
The Judgment of Gabriel Hawke



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE JUDGMENT OF GABRIEL HAWKE

    

    
      First edition. November 20, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Edward Heath.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223452720

    

    
    
      Written by Edward Heath.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Epilogue

Sign up for IamBlue's Mailing List

Further Reading: A BloodStained Shadow

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all my friends and family across all social media and to those that try to keep an open mind

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
[image: ]


The Fall of a False Prophet
The stage was a spectacle of grandeur, bathed in a blinding sea of spotlights. Gabriel Hawke, a televangelist with silver hair and piercing blue eyes, stood at the pulpit. His charismatic voice carried through the cavernous auditorium, a spellbinding serenade to the thousands who had gathered.

“Dear brothers and sisters,” he began, his voice oozing with confidence and charm, “I stand before you today to share the timeless wisdom of prosperity and salvation. For those who dare to believe, the path to a life filled with abundance and blessings awaits.”

Hawke’s sermons were a masterpiece in persuasion. In his impeccable suit, he embodied the epitome of success, a living testament to the teachings he espoused. His ministry promised not only a better life in the present but the keys to a lavish afterlife as well.

“Unlock the doors to your destiny!” he declared, waving his hands with theatrical flair. “Each seed of faith sown is a step toward your divine destiny. The more you give, the more the heavens will pour upon you. Open your hearts and wallets, for your blessings await!”

As he preached, Gabriel Hawke recounted tales of miraculous healing and financial windfalls, tales he claimed were the direct result of generous offerings. With each story, his congregation leaned in, eyes filled with hope and anticipation.

But behind the polished facade of divine prosperity, Gabriel concealed a dark secret. His ministry thrived on the exploitation of faith, and his personal wealth grew exponentially while his followers struggled to make ends meet. In the opulence of his private life, surrounded by luxury, he reveled in the fruits of his deceit.

Gabriel Hawke had become a living embodiment of greed and deception, a man who had lost his way on the path to salvation.

Gabriel Hawke, as he stood on that grand stage, was a paradoxical figure. To the world, he was the epitome of success, a man who's every word was a golden promise of prosperity. His silver hair and piercing blue eyes lent him an air of distinction and charisma that drew people to him like moths to a flame. But beneath the tailored suit and the confident facade, his soul was a maelstrom of conflicting emotions.

As he prepared to deliver what could be his most lucrative sermon to date, his inner thoughts raced like a turbulent river. The weight of millions of dollars in offerings, a live televised broadcast, and an audience filling a football field bore down upon him.

This is it, he thought, his mind a whirlwind of anticipation and anxiety. This is the moment that could secure my legacy, my empire, my wealth. The tantalizing allure of money and power clouded his judgment. It was a seductive siren’s call that had ensnared him years ago, luring him away from the path of true spiritual enlightenment.

Gabriel Hawke, as he gazed out at the expectant faces of his congregation, couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that something was amiss. For the past couple of days, an unsettling unease had taken hold of him, leaving him feeling far from his usual self. The burden of his duplicity weighed heavily on his conscience, like a chain around his soul.

His thoughts raced, but not with doubt about his preaching style or motivations. Instead, he questioned if the growing unease was a mere passing ailment or something more insidious. He wondered if he had strayed too far from the righteous path, but not because of his greed.

As Gabriel Hawke continued to preach, the pounding in his head intensified, and his ears began to ring. A sudden wave of dizziness washed over him, but he fought to maintain his composure. He stammered for a brief moment, mid-sentence, his confident facade momentarily shattered.

Collapsed to his knees, Gabriel felt the world spin around him. Panic spread through the congregation like wildfire as people rushed to his side, their voices a cacophony of concern.

Then, everything started to go black. The world faded away, replaced by an engulfing darkness. At that moment, he was adrift in a void of nothingness, where thoughts and sensations were mere fragments of the past.

A sudden flash of light, and he found himself inside an ambulance, the blaring sirens piercing the air. The paramedics worked around him, their urgent movements a blur of action and noise.

Another flash of light, and he was being carted down a hospital hall on a gurney. The harsh, fluorescent lights above cast an unforgiving glare, and the rhythmic clatter of wheels on linoleum echoed in his ears.

Then, a moment of darkness enveloped him once more. It was as if time itself had suspended, leaving him in a liminal state between consciousness and oblivion.
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The Heavenly Court
As Gabriel Hawke's consciousness slowly returned, he found himself standing in a place of overwhelming light and peace, a realm that transcended earthly comprehension. It was Heaven itself, a dazzling expanse that defied human imagination. The sheer brilliance of the surroundings bathed him in a warm, ethereal glow.

Before him, in the heart of this celestial realm, stood a figure of pure radiance. It emanated a divine presence that seemed to reach into the depths of his soul. Gabriel knew without a doubt that he was in the presence of God—the Almighty, the Creator of all.

Around him stretched a vast cavernous building reminiscent of the grandeur of the temple in Jerusalem, but here, the architecture surpassed any human creation. The walls and pillars glowed with a brilliance that surpassed the sun at its zenith. The very air seemed to shimmer with an otherworldly luminescence.

Angels of all sizes, shapes, and possibilities filled the expanse. Some were majestic and towering, with wings that spanned immeasurable distances, while others were delicate and diminutive, their radiance no less awe-inspiring. They moved gracefully through the space, their movements an intricate dance of celestial beauty.

In the background, the most beautiful celestial music played, a symphony of harmonious notes that transcended the boundaries of human hearing. It resonated with a frequency that touched the deepest recesses of the soul, conveying a sense of joy, serenity, and profound love.

The beauty that surrounded him was imperceptible in its totality, a sensory experience beyond earthly description. It was as if every sight, sound, and sensation merged into a symphony of divine perfection.

Amidst this splendor, a humanoid angel with neither a definitively male nor female form approached Gabriel. Its presence was both comforting and majestic, with hints of both masculine and feminine qualities. With a beckoning gesture, it invited him forward into the main hall, where his life's deeds would be laid bare before the Almighty.

Gabriel Hawke stepped forward, humbled and in awe of the ineffable beauty that enveloped him, as he prepared to face the swift and unyielding judgment of the divine.

In the room before him, Gabriel found himself in a space even more vast than the one he had previously entered. At the center of this awe-inspiring chamber, a majestic throne towered. On the throne sat a figure of such blinding radiance that he could not bear to look upon it directly. The brilliance emanating from this presence was almost painful to perceive, like staring into the heart of a star.
At the right hand of this radiant figure stood a Jewish man dressed in white linen. His hands bore obvious scars, as did his feet and head. His face, however, exuded an empathy and love that transcended earthly understanding. It was a gaze of infinite compassion and understanding.

Then, a voice boomed from the throne, resonating through the vast chamber, echoing through the very core of Gabriel's being. "Gabriel Hawke! You have died, and this is your
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