had blocked them for
eons finally clearing away. Light streamed across the renewed
world, and shadows—real shadows, not the corrupted darkness the
demons had become—formed beneath trees and mountains.

On the fifth day, life returned to the waters and the skies. Fish of
every description filled the seas. Birds wheeled overhead in
formations so complex they seemed like living art. The world that
had been dead was alive again, thrumming with energy and
potential.

"What is He building toward?" Satan demanded, as if the universe
owed him an answer. "What comes next?"

The universe, as always, was silent.

But deep in Satan's corrupted being, a suspicion was forming. A
terrible, wonderful suspicion that would soon be confirmed.



Chapter 11
Day Six

The sixth day began like the others—with the voice of God
reshaping reality. Land animals emerged from the earth as if they
had always been there: cattle and creeping things and beasts of
every kind. Creatures that resembled the dinosaurs of old, but
different. Smaller. More elegant. Better designed.

Satan watched from the shadows of a primordial forest, his
corrupted form hidden among the trees. He had grown skilled at
concealment during his exile, and he used that skill now to observe
without being observed.

There will be more, he thought. There is always more with Him.

And then, in the afternoon light—when the sun hung golden above
a world so beautiful it made even demons weep—the Word knelt
beside a riverbank and did something He had never done before.

He shaped the clay.

Satan leaned forward, suddenly unable to look away. This was
different. The fish, the birds, the animals—they had been spoken
into existence with mere words. But this... the Word was taking
His time with this. Molding it. Crafting it with His own hands.



The shape that emerged was familiar. Too familiar. Satan felt
something that might have been fear as he realized what he was
looking at.

The creature was shaped like them. Like God.

No, Satan thought. No, this cannot be. This is just another animal.
Another beast. It cannot be—

Then God breathed.

Satan had been present at the creation of the universe. He had
witnessed stars ignite and galaxies form. He had seen wonders that
would make human minds crumble into dust. But never—never—
had he witnessed anything like this.

The breath of God flowed into the clay figure, and where there had
been dirt, suddenly there was /ife. Not just animal life—Satan
could create that himself, given enough power. This was
something else. Something that made the newly formed creature's
eyes snap open with recognition. With awareness.

With a soul.

"Adam," the Creator said, and the word carried layers of meaning
that even Satan, with all his cunning, could not fully unravel. "You
are made in Our image. You are made for Our purpose. And you—
"the Word’s voice broke with an emotion Satan had never heard in
it before, "you are very good."

By the seventh day God had finished the work He had been doing;
so on the seventh day He rested from all His work. 3 Then God
blessed the seventh day and made it holy, because on it He

rested from all the work of creating that He had done.



Chapter 12
The Woman

She was, if possible, even more troubling than the man.

Satan had watched as God caused a deep sleep to fall upon Adam.
He had watched as God reached into the man's side and drew out a
rib—a piece of Adam himself. And he had watched as God shaped
that rib into something magnificent.

The woman.

Where Adam was strong, she was graceful. Where he was solid,
she was fluid. They were clearly meant to complement each other,
two halves of a single design, and when Adam awoke to find her
beside him, the joy on his face was almost painful to behold.

"This is bone of my bones," Adam breathed, "and flesh of my
flesh. She shall be called Woman, because she was taken out of
Man."

Satan observed the scene from his hiding place among the trees,
and for the first time since his fall, he felt something other than

hatred.

He felt terror.



They are meant to replace us, he realized with growing horror.
These creatures—these clay dolls with their borrowed breath—
they are meant to take our place. To receive the inheritance that
should have been ours.

"What troubles you, master?" Ashteroth slithered up beside him,
his corrupted form now resembling a serpent more than an angel.

"Don't you see it?" Satan demanded. "Don't you understand what
He's done?"

The demon looked at the two humans, who were now walking
hand in hand through the Garden that God had planted for them.
"They are weak. Mortal. Made of dirt and water. What threat could
they possibly pose?"

"They are made in His image." Satan's voice was cold. "We were
made for His glory, but they were made in His likeness. And if
they are obedient—if they do what we would not—" He couldn't
finish the sentence. The implications were too horrifying.

Ashteroth understood anyway. "They could become what we might
have been."

"They could become what we only dreamed of becoming," Satan
corrected. "Gods. Heirs. Sons of the Most High."

A long silence fell between them.

"Then we must ensure," Ashteroth said slowly, "that they are not
obedient."

Satan's gaze found the two humans again, so innocent, so trusting,
so utterly unaware of the darkness watching them.

"Yes," he said. "We must ensure exactly that."



Chapter 13
The Garden

Eden was paradise incarnate.

A river flowed from somewhere hidden, dividing into four
headwaters that spread the gift of life across the garden. Trees of
every kind grew there—fruit trees with branches heavy laden,
shade trees with leaves so green they seemed to glow, flowering
trees that perfumed the air with scents that made even the angels
sigh.

But two trees stood apart.

The first grew at the very center of the Garden, its bark silver, its
leaves gold, its fruit glowing with an inner light that pulsed like a
heartbeat. This was the Tree of Life, and its presence hummed with
eternity. Adam and Eve walked past it every day, sometimes
pausing to admire its beauty, not yet understanding its significance.

The second tree grew nearby, but its beauty was different—darker
somehow, more seductive. Its fruit gleamed with colors that shifted
when you looked at them, and its leaves whispered secrets in a
language that was almost comprehensible.

This was the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil.



"You may eat from any tree in the Garden," God had told them,
"but from that tree you shall not eat. For in the day you eat of it,
you shall surely die."

Adam and Eve had nodded, accepting the prohibition without
question. They had so much—why would they need more? The
Garden provided everything: food, water, shelter, beauty,
companionship. They had each other. They had God, who walked
with them in the cool of the day, answering their questions,
delighting in their discoveries.

They had everything except knowledge of the one thing that could
destroy them.

Satan watched and waited and planned.



Chapter 14
The Serpent

The serpent was, in those days, the most beautiful of all beasts.

It walked upright, its scales gleaming with iridescent colors that
caught the light and shattered it into rainbows. It was clever, too—
more clever than any other animal in the Garden—and Eve had
taken a particular liking to it. She would often seek it out during
her explorations, finding pleasure in its company.

Which is exactly what Satan had counted on.

Possession was difficult for demons—it required a willing host, or
at least a host whose defenses could be overcome. But the serpent's
cleverness made it proud, and pride created openings. Satan
slipped into the creature's mind like water seeping through cracks
in a dam, and suddenly he was looking at the Garden through the
serpent's jeweled eyes.

Patience, he counseled himself. This cannot be rushed. If [
approach too quickly, she will sense the danger. I must be subtle. [
must be the serpent in truth.

Days passed. Then weeks. The serpent continued to appear when
Eve walked alone, always pleasant, always curious, always asking
questions that seemed innocent but planted seeds of doubt.



"Has God really said you shall not eat of any tree of the Garden?"

Eve laughed. "No, of course not! We may eat of any tree—all
except one. The one in the middle of the Garden. God said if we
eat of it, or even touch it, we will die."

Satan noted the addition—or even touch it—and filed it away. Eve
had exaggerated God's command, which meant she had been
thinking about it. Wondering about it. Perhaps resenting it, just a
little.

Good.

"You will not surely die," the serpent said, and its voice was honey
and silk and everything comforting. "God knows that when you eat
of it, your eyes will be opened, and you will be like Him, knowing
good and evil."

Eve looked at the tree—really looked at it, for perhaps the first
time.

1t is beautiful, she thought. And the fruit does look delicious. And
to become wise—to truly understand things—what could be wrong
with that?

The serpent said nothing more. It had played its part. Now the seed
it had planted would do the rest.



Chapter 15
The Fall

She took.
She ate.
And in that moment, everything changed.

Eve's eyes widened as knowledge crashed over her like a wave—
knowledge she hadn't known she was missing, understanding she
hadn't known she lacked. She suddenly saw things.

And she saw herself.
Naked, she realized with sudden shame. Vulnerable. Exposed.

"Adam!" She ran to find her husband, the forbidden fruit still
clutched in her hand. When she found him, she spoke quickly, the
words tumbling out in a rush of excitement and terror. "You must
try this. You must understand what I now understand."”

Adam looked at the fruit. He looked at his wife. He looked at the
serpent, which had followed Eve at a distance, its eyes glittering
with something that might have been triumph.

He knew what the fruit was. He knew what God had commanded.
And unlike Eve, he had not been deceived—he understood exactly
what he was doing.



He reached out anyway.

He took.

He ate.

And in the cool of the evening, when God came walking through
the Garden as He always did, He found Adam and Eve hiding
among the trees, their bodies covered with hastily woven fig
leaves, their faces twisted with an emotion they had never
experienced before.

Fear.

"Where are you?" God called, though He already knew.

"I heard Your voice in the Garden," Adam answered, "and I was
afraid because I was naked, so I hid."

"Who told you that you were naked? Have you eaten from the tree
that I commanded you not to eat from?"

And Adam, the first man, looked at his wife, and then at his
Creator, and spoke words that would echo through human history

for millennia to come:

"The woman You gave me—she gave me fruit from the tree, and I
ate."

Blame. Deflection. Refusal to accept responsibility.

Satan, watching from the shadows, smiled for the first time since
his fall.

They are perfect, he thought. They will be just like us.



Chapter 16
The Curse

God turned to the serpent.

Satan felt the divine gaze like fire against his corrupted spirit. He
tried to flee, to abandon the serpent's body and escape, but he
found himself held in place by a power that brooked no defiance.

"Because you have done this," God said, and His voice carried
sorrow as deep as eternity, "you are cursed above all livestock and
all wild animals. You will crawl on your belly and eat dust all the
days of your life. And I will put enmity between you and the
woman, and between your offspring and hers. He will crush your
head, and you will strike His heel."

Satan reeled from the words. He will crush your head—what did
that mean? What offspring? What—

But God had already turned away.
To the woman, He said: "I will greatly increase your pain in
childbearing; with pain you will give birth to children. Your desire

will be for your husband, and he will rule over you."

Eve wept—perhaps the first tears ever shed in creation.



To the man, God said: "Because you listened to your wife and ate
from the tree about which I commanded you, 'You must not eat of
it,' cursed is the ground because of you. Through painful toil you
will eat of it all the days of your life. It will produce thorns and
thistles for you, and you will eat the plants of the field. By the
sweat of your brow you will eat your food until you return to the
ground, since from it you were taken. For dust you are, and to dust
you will return."

Adam bowed his head, accepting the judgment.

But God was not finished. He clothed them in skins—the first
death in creation, innocent blood shed to cover human shame—and
led them to the eastern edge of Eden.

"Now that mankind has become like Us, knowing good and evil,"
God said, "they must not be allowed to reach out their hands and

take also from the Tree of Life, and eat, and live forever."

Cherubim appeared—mighty angels with flaming swords—and
took their positions at the Garden's entrance.

And Adam and Eve, the parents of all humanity, walked out into a
world that would never again be paradise.

Behind them, in the shadows of the now-forbidden Garden, Satan
gathered his strength.

The woman's offspring, he thought. A future enemy. A future
threat.

A future target.



PART THREE

BLOOD AND FIRE



Chapter 17

Cain

The first murder happened in a field, under a clear sky, between
two brothers.

Cain was the firstborn—a farmer, a tiller of the ground, a man who
resented the curse that made his work so hard. He brought
offerings to God from the fruit of his labor, but something was
wrong with his gifts. Not the offerings themselves, perhaps, but the
heart behind them. When God looked with favor upon Abel's
sacrifice but not on Cain's, something dark began to grow.

Satan recognized that darkness. He had felt it himself, once.

"Why are you angry?" God asked Cain. "Why is your face
downcast? If you do what is right, will you not be accepted? But if
you do not do what is right, sin is crouching at your door; it desires
to have you, but you must master it."

Cain did not master it.

"Let's go out to the field," he said to his brother, and Abel, trusting
and young and innocent, followed him.

He never came back.



Satan watched the murder from the shadows, and he felt something
he hadn't experienced since before his fall: hope. If humans could
kill each other—if they could embrace darkness of their own free
will—then perhaps God's plan, whatever it was, could still be
thwarted.

They are just like us, Satan thought again, watching Cain stare at
his brother's blood on his hands. They fall just as we did. They

choose death just as we did.

Perhaps they always will.



Chapter 18
The Descent

The generations that followed proved Satan right.

Men multiplied upon the earth, and with them, evil multiplied too.
The murder of Abel was only the beginning. Soon, humans were
killing each other over land, over resources, over jealousy and
pride and rage. They invented new ways to cause pain, new tools
for destruction, new methods of oppression.

And they found the demons.

It happened gradually at first. A whisper here, a dark dream there.
Some humans proved more susceptible than others—those with
anger in their hearts, or greed, or lust for power. They reached out
to the darkness, and the darkness reached back.

Satan assigned his most cunning servants to the task. Some
demons appeared as gods, demanding worship and sacrifice.
Others whispered secrets—forbidden knowledge that humans were
not meant to possess. Still others possessed the willing and used
human bodies to spread corruption.

"The wickedness of humanity is great," Gabriel reported to heaven.
"Every inclination of the thoughts of their hearts is only evil all the
time."

The Father listened. The Son listened.

And they grieved.



Chapter 19
Nephilim

Giants walked the earth—the Nephilim, they were called. They
were mighty. Powerful. And utterly without conscience.

The violence that followed made Cain's murder look like a minor
disagreement.

Satan watched the chaos unfold with glee. He had not planned this
particular corruption, but he would certainly use it. The more
twisted humanity became, the less likely God would be to salvage
them.

Perhaps, Satan thought, He will simply destroy them all. Perhaps
He will finally admit that this experiment—these fragile creatures
made of dirt and breath—was a mistake.



Chapter 20
Noah

One man remained righteous.

His name was Noah, and he was everything his generation was not:
just, upright, faithful. He walked with God in an age when most
humans had forgotten God existed. He raised his sons to honor the
old ways, even as the world around them descended into a
nightmare.

"I'm going to destroy them," God told Noah one day, appearing to
him in a way that had become rare since the Garden. "All flesh has
corrupted their way on the earth. The end of all flesh has come
before Me. But you—Ilike Abel and Enoch before you—have
found grace in My eyes."

Noah fell to his knees, trembling.

"Build an ark," God continued. "A massive ship, larger than
anything humans have ever constructed. I will tell you its
dimensions, and I will tell you what to bring aboard. Because I am
going to send a flood to destroy all life under the heavens—every
creature that has the breath of life in it. Everything on earth will
perish."

"Everything?" Noah whispered.



"Everything." God's voice carried infinite sadness. "But I will
establish My covenant with you. You will enter the ark—you and
your sons, and your wife, and your sons' wives with you. And you
will bring two of every ‘unclean’ living creature, male and female,
to keep them alive with you. And seven of every ‘clean’ animal,
male and female."

Noah looked out at the world around him. A world of violence and
corruption and unimaginable evil.

"Yes, Eternal," he said. "I will do everything You command."

It would take him a hundred and twenty years.



Chapter 21
The Warning

For over a century, Noah built.

He preached too—warning anyone who would listen about the
judgment to come. But no one listened. The world was too far gone
for warnings, too corrupt for repentance. People mocked him,
laughed at him, attacked him. They called him a madman building
a boat on dry land, a fool chasing fantasies.

"There has never been a flood," they said. "Why would there be
one now?"

"Because God has spoken," Noah replied. "And what God speaks,
He accomplishes."

Satan watched the ark take shape with growing unease. He had
assumed the flood was a bluff—a threat intended to frighten
humans into obedience. But decade after decade, the massive
vessel grew, and Noah showed no signs of giving up.

"Perhaps we should stop him," Ashteroth suggested.
"We have tried." Satan's voice was bitter. "The man is protected.

Every demon who approaches too closely is driven back by...
something. Some power we cannot overcome."



"Michael?"

"Perhaps. Or perhaps something greater." Satan stared at the ark,
trying to understand what he was seeing. "He means to do it. He
actually means to destroy them all."

"Then we win," Ashteroth said. "Don't we? If humanity is
destroyed—"

"No." Satan's eyes narrowed. "Don't you see? He's saving eight.
Eight humans will survive. Eight humans who are righteous, who
walk with God, who will begin again."

"Then the cycle continues."

"Yes." Satan turned away from the ark, his mind racing. "The cycle
continues. And we must find a way to break it."



Chapter 22
The Rain

The day the animals came, no one was laughing anymore.

They arrived in pairs—creatures from every corner of the earth,
guided by an unseen hand, filing into the massive vessel with
perfect order. Lions walked beside lambs. Eagles flew alongside
sparrows. Great elephants and tiny mice, thundering herds and
slithering serpents, beasts of every description.

Noah and his family watched in awe as God fulfilled His word.

"Get aboard," God commanded when the last animals were settled.
"In seven days, I will send rain on the earth for forty days and forty
nights, and I will wipe from the face of the earth every living
creature I have made."

Noah obeyed. His wife, his sons, and their wives followed. The
great door of the ark swung shut.

For seven days, nothing happened. The sky remained clear. The
sun rose and set. People began to laugh again, pointing at the

sealed vessel, mocking the family trapped inside.

On the eighth day, the fountains of the great deep burst forth.



Water exploded from beneath the earth—geysers that shot miles
into the air, carrying with them the ancient waters that had been
stored since creation. The sky tore open and rain fell—not normal
rain, but sheets of water so thick that day became indistinguishable
from night.

The laughter stopped quickly.

Satan watched from a high place as the waters rose, as humans and
demons alike scrambled for higher ground that kept disappearing
beneath the waves. The Nephilim—those mighty giants who had
terrorized the earth—thrashed in the churning waters, their strength
meaningless against the judgment of God.

He's actually doing it, Satan thought, something like respect
mixing with his hatred. He's actually destroying them all.

For forty days and forty nights, the rain continued.

When it finally stopped, there was no dry land anywhere on earth.
The highest mountains had vanished beneath the waves. Every
living thing that breathed air—every human, every animal, every

bird—was dead.

Except for eight people floating in a wooden vessel, caring for the
creatures that would repopulate the world.

The demons, of course, survived too. Spiritual beings have no need
for air.

But they were alone now, in a world of endless water, with nothing
to corrupt except each other.

Satan sank into the depths and waited.



Chapter 23
A New Beginning

The ark came to rest on the mountains of Ararat.

Noah sent out a raven, then a dove. When the dove returned with
an olive branch, he knew the waters were receding. When it didn't
return at all, he knew the earth was ready.

"Come out of the ark," God commanded. "You and your wife and
your sons and their wives. Bring out every kind of living creature
that is with you—the birds, the animals, and all the creatures that
move along the ground—so they can multiply on the earth and be
fruitful and increase in number upon it."

Noah obeyed. His family stepped onto dry land—transformed,
different from what it had been, but recognizably earth
nonetheless. The animals scattered to the corners of the world,
driven by instinct to find their proper habitats.

And Noah built an altar and offered sacrifices to God.

The smoke rose into a sky that was still strange and new, washed
clean by divine judgment. God smelled the pleasing aroma and
made a covenant—not just with Noah, but with all of humanity yet
to come.



"Never again will I curse the ground because of man, even though
every inclination of his heart is evil from childhood. And never
again will I destroy all living creatures as I have done. As long as
the earth endures, seedtime and harvest, cold and heat, summer and
winter, day and night will never cease."

A rainbow appeared in the sky—the first one, in a world that had
never seen rain before the flood.

"This is the sign of the covenant I am making between Me and you
and every living creature with you," God said. "Never again will
the waters become a flood to destroy all life. Whenever the
rainbow appears in the clouds, I will see it and remember the
everlasting covenant."

Satan watched the rainbow from his hiding place in the shadows
and understood what it meant.

No more floods. No more total destruction. God had bound
Himself, limited His own options.

He's giving them another chance, Satan realized. No matter how
evil they become, He won't destroy them all again.

Which meant the battle would have to be fought differently.

One soul at a time.



Chapter 24

Nimrod

Three generations after the flood, a hunter was born who would
change everything.

His name was Nimrod, great-grandson of Noah, and from his
earliest years, it was clear that he was different. While other
children played, Nimrod practiced with weapons. While others
dreamed of farming and families, Nimrod dreamed of conquest.

He was, according to the records that would survive, "a mighty
hunter before the Lord." But the word "before" in this context
meant something closer to "against." Nimrod hunted, yes—but he
also built. Cities rose at his command: Babel, Erech, Akkad,
Calneh. And from those cities, he spread his influence into
Assyria, building more: Nineveh, Rehoboth Ir, Calah, and Resen.

Satan watched this human with particular interest.

"He is proud," Ashteroth observed. "Prideful and ambitious.
Perhaps he could be useful."

"More than useful," Satan replied. "He could be magnificent."
They approached Nimrod in dreams at first—whispering

suggestions, stoking his already considerable ego. Then, as he
proved receptive, they appeared to him directly.



"You could be a god," they told him. "You could rule not just
cities, but the hearts of men. You could build a kingdom that

would last forever."

Nimrod's eyes gleamed with ambition. "Tell me how."

And they did.



Chapter 25
The Tower

The Tower of Babel was Nimrod's masterpiece—and Satan's
greatest triumph since the Garden.

It rose from the Plain of Shinar like an artificial mountain, its base
covering acres, its peak piercing the heavens. Thousands of
workers labored on its construction, slaves and freemen alike, all
united by a single language and a single terrible purpose.

"Come, let us build ourselves a city," the people said, "with a
tower that reaches to the heavens, so that we may make a name for
ourselves and not be scattered over the face of the whole earth."

Make a name for ourselves.

Satan savored those words. They were the echoes of his own
ancient rebellion in heaven: I will make myself like the Most High.

But the tower was far more than architecture. It was a temple—a
massive ziggurat engineered for the world’s first system of false
worship. Nimrod and his queen, Semiramis, were already
embedding their own names into the sacred bricks. Satan watched
with dark satisfaction as the trap was laid. Here, the queen would
soon be venerated as the "mother goddess," and her future son,
Tammuz, would be heralded as a counterfeit "son of god."

With every stone laid, a throne was built for a mother and child of
their own invention, designed to eclipse the Throne of the Creator.



Chapter 26

The Foundation of Confusion

The vast, crystalline expanse above the Plain of Shinar was silent,
but for Michael and Gabriel, the silence was heavy with the weight
of what was unfolding below. Nimrod, the "mighty hunter," was
no longer just hunting beasts; he was beginning to trap the minds
of men in an equation of his own making.

Michael’s wings remained still, his eyes fixed on the growing
ziggurat of Babel. "The Adversary has changed his tactics," he
said, his voice echoing with the authority of the third heaven. "He
no longer seeks to destroy them with fire or flood. He is using
something far more dangerous: a counterfeit of the Truth."

Gabriel stood beside him, his expression one of cold, analytical
precision. "It is a mathematical corruption, Michael. He is taking
the reality of God and the Word and adding a third variable—a
human variable. Look at the queen, Semiramis. She is already
whispering of a divine motherhood, a mystery that turns the focus
from the Throne to the cradle. By the time they are done, the
people will not worship the Creator; they will worship a mother
and a child of their own invention."

"It is the blueprint for the next four thousand years," Michael
replied, his gaze narrowing. "If they can convince the people that



the Godhead is a confusing mystery of three-in-one, the people

will stop searching for the Father. They will accept the tradition of
the priest over the Word. They will trade the Sabbath for the day of
the sun, and the Father's appointed festivals for the spring rites of
Ishtar and the winter solstices of Tammuz."

Gabriel watched as the smoke of Nimrod’s altars rose toward the
firmament, tracking the intricate symbols being carved into the
stones at the base of the tower. The Mystery was beginning not
with a whisper, but with the rhythmic strike of a stone-cutter’s
mallet against the sun-drenched plains.

"They are already branding themselves," Gabriel said, his voice
like the sharpening of a blade. "Look at the symbol of the ‘T°—the
initial of Tammuz. The Adversary knows the power of a sign.
Semiramis is taking the first initial of her son’s name and turning it
into an object of worship. Thousands of years from now, men and
women will cling to those crosses, wearing them around their
necks, thinking they honor the Word, while they are actually
wearing the sigil—the occult symbol—of Nimrod’s line."

Michael stepped closer to the edge of the celestial vantage point.
"And the timing, Gabriel? The Adversary is meticulous with the
calendar."

"He is," Gabriel replied. "He is anchoring their worship to the
cycles of the SUN. He has them celebrating the rebirth of the sun
at the Winter Solstice—a festival that centuries later will be
rebranded as Christmas. He has them observing the fertility rites of
Ishtar—Easter—at the Spring Equinox, using pagan icons to
shroud the corruption of God’s true plan. They will think they are
celebrating life, but they will be participating in the ancient
heathen mysteries of Semiramis, Nimrod, and Tammuz."

"The most subtle theft is time itself," Michael noted. "The Word
set the Seventh Day—the Sabbath—as a sanctuary in time, a sign
between Him and His people. But Nimrod points them toward the
First Day of the week—the Day of the Sun. By shifting the day,



the Adversary ensures that even when they think they seek the
Creator, they stand in the wrong place at the wrong time."

Gabriel looked at the bustling city of Babylon, his gaze penetrating
the centuries yet to come. "It is a masterwork of confusion,
Michael. A system so vast and deeply rooted that it will span
empires. From this plain, it will flow into Egypt, into Rome, and
eventually into the very cathedrals of the modern world."

"What shall we call it in the record?" Michael asked.

Gabriel paused, the weight of the name hanging in the air. "We
shall call it what it is: Mystery, Babylon the Great. The mother of
harlots and abominations of the earth. It is the counterfeit kingdom
that will attempt to stand—until the Lion of Judah returns to tear it
down."

"Then the Workman will face a difficult task," Michael said. "He
must strip away the holidays, the symbols, and the Sunday
traditions just to find the foundation. He will have to show them
that the 'X' in Xmas isn't merely a shorthand letter—it is a literal
cross-out of the Truth."

"The few who find it," Gabriel said, "will be those who refuse to
let tradition override the Word. The war is no longer in the heights;
it is in the definitions. And the Adversary is a master of the
dictionary."

"They will be called insane," Michael noted quietly, his hand
resting on the hilt of his sword. "They will be told they follow a
lonely path. But a Watchman does not seek the approval of the
people he warns. He only seeks to be right when the starting gun
fires. The darkness of Nimrod’s shadow will stretch all the way to
the end, but the Light of the Word will always be there for the one
willing to do the labor of proving it."

The two angels watched as the ziggurat of Babel loomed like a
jagged wound against the horizon. The stones were laid—a
monument to a system that would one day rule the world under a



different name, but with the same ancient, corrupted math. The war
had moved from the stars to the hearts of men, and the first battle
of the Great Deception had begun.

* For the historical and biblical data regarding the origins of the
Babylonian mysteries mentioned here, see the Appendix at the very
back of this book.



Chapter 27

The Fractured Tongue of the
Great Scattering

God came down.

Not in judgment this time—He had promised no more floods—but
in observation. He walked unseen through the streets of Babel,
watching His creation build monuments to false gods, listening to
their unified language spreading corruption like a contagion.

"If as one people speaking the same language they have begun to
do this," He said, "then nothing they plan to do will be impossible
for them."

Satan felt the shift in the air before he understood its weight.

"Come, let Us go down and confuse their language so they will not
understand each other."

The Word spoke, and reality obeyed.
One moment, every human on earth spoke the same tongue. The
next, they were babbling in dozens—hundreds—of different

languages, none comprehensible to the other.

The construction of the tower halted instantly. Workers couldn't
understand foremen. Foremen couldn't understand administrators.



The grand project collapsed into chaos as neighbors suddenly
became strangers.

"What did You do?" Satan screamed at the firmament. "They were
almost mine!"

There was no answer. There never was, when the Adversary
demanded one.

But the consequence was absolute. The unified humanity that had
nearly built a stairway to heaven—that had nearly secured a global
empire of false worship—was scattered to the winds. Families
bound by shared tongues gathered together and migrated away
from Babel, spreading across the earth just as God had originally
commanded.

Yet, the false religion went with them. The names shifted with the
dialects, but the lies remained identical: worship the sun-god, bow
to the mother goddess, venerate the divine son, and sacrifice
children to appease the gods of fire and harvest.

Satan had lost the battle for immediate global control.

But the war was far from over.



PART FOUR

THE CHOSEN



Chapter 28
Abraham

Four centuries after Babel, in the city of Ur, a man named Abram
heard the voice of God.

"Leave your country, your people, and your father's household,"
the voice commanded, "and go to the land I will show you. I will
make you into a great nation and I will bless you. I will make your
name great, and you will be a blessing. I will bless those who bless
you, and whoever curses you I will curse; and all peoples on earth
will be blessed through you."

Abram obeyed.

He took his wife Sarai, his nephew Lot, and everything they
owned, and he journeyed to a land called Canaan—a land currently
occupied by people who worshiped the very gods that Nimrod and
Semiramis had invented centuries before.

"This land I will give to your descendants," God promised.

But there was a problem: Abram had no descendants. Sarai was
barren, and both of them were getting old.

Satan watched this new development with confusion. Why would
God choose this particular man? What was special about a
wandering nomad from a city of idol worshipers?



"Perhaps nothing," Ashteroth suggested. "Perhaps He's simply
desperate. After all, how many righteous humans are left?"

"There's something more," Satan murmured. "There's always
something more with Him."

He was right.



Chapter 29

The Covenant

Twenty-five years passed.

Abram—now called Abraham, "father of many"—was ninety-nine
years old when God appeared to him again and made His most
extraordinary promise yet.

"I am God Almighty. Walk before Me and be blameless. I will
confirm My covenant between Me and you and will greatly
increase your numbers... You will be the father of many nations.
No longer will you be called Abram; your name will be Abraham,
for I have made you a father of many nations. I will make you very
fruitful; I will make nations of you, and kings will come from
you."

But that wasn't all.

"As for Sarai your wife, you are no longer to call her Sarai; her
name will be Sarah. I will bless her and will surely give you a son
by her. I will bless her so that she will be the mother of nations;
kings of peoples will come from her."

Abraham was ninety-nine! Sarah was ninety! And yet...

And yet, when God spoke, things happened.



Isaac was born exactly when God had promised, a miracle child to
elderly parents, the son through whom all of God's promises would
be fulfilled.

The woman's offspring, Satan remembered. He will crush your
head.

Was this the one? This child of impossible promise?

Only one way to find out.



Chapter 30
The Test

"Abraham!"

The old man looked up from where he sat outside his tent. The
voice was unmistakable—the same voice that had called him out of
Ur, that had promised him descendants, that had given him Isaac.

"Here I am," Abraham replied.

"Take your son," God said, "your only son Isaac, whom you love,
and go to the region of Moriah. Sacrifice him there as a burnt
offering on one of the mountains I will tell you about."

Satan, watching from the shadows, felt something like triumph.
Now we'll see. Now we'll know what kind of god He really is.
Demanding child sacrifice, just like Nimrod! Just like Molech! Just
like Baal! He's no different from the gods we created!

But Abraham obeyed without argument.
He took Isaac, gathered wood, and journeyed for three days to the
mountain God had indicated. When they arrived, Isaac carried the

wood on his back while Abraham carried the fire and the knife.

"Father," Isaac said, "I see the fire and the wood, but where is the
lamb for the burnt offering?"



"God Himself will provide the lamb for the burnt offering, my
son."

They climbed the mountain together. Abraham built an altar,
arranged the wood, bound his son, and laid him on top.

Then he raised the knife.

"ABRAHAM! ABRAHAM!"

The voice came from heaven—urgent, commanding.

"Here I am," Abraham said.

"Do not lay a hand on the boy. Do not do anything to him. Now I
know that you fear God, because you have not withheld from Me
your son, your only son."

Abraham looked up and saw a ram caught by its horns in a thicket.
He sacrificed it instead of Isaac, there on that mountain that he
would call "The Lord Will Provide."

Satan retreated, confused and disturbed.

He wasn't like the false gods at all. He stopped the sacrifice. He
provided a substitute.

What kind of God provides substitutes?
He would learn the answer to that question eventually. Two
thousand years later, on a different mountain, there would be no

substitute.

God would sacrifice His own Son.



Chapter 31

Jacob and Esau

Isaac had twins: Esau, the hunter, and Jacob, the quiet one.

Satan would have bet on Esau. The older brother was strong,
capable, comfortable in the wilderness. He was the kind of man
who built empires.

But God chose Jacob.

The younger over the older, Satan noted with irritation. Always the
unexpected. Always the unlikely.

Jacob was a deceiver—he stole his brother's birthright with a bowl
of stew, then stole his father's blessing through disguise. He spent
years in exile, fleeing his brother's wrath. He was the last person
anyone would have expected God to use.

And yet.

"Your name will no longer be Jacob," God told him one night,
after wrestling with him until dawn. "Your name will be Israel,
because you have struggled with God and with men and have
overcome."



Israel. The nation that would carry God's promises forward. The
people through whom the woman's offspring would eventually
come.

Satan began to understand the pattern.
Not the powerful, he realized. Not the obvious. He chooses the
broken, the unlikely, the failures. The ones who have no claim to

greatness except what He gives them.

It was a disturbing strategy. It meant Satan could never predict
who the next chosen one would be.

It meant anyone could be a threat.



Chapter 32
Egypt

Many years later, Israel's descendants were slaves.

They had come to Egypt during a famine, welcomed by a Hebrew
boy named Joseph who had risen to become the second most
powerful man in the kingdom. But Joseph had died, and new
pharaohs had risen who didn't remember him. The Israelites, once
honored guests, had become a threat.

"They are more numerous than us," the Pharaoh said. "We must
deal shrewdly with them, or they will become even more
numerous, and if war breaks out, they will join our enemies."

So the Egyptians put slave masters over the Hebrews and forced
them to build storage cities. They made their lives bitter with hard
labor. And when that didn't slow their population growth, Pharaoh
ordered something worse.

"Every Israelite boy that is born, throw him into the Nile."

Satan watched this development with satisfaction. Perhaps the
chosen people will die out after all. Perhaps this time, I win.

But one Hebrew mother defied the order.



She hid her son for three months, then waterproofed a basket and
placed him in the reeds along the Nile. Pharaoh's own daughter
found the baby, took pity on him, and raised him as her own.

She named him Moses—"drawn out of water."



Chapter 33
The Burning Bush

Moses killed a man.

He was forty years old when it happened, raised as Egyptian
royalty but aware of his Israelite heritage. When he saw an
Egyptian beating an Israelite slave, something snapped. He killed
the Egyptian and buried him in the sand.

Word got out. Moses fled into the desert.

For forty years, he tended sheep. Forty years of silence, of solitude,
of wondering if his life had any meaning at all.

Then the bush caught fire.

Not ordinary fire—this flame didn't consume what it burned.
Moses approached it carefully, curious despite himself.

"Moses! Moses!"

"Here I am," he said, the same words Abraham had spoken
generations before.

"Take off your sandals, for the place where you are standing is
holy ground. I am the God of your father, the God of Abraham, the
God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob."



Moses hid his face, afraid to look at God.

"I have indeed seen the misery of My people in Egypt. I have
heard them crying out because of their slave drivers, and [ am
concerned about their suffering. So I have come down to rescue
them from the hand of the Egyptians and to bring them up out of
that land into a good and spacious land, a land flowing with milk
and honey... So now, go. I am sending you to Pharaoh to bring My
people the Israelites out of Egypt."

"Who am L," Moses objected, "that I should go to Pharaoh?"
"I will be with you."
"But what if they ask me Your name? What shall I tell them?"

And God spoke His name—the name that would echo through
history, the name that simply meant existence itself.

"I AM WHO I AM. Tell them: I AM has sent you."



Chapter 34
The Plagues

Pharaoh refused.

Of course he did. His magicians could duplicate some of Moses'
signs—turning staffs into snakes, water into blood—and that gave
him confidence. He was Pharaoh, god-king of the most powerful
nation on earth. Who was this desert shepherd to demand anything
of him?

So God showed him.

The Nile turned to blood and stayed that way. Frogs covered the
land. Gnats and flies swarmed in clouds so thick they blocked the
sun. Livestock died. Boils erupted on human and animal skin. Hail
and fire fell from the sky, destroying crops and killing anyone
caught outside. Locusts devoured what remained. Darkness—
thick, tangible darkness—covered Egypt for three days.

Nine plagues, each one targeting a different Egyptian god. The
Nile god couldn't keep the water clean. The sun god couldn't make
the sun shine. The god of the sky couldn't stop the hail.

And still Pharaoh refused.

"One more plague," God told Moses. "After this, he will let you

"

go.



The tenth plague was death itself.

"Every firstborn son in Egypt will die," God announced, "from the
firstborn son of Pharaoh, who sits on the throne, to the firstborn
son of the slave girl, who is at her hand mill, and all the firstborn
of the cattle as well."

But the Israelites would be passed over. They were to kill a
lamb—one for each household—and smear its blood on their
doorframes.

"When I see the blood," God said, "I will pass over you."

Satan, watching from the shadows of Egypt, felt a chill that had
nothing to do with temperature.

Lamb's blood on the door, he thought. Substitutionary death. This
is connected to something. This is pointing toward something.

But what?



Chapter 35
The Exodus

At midnight, the angel of death swept through Egypt.

Every house without blood on the door lost its firstborn son. From
Pharaoh's palace to the lowliest slave's hovel, the screaming began
and did not stop. Egypt had never known such grief, such horror,
such absolute devastation.

"UP! LEAVE MY PEOPLE!" Pharaoh screamed at Moses. "GO!
TAKE YOUR FLOCKS AND HERDS AND GO! AND BLESS
ME ALSO!"

The Israelites left so quickly that their bread didn't have time to
rise. They walked out of Egypt after many years of slavery,
carrying with them the wealth of their oppressors and the bones of
Joseph, who had made his descendants promise to bring him back
to Canaan.

But Pharaoh changed his mind.

"What have we done?" he demanded of his officials. "We have let
the Israelites go and have lost their services!"

Six hundred chariots—the elite of the Egyptian army—thundered
after the fleeing slaves. They caught up with them at the Red Sea,
trapped between the water and the approaching army.



"Do not be afraid," Moses told the terrified people. "Stand firm and
you will see the deliverance the Eternal will bring you today. The
Egyptians you see today you will never see again. The Eternal will
fight for you; you need only to be still."

Moses raised his staff, and the sea parted.

The Israelites walked through on dry ground, walls of water on
either side of them. When the Egyptians followed, the waters
returned. Chariots, horses, soldiers—all of them vanished beneath
the waves.

On the far shore, Moses and the people sang.

"The LORD is my strength and my song; He has become my
salvation. He is my God, and I will praise Him, my father's God,
and I will exalt Him..."

Satan watched from a distance, seething.

They escaped. They actually escaped.

But they had a long way to go before reaching the Promised Land.

And the wilderness was full of opportunities for corruption.



Chapter 36

Sinai
The mountain burned with fire.

Thunder rolled across the sky. Lightning flashed continuously,
illuminating clouds so thick that the mountaintop was invisible. A
trumpet sound grew louder and louder until the people trembled at
its intensity.

"Stay at the base of the mountain," Moses commanded. "Anyone
who touches it will die. When the trumpet sounds a long blast, you
may approach."

Moses climbed into the fire alone.

For forty days, he remained on the mountain with God. During that
time, he received the Law—the Ten Commandments carved on
tablets of stone, along with hundreds of other regulations covering
every aspect of Israelite life.

Do not murder. Do not commit adultery. Do not steal. Remember
the Seventh-Day and keep it holy. You shall have no other gods
before Me. Do not make any idols or statutes. ...

Satan read the commandments and understood their purpose. They
were a fence, a boundary, a set of rules that would keep the chosen
people distinct from the nations around them.



If they obeyed, they would be protected.

If they obeyed.



Chapter 37
The Golden Calf

They didn't obey.
While Moses was on the mountain, the people grew restless.

"Come, make us gods who will go before us," they said to Aaron,
Moses' brother. "As for this fellow Moses who brought us up out
of Egypt, we don't know what has happened to him."

Aaron, who should have known better, collected their gold jewelry
and fashioned it into a golden calf—an idol in the shape of the
Egyptian god Apis.

"These are your gods, O Israel, who brought you up out of Egypt!"

The people worshiped the idol. They offered sacrifices. They ate
and drank and rose up to "play"—a euphemism for the kind of
debauchery that accompanied pagan worship throughout the
ancient world.

On the mountain, God told Moses what was happening.

"Go down, because your people, whom you brought up out of
Egypt, have become corrupt. They have been quick to turn away
from what I commanded them and have made themselves an idol...
I have seen these people, and they are a stiff-necked people. Now



leave Me alone so that My anger may burn against them and that I
may destroy them. Then I will make you into a great nation."

Moses pleaded with God to relent.

"Remember Your servants Abraham, Isaac, and Israel, to whom
You swore by Your own self: 'l will make your descendants as
numerous as the stars in the sky and I will give your descendants
all this land I promised them, and it will be their inheritance
forever."

God relented.

But when Moses came down the mountain and saw the golden calf,
his own anger burned. He shattered the stone tablets. He ground
the idol to powder, scattered it on water, and made the people drink
it.

Three thousand died that day—executed by the Levites for their
idolatry.

Satan observed the carnage with grim satisfaction.

Forty days, he thought. That's how long it took them to forget
everything. Forty days, and they were worshiping idols.

If this was God's chosen people, perhaps there was hope for the
adversary after all.



PART FIVE

THE LONG SHADOW



Chapter 38
The Pattern Emerges

The centuries that followed established a pattern that Satan would
learn to exploit.

The Israelites would obey God... for a while. They would prosper
under His blessing. Then they would grow complacent. They
would look at the nations around them—with their exciting
festivals, their sexual rites, their promise of immediate
gratification—and they would wander.

"If only we had gods we could see," they would say.

And Satan would provide them.

Baal worship spread through Israel like a plague. The high
places—hilltop shrines to false gods—multiplied faster than the
prophets could tear them down. Children were sacrificed to
Molech, their screams drowned out by drums as they burned alive.
Every generation, it seemed, forgot the lessons of the previous one.
But God kept His promises anyway.

He raised up judges to deliver Israel from their enemies. When the

people demanded a king, He gave them one—Saul first, then
David, then Solomon. The kingdom split after Solomon's death,



northern Israel breaking away from southern Judah, but even then
God sent prophets to call the people back.

Isaiah. Jeremiah. Ezekiel. Hosea. Amos. Micah.

The prophets spoke of judgment coming, but also of hope. They
spoke of a Messiah—an anointed one who would come from
David's line, who would reign forever, who would bring salvation
not just to Israel but to the whole world.

“A virgin will conceive and bear a son,” Isaiah proclaimed, “and
shall call His name ‘God with us.””

"He was pierced for our transgressions," the same prophet
declared, "he was crushed for our iniquities; the punishment that
brought us peace was upon him, and by his wounds we are
healed."

Satan heard these prophecies and felt the old fear return.

The woman's offspring. He will crush your head.

It was coming. Whatever God had planned since the Garden, it was
finally coming.



Chapter 39
The Waiting

Four hundred years of silence followed the last prophet.

Israel was conquered—first by Assyria, then Babylon, then Persia,
then Greece, and finally Rome. The people suffered under foreign
rule, longing for the Messiah who would deliver them. They
imagined a warrior king, a new David who would drive out the
Romans and restore Israel to its former glory.

Satan used those four centuries well.

He spread his influence through the religious establishment,
corrupting the Pharisees and Sadducees until they cared more
about power and tradition than truth. He ensured that when the
Messiah finally came, the very people who should have recognized
Him would be His greatest enemies.

They expect a conqueror, Satan reasoned. They expect a king with
armies and glory. When they see what actually comes...

And then, on an ordinary night in an insignificant town, a young
woman went into labor.



Chapter 40
Bethlehem

The Word became flesh.

Not in a palace, but in a stable. Not surrounded by royalty, but by
animals. Not announced with trumpets, but with the terrified
bleating of sheep as angels filled the sky.

"Do not be afraid," the angel told the shepherds, who had fallen to
the ground in terror. "I bring you good news of great joy that will
be for all people. Today in the town of David a Savior has been
born to you; He is Christ the Messiah."

Satan felt the moment like a physical blow.
He's here. After all this time, He's finally here.

The adversary had prepared for this moment. He had plans,
contingencies, multiple ways to destroy the child before He could
grow into the threat the prophecies promised.

The first attempt came through Herod, the paranoid king of Judea.
When wise men from the east arrived asking about "the one born
king of the Jews," Herod saw a rival. He ordered the murder of
every male child in Bethlehem under the age of two.

But an angel warned Joseph in a dream. The family fled to Egypt.



Egypt, Satan noted bitterly. The same land I thought would destroy
His people forever. Now it protects them.

The child survived. The child grew. And Satan watched, and
waited, and prepared for the confrontation that had been
prophesied since the beginning of time.



Chapter 41
The Wilderness

Jesus was thirty years old when He emerged from obscurity.

He came to the Jordan River, where a wild-eyed prophet named
John was baptizing people and proclaiming the coming of the
kingdom. When Jesus stepped into the water, heaven itself seemed
to hold its breath.

John baptized Him. The Spirit descended like a dove. A voice from
heaven declared: "This is My beloved Son, in whom I am well
pleased."

And then the Spirit drove Jesus into the wilderness.

For forty days, He fasted. For forty nights, He prayed. And at the
end, when His body was weak and His hunger overwhelming,
Satan came.

This was it—the confrontation that had been coming since
Genesis. The adversary who had corrupted the first Adam now
faced the second. The serpent who had used fruit to cause
humanity's fall now attempted the same strategy with bread.

"If You are the Son of God," Satan said, "command these stones to
become bread."



Jesus looked at the stones. His stomach cramped with hunger that
had lasted over a month. The temptation to use His power—power
He absolutely possessed—must have been overwhelming.

"It is written," He replied, "'Man shall not live by bread alone, but
by every word that proceeds from the mouth of God."

Satan tried again.

He took Jesus to the highest point of the temple in Jerusalem. "If
You are the Son of God, throw Yourself down. For it is written:
'He will command His angels concerning you, and they will lift
you up in their hands, so that you will not strike your foot against a
stone."

"It is also written," Jesus replied, "'Do not put the Lord your God
to the test."'

One more attempt.

Satan showed Jesus all the kingdoms of the world in an instant—
the glory of Rome, the wealth of Persia, the ancient mysteries of
Egypt. "All this I will give You, if You will bow down and
worship me."

Jesus turned to face His adversary directly. For one moment, Satan
saw something in those eyes—not the weakness of the flesh, but

the blazing power of the Word who had spoken universes into
existence.

"Away from Me, Satan! For it is written: "Worship the Eternal your
God, and serve Him only."

Satan fled.

But he wasn't finished. He would return at an opportune time.



Chapter 42
The Ministry of Christ

For several years Jesus walked the earth, and everything Satan had
built began to crumble.

Demons were cast out with a word. Diseases that had tormented
people for decades vanished at His touch. The dead rose from their
graves. The laws of physics bent to His will—water became wine,
storms fell silent, five loaves fed five thousand.

But worse than the miracles was the message.

"The kingdom of God is at hand. Repent, and believe the good
news."

The kingdom of God. The rule of heaven extending to earth.
Everything Satan had worked for since the fall—his control over
human hearts, his influence over nations, his web of lies and false
religions—all of it threatened by a carpenter from Nazareth who
spoke with an authority that made demons tremble.

"What do you want with us, Jesus of Nazareth?" they would shriek
when He approached. "Have you come to destroy us? We know

who you are—the Holy One of God!"

"Be quiet!" Jesus would command. "Come out of them!"



And they had no choice but to obey.

He's winning, Satan realized with growing horror. Every day, more
people believe. Every day, more eyes are opened. If this
continues...

If this continued, Satan's kingdom would end.

There had to be a way to stop Him.



Chapter 43
The Betrayal

The opportunity came through one of Jesus' own disciples.

Judas Iscariot had followed Jesus and was one of the twelve
apostles, but something dark had taken root in his heart.
Disappointment, perhaps—Jesus wasn't the conquering Messiah
Judas had expected. Greed, certainly—Judas managed the group's
money and helped himself to the contents. And underneath it all, a
vulnerability that Satan knew how to exploit.

"What will you give me if I deliver Him to you?" Judas asked the
chief priests.

They counted out thirty pieces of silver.

That night, in a garden called Gethsemane, Judas approached Jesus
with a kiss.

"Friend," Jesus said—and even now, facing betrayal, His voice
carried compassion—"do what you came for."

Soldiers seized Him. His disciples fled. And Jesus was led away to
face a mockery of a trial that would end in the most brutal

execution method the Roman Empire had devised.

Satan watched it all unfold with growing triumph.



He's going to die. The promised Messiah, the woman's offspring,
the threat I've feared since Eden—He's going to die on a Roman
stake, cursed and abandoned.

I've won.



Chapter 44

The Crucifixion

The hill was called Golgotha—the Place of the Skull.

They had beaten Him beyond recognition. Isaiah's prophecy was
literally fulfilled: "His appearance was so disfigured beyond that of
any man, his form marred beyond human likeness." They had
pressed a crown of thorns into His scalp, mocking His claim to
kingship. They had scourged Him with whips designed to tear
flesh from bone.

And now they nailed Him to a cross.
Satan was there, in the shadows, watching. His demons surrounded
the scene, drinking in the suffering, celebrating what they believed

was their ultimate victory.

"If You are the Son of God," the crowd mocked, "come down from
there!"

"He saved others, but He can't save Himself!"

"Let this Christ, this King of Israel, come down now from the
stake, that we may see and believe!"



Jesus could have come down. Even now, with nails through His
wrists and feet, He had the power to summon legions of angels, to
incinerate His tormentors, to end this entire charade.

He stayed.

For hours, He hung there. Darkness covered the land. And finally,
with a cry that echoed through dimensions both physical and
spiritual, Jesus spoke His last words:

"It is finished."

His head dropped. His breathing stopped. The veil in the temple—
the barrier between humanity and God in the Holy of Holies—tore
from top to bottom.

Jesus of Nazareth was dead.

Satan threw back his head and laughed.

It's over. The Son of God is DEAD. The threat is ended. I've—

"You fool."

The voice came from nowhere and everywhere. Satan spun,
suddenly aware that something was terribly, terribly wrong.

"Y ou absolute fool."
And then Satan understood.

The prophecy. The promise from the Garden. He will crush your
head, and you will strike His heel.

A snake bite to the heel was painful but not fatal.

But a crushing blow to the head...



What have [ done?

For the first time since his rebellion, the adversary understood the
true scope of his defeat. He had thought killing Jesus would end
the threat. Instead, he had accomplished God's plan.

The blood that had been shed on that stake—innocent blood,
divine blood, the blood of the Lamb—had done what no other
sacrifice could ever do. It had paid the price for every sin, from
Adam and Eve’s first bite of forbidden fruit to the last evil thought
of the last human who would ever live.

"The wages of sin is death," Scripture declared. Jesus had paid
those wages. Not for His own sins—He had none—but for the sins
of the entire world.

The war that had begun in Eden was over.

The serpent's head was crushed.



Chapter 45

The Resurrection

On the third day, the stone rolled away.

Not because Jesus needed it moved—His resurrection body could
pass through solid matter without difficulty—but because the
women who came to anoint His corpse needed to see that the tomb
was empty.

"He is not here," the angels told them. "He is risen, just as He
said."

For forty days, Jesus appeared to His followers. He ate with them.
He talked with them. He let Thomas, the doubter, put his fingers
into the wounds that still marked His hands.

"My Lord and my God," Thomas whispered, falling to his knees.

"Because you have seen Me, you have believed," Jesus replied.
"Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed."

And then, on the fortieth day, Jesus gathered His disciples on a
hillside and gave them their final instructions.

"All authority in heaven and on earth has been given to Me.
Therefore, go and make disciples of all nations... baptizing them...



teaching them to obey everything I have commanded you. And
surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age."

He rose.

He rose through the clouds, through the atmosphere, through
dimensions that human eyes could not perceive. He rose until
heaven itself received Him, until He took His place at the right
hand of the Father.

The disciples watched until they could see Him no more.

And then they went out to change the world.



Epilogue
The Long War

Satan was defeated but not destroyed.

The battle had been won, but the war continued. For two thousand
years, the adversary would fight a rearguard action—corrupting
churches, persecuting believers, twisting the truth into countless
false religions and philosophies.

He would use the Babylon Mystery Religion he had created with
Nimrod/Tammuz and Semiramis, dressing it up in Christian-
sounding language. He would replace Tammuz with Jesus and
Semiramis with Mary. He would substitute Sunday for the
Seventh-day Sabbath, Easter for Passover, and call the pagan
solstice festival Christmas.

He would deceive the whole world, just as Scripture predicted.
But he would never win.

Because somewhere, in every generation, there would be people
who saw through the lies. People who clung to the truth no matter
the cost. People who knew that the Lamb who was slain was also
the Lion who would return.

And return He would.

Not as a baby in a manger, but as a King on a white horse. Not to

be crucified, but to rule. Not to be mocked, but to be worshiped by
every creature in existence.



The seventh millennium was coming—the thousand-year Sabbath
when Christ would reign on earth and Satan would be bound in
chains. After that, the final judgment. After that, eternity.

Satan knew all of this. He had read the prophecies. He understood
how the story ended.

And yet he fought on.

Perhaps he hoped the prophecies were wrong. Perhaps he thought
he could still find some way to win. Perhaps his pride simply
wouldn't let him surrender, even when surrender was the only
rational option.

Or perhaps—and this was the most terrifying possibility of all—
perhaps he simply wanted to drag as many souls as possible down
with him when he fell.

The war continues.

The darkness fights the light.

And somewhere, in the throne room of heaven, the Lamb who was
slain watches and waits, holding the keys of death and Hades,
ready to return at the moment the Father appoints.

"Surely I am coming soon," He says.

And all creation answers:

"Amen. Come, Lord Jesus."

THE END

...0f the beginning.



Appendix

The Historical Record:
Unmasking the Babylonian Roots

BABYLON MYSTERY RELIGION

Nimrod established the world’s first empire over 4,000 years ago,
with himself as its first emperor. Afterwards, he and his wife
(queen Semiramis) invent the world’s first false religion—the
Babylon Mystery Religion—as Nimrod proclaims himself to be a
god (the sun-god) and his wife a goddess (the dawn goddess).
Their subjects then worship them as divine beings. As a result,
many cultures would thereafter address royalty as “my Sun”!

THE TRINITY

Years later Nimrod is killed, but Semiramis gives birth to a son
whom she names Tammuz. She then claims that Tammuz is
actually her husband (Nimrod) reincarnated (or resurrected) back
to life. Tammuz is also then worshiped as a god. Eventually the
three (Nimrod, Semiramis, and Tammuz) would be worshiped as



one god—that is—they would be worshiped as three divine
individuals who make up just one being—three in one and one in
three. In other words, they would be worshiped as a triune god—
the trinity!

The Roman Catholic Church then adopted this false pagan
teaching in 325 AD at the First Council of Nicaea—about 225
years after the Bible was completed. God is NOT a trinity! The
trinity was NEVER taught by Christ, the apostles, or any early
Christians. And the Bible does NOT support it, nor is it ever even
mentioned in the Bible. The Roman Catholic Church simply
replaced the name of Tammuz with Jesus, Nimrod with God the
Father, and Semiramis with the Holy Spirit.

MOTHER & CHILD WORSHIP

Besides the trinity, the Roman Catholic Church also adopted from
the PAGAN religions of the world is the way it often portrays
Jesus Christ. This false apostate church often depicts Jesus as a
baby in the arms of his mother Mary, just as Tammuz was often
displayed as a baby in the arms of his mother Semiramis. In this
case the Roman Church simply calls Tammuz by the name of Jesus
and Semiramis by the name of Mary. In some cases, they have
even used the same ancient pagan statutes of Tammuz

and Semiramis and just renamed them!

And the Catholic Church worships Mary, just as the pagans
worshiped Semiramis—their mother goddess—the mother of
god—even though the Bible condemns such worship—not to
mention the use of idols—which God strongly condemns!



CROSSES

The Roman Catholic Church also borrowed from the Babylon
Mystery Religion the wearing of crosses—which heathens first
started wearing about 4,000 years ago! The cross is simply the
letter T (or t}—which is the initial for Tammuz. The letter T also
stands for Typhon and Teitan—names for Satan in the ancient
Babylonian and Greek languages.

Side Note: The Spanish conquistadors were absolutely shocked and
amazed to see the natives wearing crosses when they first set foot
on Mexican soil about 500 hundred years ago!

SUNDAY OR SATURDAY?

The Roman Catholic Church is just a modern version of the
Babylon Mystery Religion (and the Protestant churches aren’t
much better). This false church has simply replaced the pagan
names associated with MYSTERY BABYLON THE GREAT (see
Revelation 17:5) with Christian sounding names to deceive the
masses. Its day of worship is SUNday—the day that pagans have
always worshiped the SUN or the SUN-god. And in the 3™ century
AD, the Roman Catholic Church would replace God’s true Sabbath
day, the seventh day of the week, Saturday, with the pagan day of
worship, Sunday.



XMAS

The Roman Catholic Church also celebrates a holiday it calls
Xmas on December 25th as the day of Christ’s birth (when in fact
Christ was born in late September or early October). Plus, the
Bible NEVER tells us to celebrate His birth anyway. But according
to some historians Tammuz (or Nimrod) was born on December
25th!

Xmas is NOT a Christian celebration at all, as it was first
celebrated about 2,000 years BEFORE Jesus was ever born! In
ancient times it was called Saturnalia or the Birthday of Sol
Invictus (birthday of the invincible sun)—a holiday in honor of the
sun (or the sun-god)! For about 300 years the Roman Church
thoroughly CONDEMNED this ancient HEATHEN holiday! It
wasn’t until at least the 4th century that the Roman Catholic
Church gave in and adopted this festival as its own, and then
quickly changed its name to Xmas!

EASTER

And Easter is no different! The Bible NEVER tells us to celebrate
Easter or the resurrection of Christ—though it does tell us to
observe His death annually each year at the Passover (or Lord’s
Supper).

Like Xmas, Easter is also a heathen festival that dates back
approximately 4,000 years. This pagan celebration was named in
honor of a pagan goddess—Semiramis! The name of this pagan
goddess in ancient England was Eastre or Eostre (hence, the name
“Easter” today). Of course, in other languages she was called by
different names (such as Ostara, Austra, Austro, Aurora, Ausos,
Astarte, Ashtoreth, Asherah, Ishtar, Isis, Diana, Inanna, Aphrodite,
and Venus).



EASTER was considered the goddess of dawn, the goddess of sex
(or fertility), and the goddess of spring. Her name as Ausos (in the
Proto-Indo-European religion) means “SHINING ONE.” This is
the exact same meaning of the word “Heylel”—the Hebrew word
found in Isaiah 14:12 that is sometimes translated into English as
LUCIFER! As a matter of fact, some translations of the Bible (such
as the YLT and BBE) translate Heylel as “shining one,” while
others translate it as Lucifer (such as the KJV, NKJV, and RHE)!

Also, in Lithuanian (as “Ausrine”) she is considered the goddess of
the “morning star,” which is precisely what “shining one” is
referring to!

As a matter of fact, some translations of the Bible translate the
Hebrew word “Heylel” into English as “morning star” (instead of
“shining one” or “Lucifer”). “How you have fallen from heaven, O
morning star, son of the dawn” (Isaiah 14:12; NIV). And some
translations render this same verse as “shining morning star”
(CSB) or “bright morning star”” (NIRV; GNT).

But what “star” are they referring to (in the expression “BRIGHT
MORNING STAR”)? Well, not a star at all, but a planet—the
planet Venus, which was once considered a star. Why Venus?
Because (other than the sun and moon) Venus is the BRIGHTEST
celestial body in the sky and it appears in the eastern sky in the
MORNING (first appearing about an hour or so before sunrise and
then disappearing once the sun rises). This is also why it’s
sometimes referred to as the “light-bearer” or “light-bringer” as it
appears to be escorting the sun to the earth each morning.

“Easter” then is synonymous with Lucifer! That is—SATAN the
DEVIL! In Hebrew she was known as “Ashtoreth” or “Asherah”
(and is sometimes referred to as “the queen of heaven”). The male
version of her name is Astaroth—*the crowned prince of hell”; “a
very powerful arch-demon.” And in Akkadian (the extremely
ancient Babylonian and Assyrian language) this “dawn, spring and
sex goddess” was called ISHTAR—pronounced exactly as we
pronounce “Easter” today!



Finally, the ancient pagans celebrated Easter in worship of Nimrod
& Tammuz, as they believed that Nimrod was reincarnated (or
resurrected) back to life as Tammuz. And they also worshiped
Semiramis (Easter) on this day—since she was the one who gave
birth to Tammuz—therefore she was considered “the mother of
god,” and “the mother goddess.”

Side Note: Nimrod (or Tammuz) may have died on a Friday, as
most people believe that Jesus died on a Friday—when in fact the
Bible plainly shows that Jesus was crucified on a Thursday and
NOT on a Friday (see Luke 24:1, 13, 20-21).



