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About the author



 


Ian "Rosey" Frost is an author of vision and to some extent an optimist. Sometimes he is a philosopher. This is not the first book, and probably not the last that Frost has completed. He had worked before authoring news reports as a professional journalist in Western America and dealt with every daily reality imaginable.
 

 
Obsessed with the struggle of man to survive in his modern environment and the lack of interest in solving the problems faced by future generations, Frost was quite disillusioned by a system that only talked about what faced mankind in the time ahead.
 


He ended his career as a journalist and without any monetary means left, found himself in a struggle for his own self-survival. He joined the armed services where he faced the problem of involvement in nothing less than a war of beliefs. After his tenure as a professional soldier, he realized the fruitless efforts of making war against his brothers was not the solution and again put pen to paper. This time not as a member of the free press, but as a writer of novels intended to be entertaining as well as delivering some message of hope for the future.
 


 


 Introduction



  
  If you have ever attempted to solve all the answers in a crossword puzzle and failed to find all the answers, you are not alone. Some folks are, however, capable of completing these puzzles better than others.
 

  
  As a hypothetical example, say at least three of the answers were left blank in a random, hypothetical crossword contest with a send-in money prize. Some people would give up and use the excuse the puzzle itself is stupid. It is all just a stupid game.
 

  
  What if the disappointment is too great to deal with and the fictitious entry candidate decides to fill in the blanks just to fill in the remaining columns and lines in an effort to preserve appearances? As soon as the blanks are filled in, the contestant mails his or her entry with the hope the completed form will win in full knowing the words were false.
 

  
  In their mind this was no longer a contrivance of the ego and the next day they uncontrollably look at the paper in excited anticipation of being listed as the winner, only to find the money was awarded to someone else. The two excuses being this time are that the contest was rigged from the start, or the listed winner cheated. The fact that another party had done better or had beaten them, even when six additional answers from the makeshift mail-in entry were false that was initially thought to be correct, does not enter the picture. Contestant 'X' now experiences sheer disappointment and surprise at the results. Sometimes puzzles are strange like this. Sometimes people are strange like this too.
 

  
  
  In the early 70s, public outcry as a result of carried over response to both the Peace movement and Civil Rights movement of the 60s found a new cause to rally behind and reform...American religion. It was time to fill in the blanks.
 

  
  It became a question of concern to end the debate once and for all if an end was actually justified or even attainable. Could American religion survive in the environment of modern demagoguery as being an entity of equal worth and remain separate from the state?
 

  
  Promulgated by repeated instances of religious sects (especially those originating in Asia and religious fundamental cases of domestic fraud), the American courts were forced to reach landmark decisions of the extent to which religion can be protected or even trusted. Later, sexual improprieties or matters of discourse regarding various religious doctrines reached a wide range of concerns as cases of sexual crimes, formats, or preferences gained extensive public attention.
 


  It was under this circumstance of events, some believed all religions should be granted rights as is the presumption of the constitution. Although not explicit in its statement of formulation, the constitution provided for religious freedom as a basic right.
 


  There was one problematic exception built into this rule. It was all-encompassing. The constitution was a design of presuppositions made by Christian thinkers alone. The debate was fevered on the subject and varied in its nature. One age-old "religion", not ever thought of before as being plausible, gained the attention of the American public limelight. It was Satanism, an ancient belief that the four corners of the earth, the north, south, east, and west are controlled by demonic spirits or powers.
 


  The proponents for the advocacy of Satanism as a legal religion maintained wording (of the constitution) is not a question of belief, and belief is on the conscience of the believer and not a matter for the state to decide. It soon became apparent, the legislative lawmakers of the day were faced with a major dilemma. Lack of constructive opposition based on traditional moral terms led many legislatures to begin to brandish the idea of legalization, even those from the fundamentalist right. Another issue of similar causality is marijuana.

 


  Obviously, the critics taking up the
opposition's stand (the Cross) on the matter with the most substance was the practice of Satanist philosophy is criminal.

 


  On January 9, 1966, the New York Times officially declared "God is Dead". Those who became concerned over this took on the approach to try to explain "The Decline and Fall of Christian America". John Meacham wrote this article for Time Magazine and it has been openly regarded as the best social explanation. This was all a bit odd because Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche, a German philosopher, said the same thing in the late 19th Century. While the experts tried in vain to explain the "phenomenon", it only added fuel to an already volatile environment.

 


  The fear felt by the opposition critics grew and was more predominant on the outcome than the critique itself. This fear was not without its merits. This was rightfully so, as in the period between the 70s and 80s many cults began to take on one form or another. A marked rise in ritual events and crime-related ritual events escalated. "Religion" was the carried confrontational inference used to allay the milk carton conspiracy study but fear alone was definitely not a solution to the pressing problems.
 


  For the most part, people are cognizant of their decisions. This is a basic legal premise found in all legal systems of any worth. It cannot be said, no matter how
tempting, this was all just an experiment in madness.
 


  Theudas claimed to be able to part the Jordan river in 44 A.D. to save Jews from Roman persecution and soon won acclaim as an untrue second Christ or false messiah. In fact, the list of false Christs or Antichrists throughout history has become overwhelming. Anton Lavey founded the Church of Satan in 1997.

 


   
It was not until 2019 the Trump Administration came to a spur-of-the-moment conclusion that organized Satanism should receive tax-exempt status, a right previously granted to only socially "normalized" faiths.
 


  My Daddy, the Satanist is designed to show the cause-effect relationship of a rise of increased Satanic influence on American culture and politics in monologue format from  a first-person standpoint. It focuses on lifestyle between the late 1920s up to recent years. The width and breadth of its content are not all-inclusive and in some instances may offend, even those of Satanic belief. It may save, even those of Satanic belief. It is in this context, the work hopes to inspire and enlighten everyone but the reader must judge for themselves.
 

 
  It is a story of how an impoverished youth rose to a position of government authority and how his moral foundation and principles were twisted by the ensuing power struggle.
 

  
   

  
  Chapter 1 A House on a Hill
 



  The pelting rain washed even more of the earth from its place on the hillside to the pavement below. The land slipped almost unnoticed away, causing a state of constant erosion. Intense water falling in seemingly perpetual deluge did not let up. The power of the water only grew and grew as it removed everything in its path.
 


  A lone foundation of a one-time domicile was all that remained on the hill. The under-structure was only partially intact, much like the lives of those that had lived in the structure it once supported.
 


  Adjacent to the hill was a factory in ruin. Its metal was rusted and showed signs of decay. The fires that burned both in the factory and in the house on the hill had long since expired. This is how he recalled it to me.
 


  
 


  In another part of the country, a lone elderly man with a scruffy beard wearing a tattered trench coat stood on the street corner somewhere in Washington DC. atop a wood box and waved a copy of the Bible in his hand. "The sword of the Almighty is at hand! The end is near and you should prepare for His coming. Repent ye the way of the Lord," he screamed at the top of his lungs to the masses passing by below him.

 


  Few stopped to pay him rightful attention and others scorned his words as "the mumblings of insanity". Most of the passersby just dissolved into the backdrop of modern life and were quick to shrug such influences off. In relative terms, the status of the Lord remained an unanswered question for good or bad.
 


  It is in this potpourri of indecision, as is the case with all matters of faith, some were diverted or perverted. Some, but not many, formulated their world in terms of their own condition. These were unsatisfied. When the pyramid of causality is turned upside down, the point of the pyramid is of the least
mathematical worth when considering the weight bearing down upon it. It is also, however, the point of balance if the pyramid is to remain standing when turned upside down.

 


  But when were times not in a state of continual flux, and I remember the times he described to me. I remember the times my father described to me. Now that he is gone I have lost this part of me. It is now just all memories, vague nuances of a time before me. It was this time before me that was the predictor or harbinger time of my life. In the past, I was already to some extent defined and shaped into what I would later become.
 


  It was 1929, as a young boy sat on a barren hillside that overlooked the full choke and fire production of steel in the mills. Nothing could grow on the hill as the smoke from the factory killed it before it was nurtured. The exhaust billowed from stacks in cold, silent defiance of life.



   


  Behind this young boy was a family hearth that burned to sustain life. It was a humble home, poor by all standards. This was my father's place of birth. It was one room, called a house, that provided shelter to the brothers and sisters of two separate generations. Packed into this center of refuge, they held back the shroud of chaos that surrounded them outside.



  The elder patriarch of the house was very old. He was no longer able to harvest the crop of his now displaced family farm. He was a Welshman. He would dream about a time when he could take it to market while still having enough left over for the winter. It was always enough to easily feed his wife and children. These were the golden dreams that he clung to. They helped alleviate his pain up until his dying breath.


   


  His daughters, three, were quasi commissioners of the house with my father's grandmother, Wilhemina, as overseer to the duties of the day. Wilhemina was the faithful wife of the Welshman and mother of the three. My father's mother was the eldest of these three commissioners. He was one of two children, brothers, the two children of Lenora.
 


  Others lived there in that house. Some would come and go. Some would provide help when medicine or food was needed. My father's father, the husband of Lenora was banned from its confines. He was once a good provider and aided in its construct, the home from which he was now forbidden access. It seems his injury at the factory by a falling crane took the complete use of his writing hand away. He lost his job as an operator and began drinking. His renegades became too great. This is why he was barred from the property, although while still being a patriarch.

 


  My father was still sitting on the hill. It was something he did a lot. The hill did not overlook only the factory in one direction, but beneath every hill is usually a valley. Thus was the case in the other direction. His attention would often be drawn to the valley, especially on Sundays. The eyes of a child possess an innocent quality of wonderful wanderlust.
 


  As he watched, the Sunday procession began as it did every Sunday right on time. It was a procession of the small community that lived in the valley. The Negros were in procession toward the most predominant structure.
 


  It was a large white church, a Baptist temple. It was white but drab white. It was stained and darkened by the smoke from the mills but still managed to radiate with hope. Perfect in form and devise, a thin cross was cut out on the precipice of the roof allowing for light to pass through. At times, when the smoke subsided, a glimmer of sunlight would actually pass through the cross cutout. It was the beauty of this event that always made my father happy and each Sunday he watched the procession and waited for the sun to shine. He thought it was a wonder. He thought it was a miracle. He thought it was a sign of God's blessings, but only when the smoke cleared and the sun shined.
 


  Through the eyes of a child, all was well and good but others did not share this innocence. They were corrupted by divisions in the color of a person's skin. He would tell me stories of senseless confrontations. I remember it well and wonder how things have not changed much. Religion did not stop it but it was all some people had.
 


  He said he learned to call them Negros, but it took him a lot longer to learn how to spell Caucasian. He was not sure if black Americans and white Americans were any better. He hoped so. He used to say this was everyone's problem. It was a case of not knowing how to respect each other. It did not really matter what we called each other until we learned how to respect each other. Then the name-calling would stop or would
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