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“They will throw their silver into the streets, and their gold will be treated as a thing unclean. Their silver and gold will not be able to save them in the day of the Lord’s wrath. They will not satisfy their hunger or fill their stomachs with it, for it has made them stumble into sin.”
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Chapter 1


The Last Light
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The sky was ablaze once more, a violent canvas of crimson and orange that painted the remnants of the city in shades of blood and fire. From my refuge beneath the sagging arch of a dilapidated church, I watched as jagged silhouettes of crumbling towers reached toward the horizon, their broken forms like the bared teeth of some monstrous beast. The cross that had once crowned this place lay twisted and rusting among the debris, a symbol of a faith that had long since faded.

The screams from the streets below were unending, a ceaseless cacophony that ebbed and surged with a rhythm of its own. Neon lights buzzed and flickered in the distance, their garish hues casting a sickly glow over the chaos. Each flashing message promised escape, pleasure, freedom—Come, indulge yourself. You deserve it. The hollow words of a world that had sold its soul for temporary satisfaction.

Huddled in the shadows, I kept still, my heart beating steadily despite the dissonance around me. The darkness offered a semblance of safety, though it was a fleeting illusion in this world where danger lurked around every corner. Better to remain unseen, to blend into the obscurity. Those who wandered the streets were lost, their identities and values eroded by the ceaseless quest for new sensations.

The temples of indulgence stood as grotesque monuments to humanity's fall. Their neon signs flashed promises of salvation through excess—Love is love, they proclaimed, alongside images of twisted couples in absurdly bright colors. The phrase had become a mantra of sorts, chanted by those who had abandoned any real understanding of love. It was a proclamation that had not only justified every form of debauchery but had also severed any remaining connection to traditional values. The very fabric of society had unraveled under the weight of such perversions, leaving nothing but a void where once there had been meaning.

The Bible had spoken of such times. For the wrath of God is revealed from heaven against all ungodliness and unrighteousness of men*.*(Romans 1:18) I thought of these words often, their meaning growing clearer with each passing day. The warnings of a world consumed by its own sin resonated through the ruins around me.

The metal cross in my pocket felt cool against my skin. Small and insignificant in the grand scheme of things, it was nonetheless a relic of a time when faith held real substance. Discovered years ago beneath the wreckage of a destroyed chapel, it was a rare connection to a world that had been buried under layers of moral decay. It was hope—however faint—against the backdrop of a world that had become unrecognizable.

The night grew colder, the oppressive chill seeping into every corner despite the burning sky above. A sudden, sharp laugh pierced the air, mocking and cold. Instinctively, I pulled my hood lower and pressed further into the shadows. A group of revelers staggered by, their movements unsteady from the drugs that had become the new opiate of the masses. Their laughter was loud, their voices slurred, and their eyes, once human, now seemed as hollow as the world around them.

“Hey, you!” One of them, a man with eyes glazed by indifference, spotted me and stumbled closer. His gaze was devoid of empathy or concern, just the cold curiosity of someone who had long forgotten what it meant to care.

“Leave him,” a girl’s voice interjected, her tone dripping with contempt. “He’s just another relic, clinging to his ancient beliefs.”

“God? Jesus?” The man’s sneer was almost a snarl. His breath was rank with alcohol and something more sinister. “You still believe in fairy tales, kid? Haven’t you heard? We’re our own gods now.”

The absurdity of their belief was almost laughable if it weren’t so tragic. They had embraced a new form of idolatry, one that celebrated their descent into chaos. Words would not reach them, for their minds had been too thoroughly consumed by the darkness they had chosen.

As the group moved on, their laughter fading into the dissonant symphony of the city, I allowed myself a moment of respite. Every day was a new confrontation, a reminder of my isolation in a world that had abandoned any sense of truth or justice. It was a world where moral lines had long since been blurred, where the concepts of right and wrong were but shadows of their former selves.

Navigating through the labyrinth of crumbling buildings and darkened alleys, I made my way back to my apartment. The journey, though short, was fraught with the ever-present threat of danger. Even the slightest misstep could lead to disaster in a world where safety had become a relic of the past.

The stories of a time when values held true, when relationships had substance, and faith was more than a faded memory echoed in my mind. Those days, once so vivid, were now distant memories, overshadowed by the decay that surrounded me. For the time will come when people will not put up with sound doctrine, the scriptures warned. Instead, to suit their own desires, they will gather around them a great number of teachers to say what their itching ears want to hear* (2 Timothy 4:3). Those times had arrived, their reality now an everyday occurrence.

Entering my apartment, I locked the door behind me, the familiar sound a small comfort in the pervasive silence. The room was cold and dark, just as it always was, but it was my sanctuary. Placing the small cross on the table, the faint light from the window caught its edges, casting a dim reflection on the wall. A small symbol, but it carried weight.

Wrapping myself in the worn blanket, I sat on the edge of the bed. Outside, the city raged on, its fury unrelenting. Yet within these walls, I clung to the last vestiges of what once was. Here, in this small room, the echoes of faith and humanity could still be preserved. Even if the world had forgotten, I would remember.

Tomorrow would bring the same battles, the same darkness. But for tonight, in the stillness of this room, a flicker of light remained.
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Chapter 2


Signs of the End
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The sky was a deep, bruised purple when I awoke, streaks of unnatural red seeping through the cracks in my small window. It was the kind of light that made the world look unreal, like a dying dream. Every morning, I hoped the day would bring some semblance of normalcy, but reality had its own plans.

The city was already waking, a living, breathing mass of discontent. The hum of the neon lights and the distant screams had become a part of the background noise, as constant as the beat of my own heart. But today, something felt different. The usual buzz of artificial life was punctuated by intermittent tremors, subtle at first but growing more pronounced. Buildings swayed slightly, as if the ground beneath them were breathing with an ominous rhythm.

News broadcasts on the screens that adorned every corner blared their usual propaganda, but today, there was an edge of panic in the voices of the announcers. They spoke of natural disasters and strange occurrences—earthquakes, storms of unprecedented fury, and fires that spread with unnatural speed. Yet, the underlying message was clear: these were just blips on the radar of progress. Stay calm and continue living your life.

People on the streets moved as if nothing had changed, their faces blank masks of distraction. A group of them crowded around a street vendor, oblivious to the tremors that rattled the ground beneath their feet. They laughed and joked, their laughter a harsh contrast to the underlying tension
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