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FOREWORD

by Author Michael Mullen

In  1976,  I  was  writing  a  book  about  the  horrendous  sinking  of  the  WWII  ship,  USS

Indianapolis (of JAWS fame), based upon TOP SECRET papers released to me by President

Gerald Ford. I had the interest of every major publishing house in the country.

"This gets better and better."

Harold Kuebler

Senior Editor Special Projects/Doubleday

"I can't wait to pay my five dollars and see the movie."

Ted Kreuter

Executive Editor/The Saturday Evening Post

Then  something  out  of  this  world  happened.  I  was  visited  by  the  man  whose  image  is

embedded on the Shroud of Turin, the purported burial cloth of Jesus Christ. He said, "Do not

write that (U.S.S. Indianapolis). Write this." Over the next forty years, The Lord took me out of

my body on journeys to bizarre worlds. He commanded, "Write what you see." The encounters

resulted in a War of the Angels trilogy: (1) War of the Angels: The Dark World; (2) War of the

Angels: Allah; (3) War of the Angels: Armageddon.

When a book passage says, in quotes,  "Write what you see," it is a vision from Jesus who

showed me something to describe to you.

The Lord escorted me to the Dark World so often over forty years that I actually got to know

SahTAHN well enough to write from his perspective.  The Lord wants you to know the real

SahTAHN. To discover his  motives, and why he does, what he does.

All books of the Trilogy were Divinely Inspired. They were written as commanded by the

Man on the Shroud. They are based upon first-hand encounters, and supported by Scripture and

eyewitness testimony. They are not replacements of the Bible, nor are they additions to the Bible.

They are witnessing tools for you to go pick up a Bible.

Be still  when you read this trilogy.  Thousands of readers  reported that they encountered

spirits  from another world,  as they read.  Some good, some bad, depending upon whom you

adhere to for your spiritual guidance. 



As you read, be aware of your surroundings. You are being watched.
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PART ONE

PRINCE OF DARKNESS

Actual Face of SahTAHN

as described by me to composite sketch artist



“And war broke out in heaven: Michael and his angels fought with

the dragon;. So the great dragon was cast out, that serpent of old,

called the Devil and SahTAHN; he was cast to the earth, and his

angels were cast out with him.”  Revelation 12:7-9 

Chapter 1

The Growl

The first time the Alien Being abducted my spirit was not scary. It was early October, 1978.

He had presented himself as a Friendly Alien Being, although I fought him while he was ripping

me out of my body and into a dark tunnel. 

On the other side of the tunnel was a place that I called the Dark World. It was black-as-black

could be. Impossible to see anything. Upon my arrival the Friendly Alien said only seven words:

"Be still. Know that I AM. Murder." He filled my mind with overwhelming thoughts about Pope

John Paul I, so that I understood that he was telling me that John Paul I had been murdered after

only thirty-three days in office. Okay, but what did that have to do with  me?

The second time the Friendly Alien kidnapped me, however, he served me up to the Beast on

a  silver  platter.  What  kind of  a  friendly alien  would do such a  horrific  thing?  And without

warning that he was even coming to get me? He just dropped-in unannounced, snatched me out

of my body. tossed me to the Dragon and said, "Write what you see."

I hated the Friendly Alien for that. With friends like him, who needed enemies. I obeyed him,

though, and wrote everything down about what had happened. I was in bed, in the middle of the

night, when it all began. This was the beginning of War of the Angels.

https://biblia.com/bible/nkjv/Rev%2012.7-9
https://activechristianity.org/glossary/battle


(Thus saith the Lord: "Write what you see.")

A True Encounter

It was  April 14, 1979, Indianapolis. The inner-perception of someone being present in my

room awakened me. But when I opened my eyes, all I saw was the clock's fluorescent green

numerals: 3:15 a.m. The light switch was several feet away and unreachable from bed. Shrouded

in darkness, I listened intently for an intruder. 

Then it seized me. The same Alien Being who had abducted my soul last October, returned.

Once again, it pounced on my brain in an unearthly kidnapping. 

I resisted, but unlike before, the Being swiftly overpowered me. The speed at which he flushed

me  in-and  out  of  the  black  funnel,  circumvented  the  nauseating  side-effects  that  had

accompanied my first journey. 

This time, I  was not  gradually  forced into submission with a pressure-hold on my brain.

Rather, the Alien seemed hurried, as if it had no time for my foolish resistance. It spun my mind

clockwise, accelerating rapidly as it dragged me into that same long, twisting black funnel. 

For  the  second  time,  I  whisked  through  the  spinning  cone  and  exited  the  other  side.  I

reentered the Dark World. For a teasing moment the darkness receded, enabling me to see my

discarded body below, still in bed. My spirit lingered above, observing, like a turtle who had

been fished out of its shell and who longed to crawl back inside and hide.

I viewed my estranged body as an IT. IT lay on ITS stomach. ITS right arm extended back

toward ITS side. ITS left arm bent around the pillow, reaching toward the headboard. ITS right

leg protruded straight back; ITS left one had drawn into a semi-fetal position. And IT had kicked

the sheet off, except for a small patterned portion of vivid green flowers that still covered ITS

bare buttocks. 

Then everything darkened and the familiar sights below vanished. I again roamed the Dark

World, as a lost little boy.

As a child I was called, "Little Mikey." I remember graphically when Little Mikey played

hide-and-seek at Grandma's and Grandpa's house, often spending most of the day shut away in

their dark basement closet. But the darkness of that closet could not have matched the darkness

of the Dark World. 

One time, Little Mikey ran away from home, way across the street to the cornfield, where he



dug a foxhole and lived half the afternoon. There, terribly alone, Little Mikey cried. But being

alone in the foxhole back then, was nothing like the frightening solitude of the Dark World now. 

And there was that day Little Mikey followed Buck Creek too far back into the woods to fish.

It was scary, being so lost. But Little Mikey had not been as lost in the woods then, as he was

now in the Dark World. A virtual quagmire of Blackness. I was Little Mikey all over again, and I

stayed fearfully quiet and awaited my Dark World fate.

Finally, the Alien Being spoke. "Do not worry." 

It was a gentle and thoughtful thing to say. Although I had been kidnapped, my abductor

meant no harm. I believed it. Its words were kind and sincere, and they dissipated my fears. 

Next, a light appeared. It wasn't much of a light (the size of a pinhead and a trillion light years

away), but in the Dark World it sparkled more brilliantly than the rarest crown jewel. The ball of

light zoomed across the Dark World, and reached me within a blink of an eye. And it was huge. I

backed away to better focus my eyes, as if I had suddenly found myself standing too close at the

foot of a movie screen.

Like viewing a movie on a large crystal ball, I watched an image of Grandma project itself

onto the sphere. But she looked much older and paler, gravely ill, with her cheeks caved in. I

stared into Grandma's bleak future, when suddenly she glowed, illuminating a good portion of

the Dark World. Then the vision of Grandma faded.

My mother appeared in the sphere, but she did not glow, as had Grandma. The Friendly Alien

spoke again, tenderly. "Tell your mother, 'Do not worry.'" 

I asked, "Why?" 

It repeated with compassion: "Tell your mother, 'Do not worry.'" 

I persisted. "Why?"

Without answering, the Friendly Alien abandoned me. A final reminder echoed throughout the

Dark World: "Do not worry."

Moments later, I sensed I was not alone. I saw nothing. I heard nothing. I tasted nothing. I

smelled nothing. I felt nothing. All five senses registered zero. Yet I knew hostile eyes pierced me

from afar. Cold, steely eyes. 

Something in the dark snickered at me.

"Hello!" I called to the Friendly Alien. "Are you there?"  I turned this way and that, straining

in the dark to find the Alien who had brought me there. I did not like this Second Alien, and



more, I was afraid.

The Second Alien laughed at my awkwardness. It  mocked me. Nothing was funny,  but its

laughter intensified, heinously. 

Finally it stopped taunting me. But like war drums ending their incessant beatings, the eerie

silence frightened me equally as much. Something growled at me like a beast. It growled again.

Short, raspy bursts from the back of its throat. It crept closer like a carnivore stalking dinner. It

paused and snarled with every cautious advancement. It seemed leery of a baited trap. It used

the darkness to camouflage its methodical approach.

Convinced I was alone and helpless, the Beast pounced on me.

I never saw its eerie hands (or claws) lunge out from the dark, but most assuredly a vivid

image registered in my mind of what it was that snatched me upside down. The Beast wrapped

its fingers (or claws) around my left foot. They were long enough to overlap my tiny ankle and

extend far up my calf. And they were cold. Cold as a bloodless corpse. Its skin had scales like

snakeskin or lizard. 

Its  fingertips  sprouted  long nails  that  painfully  dug into  me.  There  was no  escaping the

powerful grip. Its growl was menacing. The Beast was going to kill me, but it wanted to prolong

the terror. It wanted to kill me without mercy, without pity, and with as much rage as possible. It

quavered from anger, reaching the very pinnacle of wrath until it  was impossible to express

more. It hated me.

The Beast raised me high over its head. It shook me, wanting to jar the life out. It shook me,

as if to frighten me to death. It shook me exactly six times, each time screaming the word, "NO!".

"No! No! No! No! No! NooorrrrrrGRRRRRR!"  The last word trailed into an awesome growl

that vibrated the Dark World like a strong earthquake, only it was not a quake and it was not

earth. Its last rumble nearly popped my heart. It drew me to the peak of its backswing, intending

to smash the life out of me. But at that pendulum point where the backswing starts its deadly

forward arc, someone (something) gently removed me from its grasp. The Beast fled, apparently

afraid of whomever rescued me.

Then, that same someone cradled me like an infant. Caressed my head. Rocked me gently.

Calmed me.

"Do not worry." The Friendly Alien had returned.



I went home to my body. I lay in bed and opened my eyes. I was scared. The bathroom fan

whirred noisily, but not enough to deafen the thundering pulse in my inner ear. My heart revved

in fear. Every gland pumped out of control. My naked body sweat through the bed sheet and

soaked the mattress padding. Tears flooded my face and drenched my pillow. Mucous flowed

like lava from erupting nostrils. I shivered in the cool dampness. 

I opened my mouth to scream, but the air from my lungs just skimmed across my vocal cords

and exited out my mouth, as if running away in terror. I could not create a sound. I breathed

erratically. Heaving. Trembling. Yelling for help was a physical impossibility. 

Then a familiar, warm and furry body cuddled against my shoulder. George the Kat returned

from his late-night apartment safari, and perched on top of me for a nap. His purring vibrated my

back and arms like I had put a quarter into a Magic Fingers mattress. 

The purring tickled, and I smiled. I stopped crying and rolled over to wipe my face on a dry

sheet corner. When I turned and pulled the blanket, I accidentally tossed George to the floor. I

scooped him up on the rebound and stroked his groggy head (top heavy, George seldom landed

on his feet). I embraced George until he snored in contentment. 

I, however, could not sleep. I stared overhead at the chandelier, afraid to close my eyes. I tried

to reason away the Dark World and the Beast.  A nightmare.  It was only a nightmare.  What

probably happened was ... (fill in the blank).

Suddenly, George awoke. He jumped, hissing at the foot of the bed. He retreated across my

face. His actions begged for mercy. In his own way, George was begging me for protection.

I  sat  up.  I  flexed my eyes,  but  it  was too dark to see anything. It  did not matter; visual

confirmation was not necessary. George the Kat was a perpetual killing machine, yet now he

feared for his life. That was all the proof I needed. Evil stood at the foot of my bed. I was not

sure I wanted to see. 

The blood vessels pulsated hard in my left ankle, exactly where the Beast had grabbed me

moments ago, while in the Dark World. My foot seemingly wanted to depart from my body and

to run away. George arched his back high. His fur bristled on end. He had never done that before.

He was afraid. His muscles flexed for a fight to the death. This was the End. Right here. Right

now.

I held George tightly to my chest, until he gashed me with a deadly kick and ran for all his



nine  lives.  My  own  survival  instincts  surfaced  from  their  primeval  dwellings  within  and

screamed at me to flee from the darkness at the foot of my bed!

My body overflowed with a chilling fluid produced specifically for that one rare moment of

terror. The icy adrenaline gushed through my heart and veins and caused me to yank my foot

from the end of the bed. But even that superhuman effort was not fast enough. The Beast got me.

Like offering final proof of its existence--that it was more than a nightmare--the Beast broke

the plane of the Dark World and invaded my bedroom. It attacked me while I stretched open my

eyes to their limits, and while my senses were sharp enough to know real from unreal. The Beast

came after me so horrendously that no amount of logic, no semblance of reasoning, no  what-

probably-happened-was, would ever convince me otherwise. 

The Beast put me on notice in no uncertain terms that when it was good and ready, it was

going to kill me. And It would terminate me with a great deal of FEAR, with more horror than

defenseless Little Mikey ever imagined. 

Hiding in darkness so that I could not see it, the Beast once again clamped its fingers and

claws around my left foot. Evil ran through my veins, and I jerked as if a jolt of electricity

shocked my heart. It yanked hard on my foot and lifted me from bed. I sailed from its ugly grasp

and slammed into the wall, next to the light switch, five feet away on the fly. I spun the dimmer

switch to its brightest output. 

The Beast fled, its task accomplished. Its warning had been delivered. Little Mikey would

soon be dead, as a hummingbird whose heart would burst in fear. In time, my pretty, in time.

I leaned against the wall. I cupped my face in both hands and cried. My lungs pumped out of

control. I ran to the living room. Light from the bedroom shined just enough for me to see the

telephone on the table in front of me. I wanted to call my downstairs neighbors, Patrick and

David, but couldn't move to lift the receiver and dial the numbers.

I sat paralyzed in the worn armchair, its rough fabric scratching my naked body. I snatched at

the telephone, but knocked it to the floor. My muscular coordination malfunctioned. 

I could not breathe. I compressed my diaphragm with both arms and manually injected air

into my spastic lungs. I retrieved the telephone and hastily dialed Patrick downstairs. But I could

not input the right combination. I dialed again and again, until Patrick's phone rang. I leaned

forward and shut my eyes, waiting, praying, begging, for Patrick to answer. 

David answered, "Hello."



I sobbed into the phone. I could not talk. My teeth chattered. 

"Hello?"

I tried to get David's attention, before he would think it was a crank call and hang up. 

"Who is this?" asked David. David leaned over to Patrick, who hid his head under the pillow,

trying to sleep.  He told Patrick,  "It's somebody crying like a baby." He lifted the pillow off

Patrick's head and passed the telephone to him, saying, "See if you can tell who it is."

"H'lo," mumbled Patrick.

With trembling fingers, I shaped my lips to form a word. I exhausted the small amount of air

in my lungs to whisper, "Patri ..."

"Michael?  Michael, is that you?"

"Uhhh."

"Michael, what's wrong?"

"Uhhhhhh."

"Michael, are you okay?"

I lowered my face and sobbed without shame. 

"Would you like to come down here?"

"Uhhhh."  I grabbed the robe I had tossed onto the floor the night before, and wearing nothing

else, skipped from the second floor and into Patrick's street-level apartment.

Pounding footsteps telegraphed my arrival, and I did not have to knock. When Patrick opened

the door, I bolted inside. Without saying hello, I darted for the antique rocker next to the stained-

glass window, and rocked.

Patrick approached and hugged me. David said assuring words to me. I sat in safe company,

although I still trembled, hard enough to rock the chair by itself. 

David brewed coffee. He and Patrick sipped away, while I set mine on the wicker table. There

was no conversation. In silence, they observed me, as I suppressed my crying as long as possible.

Inevitably, I exploded in a convulsion of tears.

A couple of hours passed without a word exchanging. Finally, David asked, "Do you want to

talk about it?" 

I shook my head no. I was physically able to talk now, but no appropriate words came to

mind. I only sat in the chair and rocked. Eventually, I calmed down. I suffered only an occasional

shiver. The last of the tears dripped off my damp and gleaming face.



The rising sun peeked solemnly through the rainbow-colored windows. David observed with a

sigh, then sarcastically broke the silence when he joked, "What a way to spend Easter Sunrise."

I quit rocking. I wiped my face on my sleeve. My first and only words tumbled off my lips: 

"Oh, my God--It's Easter."  I stood and went home. No explanations. No goodbyes.

“Be  sober,  be  vigilant;  because  your  adversary  the  devil  walks  about  like  a

roaring lion, seeking whom he may devour.” 1 Peter 5:8. 

https://biblia.com/bible/nkjv/1%20Pet%205.8


Revelations 16:14

"For they are the spirits of devils ... which go forth unto the kings

of the earth and of the whole world, to gather them to the battle of

that great day."

CHAPTER 2

An Angel Alcatraz

Time Chart Conversions in People Years

Where PY=DY/HY X amount of meringue on a key lime pie. 

(Or something like that.)

People Years Doggie Years   Heavenly Years

1 Year 7 Years 365,000 Years

1 Day Who Cares? 1000 Years

Time Chart Conversions in Heavenly Years

Heavenly Years People Time

1 Year About 8 Hours

I did not encounter the Beast or his comrades again until after breakfast (Heavenly Years), or

approximately one full calendar year in People Years. By then I had a beautiful new girlfriend.

Her name was Sharon.

I  had  a  lucrative  sales  job  that  required  me  to  move  to  Northwest  Indiana,  just  outside

Chicago. Sharon remained living in Indianapolis, but she visited me every weekend.

There was something about Sharon that the Beast did not like. She helped me interpret the

spiritual warfare going on around me. She did so with supernatural messages from the Lord. She

had no idea the meanings of what she would tell me, but I was always stunned by them. They



were relevant clues to a supernatural  mystery that greatly helped me. So the Beast attacked

Sharon, instead of me.

The first time she was attacked by a demon she nearly talked herself of out thinking anything

at all had happened. She was alone at the time (I was working or at  the store,  or somehow

otherwise gone temporarily). 

When  I  returned  home  she  asked  if  I  believed  in  ghosts.  She  explained  that  a  grayish

silhouette  of  a  transparent-like  entity  had  flown around the  room while  I  was  gone.  It  had

hovered above her in a threatening manner, but left when I came through the door. 

But by the time she drove back to Indianapolis at the end of the week, she had convinced

herself that it had not really happened. It was just her imagination playing a scary trick on her. 

Her next visit from Indianapolis was on Saturday, November 16, 1979. We spent time alone

all week, until Friday, November 23. She asked to borrow my Cadillac so she could run some

sales appointments that evening. She had bills to pay and needed to work. She did not want my

money. I agreed, and she slithered into the car just before dusk. 

At about midnight I heard a blood-curdling shriek in the parking lot outside my apartment. It

was the kind of horrifying scream that Faye Wray had cried out upon seeing King Kong for the

first time. She as so delirious that I had to carry her inside, as startled onlookers watched from

their windows. She needed a few minutes to calm down, then explained to me.

She recalled that at eleven o'clock that evening she was returning home with good news; she

had made her first sale ever. She passed by the Holidome Piano Bar in Merrillville, made a U-

turn and pulled in.  She wanted a glass of Chablis before traveling the remaining three blocks to

my apartment.

Afterward, nearing midnight, she bounced through the parking lot to the car. She was eager to

see my reaction, knowing I would be proud of her success. With great anticipation, she opened

the car door.

Then she eerily stepped away and peered inside the back seat.  She had a sudden feeling she

was not alone.  She looked.  And looked again. She did not see anything, but the sensation of

being  watched  didn't  go  away.  She  circled  around  the  car,  examining.   Convinced  that

imagination was playing tricks on her, Sharon got into the car.  Her excitement rejuvenated.  A

sale!



The  Caddy responded  smoothly  at  the  turn  of  the  key;  its  engine  hummed  melodically.

Sharon coaxed it gently across the parking lot.   At the edge of the lot, where light from the

security lamp stretched itself thin, something darted in front of the car.  She slammed the brakes.

Her speed was slow enough to prevent the car from swerving, but  great  enough to jerk her

forward against the steering wheel.  She rubbed her forehead.  What happened?  Oh, God, did I

hit something?  Did I run over somebody?

She searched the darkness from her car seat, afraid to get out.  Hard telling what gruesome

scene awaited her.  A dog, injured and dangerous?  No, couldn't have been a dog.  It was too big

for a dog.  A man?  A black man?  She couldn't tell.  It was too dark.  She strained and saw

nothing.  It was late, and was probably just her imagination.

The Dark Thing appeared outside her window!

It pressed against the glass next to Sharon's face.  Evil peered in at her.  A Bad Thing if ever

there was one.  The shape of a head, but without facial features.  

She screamed.  She floored the accelerator.  

But she did not escape.  

The Dark  Thing yanked the  steering  wheel  to  the  left,  taking  control  of  the  car  without

entering.  Sharon fell to the passenger-side floorboard, at the abrupt change in direction.  

The accelerator pressed itself down, driving the car in hard left-handed circles, squealing the

tires.   The  Dark  Thing  remained  outside  the  left  window,  while  Sharon  quivered  on  the

floorboard.   She  bumped  to  and  fro,  unable  to  recover  her  balance,  as  if  on  a  very  fast

amusement park ride with the centrifugal force pinning her against the right side door. 

She screamed for help, but the tight seal on the luxury windows muffled her scream.  She

tried the electronic switch to lower them, but nothing happened.  She flipped the electric door

lock, up, down, up, down, up, down.  It wouldn't open.  She could not escape.  Help eluded her.  

They circled left, always left.  She lowered the center-seat armrest and used it as a prop to

drag herself  up.   She grabbed hold of the steering wheel.   It  shocked her,  and she tumbled

backwards to the floor once again.  

She screamed.  Screamed for her life.  But not loudly enough, and no one heard.  And they

circled left, until it suddenly quit.  It went away, leaving Sharon in shambles, unable to control

herself in the frightening silence.  

She  sped  home,  then  smashed  the  car  up  over  the  curb  in  my apartment  complex,  and



screamed out the window for help. The type of scream capable of bursting a heart, if prolonged.  

That was when I ran to help her, and carried her inside.  I set her gently on the bed, where she

curled up into a fetal position and quivered.  She did not utter a word.  She was unable to speak.

She only trembled, and when her body allowed, she whimpered a noise.  She breathed erratically.

I fixed her a quick cup of instant soup.  She sat up and accepted it, but she did not drink.  She

only sat there in silence, squeezing the Styrofoam, spilling the hot liquid onto her lap without

noticing.  

I used the blanket to quickly soak up the hot liquid before it scalded her.  Her eyes looked up

and spoke to me.  They shouted!  Look at me, Michael!  Read my thoughts.  Can't explain.  Can't

talk.  Help me.  Help me.  

When she could talk, all she demanded was answers.  "Michael, what's going on?  What was

that thing?  If you know something, tell me."

"Okay.  Okay.  I'll tell you what I can."

I crawled over to Sharon, kissed her on both cheeks and gently brushed her hair. I held her

trembling hands. Delving into her  laboring eyes,  I  said slowly and profoundly,  "Listen  very

carefully."

The next time the Beast came after Sharon was after a long evening of bowling. Bowling was

her favorite activity, so I encouraged her to bowl until almost dawn. My arm was exhausted and I

had quit bowling about five-thousand games ago. I sat at the scorers table (they had not yet

invented automatic scoring) and watched Sharon, which was enjoyable in and of itself. She was

very pretty. Then she said something I thought I would never hear. "I am tired. Let's go home."

But when we pulled into the parking lot at home, she  bolted upright and said seriously, "I

don't want to go in there." 

"Why?" I reached over to open her door.

She had something to say, and she held both sides of my face, glaring at me (watch my lips) to

avoid any misunderstanding or have any doubt of her seriousness.  She exclaimed: "Don't make

me go in there!"  She said there was something evil in my apartment.

But I prevailed.  With Sharon protesting every step, we went inside. 

I hopped onto the bed, much more awake now than I had been at the bowling alley. 

Sharon slumped to the floor, in the middle of the room, ten feet from me.  She didn't say a



word; she just plopped down for no reason.

"Aren't you coming to bed?"

She ignored me.  She crossed her legs and assumed a yoga position.  Sharon didn't know yoga.

She faced  me  as  if  to  converse,  but  said  nothing.   She  twitched uncomfortably.   Perspired

heavily.  

I  scooted to the edge of the bed and observed her  strange behavior.   She frightened me.

"Sharon, are you okay?"

"Noooohhh.  I do not like this place.  It is eee-vil."

"Come here.  You just need a good back rub."

Suddenly, her eyes rolled upward.  No brown, all white.  She tilted her head to the side.  She

spoke harshly to me.  The Voice came from the pit of her stomach, in a hard, masculine, grunt.  "I

do not need anything!  I do not need you!  I do not need anybody!" 

Angry.  Hateful.  Foul-mouthed.

I retreated across the bed, scared.  The Voice inside Sharon laughed at me.  Taunted.  "Do you

know who I am?"  The same question as the previous time, only the Voice was not the same.  A

different something spoke through Sharon.

"Who are you?"  I wanted to know what it was.

Nothing but laughter.  Horrid, unfunny laughter.

"Sharon!  Sharon!"  I reached out to touch her, but her violent reaction backed me off.  She

swiped at me viciously.

I retreated across the bed, and Sharon resumed her yoga position, relaxed.  She did not say

anything else.  She just stared at me.  An empty look, as if she did not see me. 

"Oh Jesus help me," I said.

"I do not like what you are saying," said the Voice coming from Sharon.  The Voice cursed

me.  Spewed hateful, whorehouse-locker room words at me.

"Sharon.  Listen to me.  Please listen to me.  Sharon, please LISTEN TO ME!"  I grieved for

her, like a parent helplessly watching a sick child in convulsion.  

Then she quit.  "Michael, why are you shaking?  Are you okay?"  

I looked at her.  I did not reply immediately.  Why the sudden concern?  Who was speaking?

Sharon, or the other thing inside her?

Blood ran profusely from her nose and across her lips. 



"What's happening?" she asked, in her normal voice.  She had no recollection.  "God, I'm

bleeding to death."  She jumped up and darted to the bathroom for some tissues.  

She came back, still compressing the blood in her nose.  With curious eyes peeking from

around the red-stained tissues held to her face, she stared at me and mumbled, "Ca we go oo a

otel?  I on't ike itz p'wace."

I agreed. We left. Sharon never set foot in my Chicago-land apartment again, and I, only long

enough to move. 

I  relocated  to  Lexington,  Kentucky,  that  January.  Sharon  did  drive  down  briefly  from

Indianapolis, but when SahTAHN sent demons after her twice more, she quickly yanked her

suitcase out of the closet and fled home as fast as she could drive. I never saw her again. Demons

could ruin a relationship that way.

I was relieved when I settled into my new apartment in Lexington. After a long day of moving

items from the car, to my apartment, and upstairs, I was exhausted. I wanted a shower but was

too tired to unpack towels, washcloths, shower curtain, soap, and so forth. 

I unrolled a fuzzy green blanket that I used as a mattress.  I spread it neatly over the carpeted

floor, and threw my only sheet on top.  I unfolded a crinkled brown cover to pull over my naked

body.  I slept soundly.  

I had lost at love, but tomorrow promised the birth of a new life, without the Lord, the Beast,

or the Dark World.   But the road from the Dark World led to everywhere.  And I had been

followed.

(NOTE: The Lord was the being whose image was embedded on the Shroud of Turin, the

supposed burial cloth of Jesus Christ. He is alive. He is, in fact, Jesus Christ.)

Late that night while I slept, the Lord tugged gently on my mind, awakening my spirit, without

disturbing my body.  It spun my brain faster and faster, until it separated my soul and body.  As

before, the Lord escorted my soul to the Dark World and left my body behind.

But on this excursion the Lord detoured off the main highway of the Dark World, to a place

where no roads went in, no roads came out.  Getting there was by special escort only.  He led me

to a place in the Dark World where not even Bad Things wanted to visit.  My sense of Knowing

warned  me,  before  we  had  even  reached  our  destination.   Knowing  told  me  that  we  were



approaching a Dark World dungeon.  A Keep, where Evil had been taken prisoner of war by the

Lord.  To a place more secure than Alcatraz, where no Thing had ever left, once inside.  Angel

prisoners of war.

"Do not worry," was all the Lord said.  He lowered me into a large, dark Pit.  I squirmed in

defiance,  grasping  at  air  to  avoid  going  into  the  dungeon.   Once  I  was  inside,  the  Lord

abandoned me.

But I was not alone.  My "sight" adjusted rapidly in the darkness.  I would have preferred not

seeing what I saw.  The Pit was somewhere underneath the deepest of the Dark World.  The walls

were well  defined,  though not visible.   Cubical,  not too wide,  but very deep as if  it  had no

bottom.  I could have dropped a pebble and listened for the rest of my life, without ever having

heard the echo of it striking bottom.  

The Pit With No Bottom was inhabited by some very strange and scary looking creatures.

There were hundreds--THOUSANDS of them!  More than thousands!  An entire civilization of

creatures.  They were all shapes and sizes, and they were quite ugly.  They were not like the Dark

Angels I had seen before on previous journeys.  These creatures were all very different from the

generic Shadows of the other Alien Beings.  These had definitive features.  These beings had

faces, noses, and bodies, only their bodies looked painfully distorted.

I  noticed  one  had  a  long,  dog-like  snout.   Another  had  abbreviated  ears  atop  its

head¾reminding me of pig ears¾although the creature who wore them was certainly no pig.  All

of them appeared to be reptilian in nature, with scales, instead of skin.  Some were dark green,

some dull brown.  I hadn't noticed colors before in the Dark World, but now I did, though none

were brilliant, and all were dull or drab. 

The inhabitants of  the Pit  With No Bottom were all  four-legged creatures,  but they stood

mostly on their back-quarters, while working their upper two feet as if they were hands.  And

they were old.  Many were wrinkled as if they had grown ancient in the Pit that imprisoned them.

Their worn scales overlapped into aging folds.  I wondered how long they had been imprisoned

there, as I drifted high above them out of harms way, observing.  

They wantonly eyed me like I was their key to freedom.  They pawed at me with sharp claws,

wanting to pull me down to a vengeful death, as if I had been responsible for their dreadful

predicament.  They uttered various sounds: some gurgled, some squealed in high-pitches, some

in low-pitches.  



They were all climbing on top of one another trying to reach me.  I don't know what they were

standing on since the Pit  had no bottom,  but  I  wasn't  going down there to  find out.   Then

frightfully I sank, slowly, like a helium balloon with a tiny leak.  I inched downward to their

murderously  outstretched  limbs.   They  pawed  and  gnashed,  but  still  could  not  touch  me.

Something held them back, like an invisible buffer.  I was terrified amidst them, even though I

was shielded by something and they were not hurting me.  I searched for an escape, but there

was none. 

The Lord returned.  He was the only Being who could come and go as he pleased.  The prison

warden with the only set of keys.  He lifted me from the Pit, and sent me home to my body.

I had just witnessed a maximum security prison for some very evil beings. Alcatraz for the

Dark World. I was not sure of the inmates identities. Angels, maybe? Bad angels. Those who'd

made Santa's naughty list?  All I know was that they hated my guts and wanted me dead, as if I

had been the one who'd locked them up.

Horrified, I blocked the Pit Creatures out of my mind.  Poof ... gone.  Nobody home, Mr. Fear.

Gone Fishin'.  Sweep the Bad Things under the carpet.  Stuff them into the closet.  Hide them

under the pillow.  That was the only way I coped with my horrors when situations grew beyond

human help.

When the days wore on, my fearful ordeals faded into nothings.  The Pit With No Bottom?

Pit Creatures?  I locked those bad memories into a lead safe and sank them to the far depths of

my consciousness.  I conveniently forgot.

And then Sharon called.  She said a "Voice" told her to read something to me from the Bible.

Bull!  I wanted no reminders and did not want to hear it.  But I did anyway:

Sharon read:

"The Beast that thou sawest ... shall ascend out of the bottomless pit ... and they that

dwell on Earth shall wonder ... when they behold the Beast."  (Revelations 17:8)

"And they had a king over them, which is the angel of the bottomless pit, whose name in

the Hebrew tongue is Abaddon, but in the Greek tongue hath his name Apollyon (the

Destroyer)."  (Revelations 9:11)



I supposed that is why Sharon received mystical messages.  I needed a second opinion, and

she had been drafted into a spiritual army to provide confirmation.  That is why she feared to be

around me because unexplainable things happened. That was the last I ever heard from her again.



CHAPTER 3

Kill Michael

I stayed inside my apartment for the remainder of the week.  A couple of times, I went to the

corner store for a bite to eat.  But that was all.  I ignored this world around me, and concentrated

solely on that other world out there.  When I slept, it was mostly in daylight.  I did not want to

sleep at night.  When it got dark,  I would simply sit  or stand by the window all night until

sunrise.  

Late  on January 23,  I  stared out  the sliding  glass  door  of  my upstairs  patio,  outside  my

bedroom.  I gazed at the blackened skies, waiting, remembering, and cringing.  There's a war up

there, I thought, looking out, looking up.  The crisp, wintry sky offered a clear picture: bright,

gaseous stars; mysterious planets; untouched galaxies; innumerably unnamed universes.  Beyond

that, who knew? 

 The  Lord  finally  came  for  me  on  the  thirteenth  night  after  Sharon's  frightful  departure.

Strangely, I understood it to be my last voyage to the Dark World.  Nobody had to tell me; I

simply knew.  The Lord had shown me something new on each trip, as if he had been educating

me about the dark angels, their habitation, and the wars they were fighting.  In all the journeys,

the Lord had never taken me to see the Good Angels--only the bad, as if he wanted me to explain

their existence and to send a warning by writing this when the proper time had come.  All of the

previous trips had been mere warm-ups, in preparation of this, the final showdown.  I knew what

awaited me.  I did not want to go, either.  Not on this journey.  When the Lord tugged at my mind,

I tugged back.  Nonetheless I went into the black tunnel, twisting my way to the Dark World for

the last time.

I had an appointed rendezvous with the Beast, which is why I was so hesitant about making

this journey.  I moved through the Dark World very cautiously, hoping I was wrong.



And then I heard it--the Growl!  

From the depths of its throat it rumbled, like a distant, brewing storm.  It was an ultra-low

vibration.  A ragged, heavy bass that grew into a vibrant thunder.  The Dark World reverberated.

I slowed my advance, afraid.  The Beast lurked out of view, but I had heard that gnarl before,

and I'd never forgotten the terror.  I knew who it was.  It camouflaged itself in the blackest black

of the Dark World, taunting me with its growls.

And then there was nothing but silence.  It was the scary side of Silence, the calm before the

storm.  I backed away, keeping my senses glued to where I  had last  heard the growling.   I

prepared a meager defense, having been shown by the Lord how angels fight.  I was hoping it

would not come to a confrontation, but Knowing told me otherwise. 

The  Beast  attacked  me from straight  ahead.   I  abandoned all  thoughts  of  fighting  back

because the difference in power was so overwhelming.  I turned in full retreat and fled as quickly

as I could.  I flew through the darkness looking for safety, hoping the Lord would come rescue

me as he always had in the past.  But he was no where to be found, as if he had done his job

training, and now it was up to me.  

The Beast closed in, and with superior speed, and with a good deal of pleasure, it cut me off

and diverted my escape.  

Although the Lord had personally tutored me in the skills of angelic warfare, fighting the

Beast was out of the question.  This was a battle that should have been fought by the Lord

himself, not by me.  All I could hope for was to avoid a deadly look into Its eyes.  From past

experience, I knew the blast of power would come from his eyes, then into mine; I spun and

circled, always keeping my back to the Beast.  I simply could not face It.  It toyed with me like a

cat playing with its catch.  Finally, when It was ready and wanting, It zoomed around and faced

me, head-on.  I froze.  It was my very first, full-frontal view of SahTAHN.

He is not the devil who has been portrayed in comics.  There is nothing funny about the way

he looks.  He is the epitome of horror.  His body is covered with scales, instead of skin.  He is

reptilian.  His scales are brownish-green, with no highlights in color.  He does not have horns,

although a protrusion on the top of his head fans out to both sides.  The Beast does have a tail,

although it is not like the cartoon character whose tail is rope-like and ends in the shape of a

spearhead.  In reality the Beast has a tail similar to that of a large crocodile.

His face does not have scales like the rest of his body.  It looks more like the wet and slimy



skin of a catfish.  His mouth is oval-shaped, toothless, and flabby like that of bigmouth bass.

And his mouth opens and closes like a fishy nostril puckering for oxygen.

His face is disfigured by two elongated scars that rise above the rest of his skin.  It looks as if

the raised marks were caused by a cowboy's branding iron, like a rancher marking his livestock.

One line runs from his forehead to his chin, and the other from cheek-to-cheek.  Somebody a

long, long time ago branded the mark of a cross square in the middle of the Dragon's face.

And like the Lord, the Dragon had no eyes.  But instead of projecting wondrous thoughts and

beautiful visions from the eye sockets, as had the Lord, I sensed the Dragon's hatred spewing out

at me.  Everything evil poured from those voids in his eyes.  The creature inside those frightening

sockets had long ago given birth to Terror.  Deep down inside was the womb of Death.  The

place where all Bad Things originated.  And they stared straight into my face.

I had no choice but to fight, so I took advantage of firing the first volley of energy, exactly

how the Lord had instructed.  I raised both arms high, then turned my palms face up, reaching

like a satellite dish to absorb energy beams.  A Force oozed into my palms and ran down my

arms, to my brain, and Power shot out of my eyes in a mighty surge.  The invisible Power made

no noise as it burst out.  Nonetheless, whatever streamed out was Forceful.  Power exploded

from my eyes, toward its target.  Power hit the Dragon squarely in Its penetrable face.  

The Dragon laughed at me.  It ridiculed my meager effort.  It returned a burst of its own, and

knocked me to my knees.  It laughed, evermore, wanting to prolong the game.

The measure of hot energy tore through my insides.  It roasted me from inside-out.  I got back up

to run,  knowing I  could not  fight  the Dragon.  But  he blasted me again with a fiery jolt  that

electrocuted me.  I collapsed, face down.  I was defeated.  I waited for It to kill me, and I wanted to

end the pain of burning.  I did not fight anymore.

The Dragon delayed killing me.  It wanted to gloat, as It squirmed over me.  As I lay there, I

could not believe that this was happening.  The Dragon was grunting and groaning, rapidly

shuffling over top of me.  It was so excited, that It didn't want the moment of victory to end.

Each time It stepped over me, I could feel Its tail dragging over my back, and Its paws and claws

poking at me in torment.  

It stepped on the backside of my burning belly, and I screamed.  The Dragon laughed.  My

pain was humorous to It.  Then It quit laughing.  It was time to terminate me.  The Dragon

planted a foot into my back and pushed me down.  It posed over my body as a hunter in triumph,



with one foot on my back, and one foot grounded.  It belted a shattering proclamation of victory:

"I BEAT YOU!  I BEAT YOU!"

Suddenly I rolled my eyes upward and saw a glowing ball of light (a mirage? there is no light

in the Dark World).  It appeared from somewhere at the far boundaries of darkness, like an

intruder in a strange land.  

And the light was ALIVE!  A living creature!  A Being so bright I could not look directly at it.

The alien was a Bright Being.  

Suddenly, the Bright Being zoomed across the Dark World before I could even blink from its

brightness.   It  invaded  me!   The  Bright  Being  stormed  inside  of  me,  uninvited,  and  took

command of my stricken body.  It yanked me to my feet.  Bright Being extended my arms into

battle position.  He thrust open my eyes in great wrath.  Bright Being was very, very mad.  He

had stood off in the distance and watched the Dragon do Bad Things long enough, and now He

was  intervening.   Bright  Being  was  not  just  intervening  on  MY  behalf,  but  on  behalf  of

EVERYONE who ever existed and had suffered from Bad Things, and for every creature ever

forced to creep on the ground, and for every tiny bird who ever fell from the sky, and for every

tear that ever dropped, and for every instance of Bad Things ever done to anybody, anywhere, at

anytime.  

All I could do was cry as I was manipulated like a marionette by the Bright Being inside me.

I bawled like a baby because of the awesome power brewing inside me.  Bright Being could have

detonated every volcano all at the same time with the mere breath of a single nostril.  And he

was so enraged he was going to HIT somebody with all his godly might.  

Then I saw the Dragon.

Suddenly, the scene looked to me like a slow-motion replay.  I flashed back to the first time I

had encountered the Beast.  How terrified I had been!  I remembered how I had been unable to

breathe, unable to talk.  That's how fearsome the Beast had looked to me then.

Now when I stared into the Dragon's eyes, I saw the definition of real terror.  It was now a

RECIPIENT of Terror (Let's see how YOU like it!).   A devouring horror screamed from the

Dragon's eyeless eyes.  

A colossal burst of power spewed from my eyes and into the Dragon.  A gaseous ball of fire



ignited and engulfed the Dragon, but its flames did not consume him.  Rather, the Dragon was

imprisoned within the fire, and the flame's purpose was to torture, not terminate.  The pain and

terror distorted the Dragon's ugly face.  He tried to scream, but the fire sapped his breath.  The

heat dissipated the words inside his beastly throat before they escaped.  His cries were silenced

by the flaming, miniature sun enveloping him.  

I was witnessing Hell.  A physical state and place.

Bright Being was showing me the ultimate result of its wrath toward Bad Things.  Hell will

not be a party with bad angels and bad people all having fun together.  It will be mano-y-mano,

inside a painful ball of fire that will never burn itself out, and will never consume unto death,

and the prisoner will be caged in his own personal solitary furnace forever and ever.

The Dragon endured such indescribable torment,  such pure pain,  that  I  felt  sorry  for  it,

grimacing at the sight.  I would have never guessed I'd be pleading mercy for the Beast, but I

did. 

(Put it out of its misery.  Kill it.  Please, please  KILL IT!) 

But Bright Being did NOT kill  it.   He would NEVER kill  it.   Instead, Bright Being grew

angrier and madder and increased the pain.  Still, it was not ENOUGH pain.  Bright Being did

something that hardly seemed possible. He made the fire hotter.  He hurt the Dragon more.  He

increased the suffering because it was not yet enough to make up for all the misery the Beast had

caused in the past.  Bright Being added more terror.  More hurt.

I cried more for the Beast.  (Kill it!  Please, Kill it!)

But Bright Being still refused to kill the Dragon.  He did just the opposite.  He froze Time

itself, at the very height of pain, so that the fire and suffering would continue forever, and the

Dragon would remain for always at the height of his agony and terror.

I watched the Dragon try to scream away the excess hurt, but he could not.  His face and

mouth stretched out of shape.  Bright Being shot another jolt of energy, and cast the Dragon and

his flaming capsule of fire to the farthest edges of the Dark World, so that I no longer had to

witness the suffering.  

The Son of man shall send forth his angels, and they shall gather out of his kingdom all



things that offend, and them which do iniquity; And shall cast them into a furnace of

fire: there shall be wailing and gnashing of teeth. 

(Matthew 13: 41-42) 


