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​Introduction: A Spark in the Darkness

[image: ]


Day after day, like drops of venom seeping into the veins of a dying organism, the world was losing its vitality. It was not a sudden blow of cataclysm, no spectacular comet slicing through the sky, nor a supernova extinguishing all life in the blink of an eye. It was a quiet, methodical dying from within, a process of decay as subtle as it was relentless.

The ecological crisis, like an invisible hand, tightened around the planet's throat, stifling its breath, poisoning its blood. The forest, once the green lungs of the Earth, became a cemetery of grey trunks, and the oceans, the cradle of all life, turned into toxic wastelands.

The economic crisis, like a malignant cancer, devoured the social fabric. Wealth concentrated in the hands of a few, creating a chasm so deep that the cries of despair from the bottom did not reach the surface of indifference. Human bonds frayed under the weight of greed and fear of tomorrow. Solidarity became a relic of the past, and everyone cared only for their own, increasingly uncertain future.

Against this backdrop unfolded a theater of the absurd – the political crisis. The world's powers, once arrogant and sure of their authority, now stood like children lost in the fog of their own ambitions. Their decrees sounded hollow, their promises dissolved into thin air. Instead of solutions, they offered only empty platitudes and mutual accusations, plunging the world into ever greater chaos and helplessness. Human existence hung by a thread, without any visible anchor, without a way out of the labyrinth they themselves had so meticulously built. Humanly speaking, in this thickening darkness, it seemed that humanity had signed its own death warrant, and all that remained was to slowly await its execution.

At the root of this grim situation smoldered forgetfulness – a disease of the soul that, like a silent thief, had robbed man of his most precious heritage. Man had turned away from the True and Only God, from Yahweh, the Creator of all, the Source of life and truth. His place was taken by ephemeral idols, the products of human imagination, empty promises enshrined in gold, power, and fleeting pleasures. A lush, pagan idolatry flourished across the globe, faith in countless invented gods, each promising salvation, yet none able to offer it. The shadow of the cult of Satan, the serpent tempter from the dawn of time, coiled around minds like poisonous ivy, obscuring the truth, deforming morality, and leading astray on paths of self-destruction. Whispered incantations, dark rituals, sacrifices offered on the altars of vanity and egoism – this became the new religion of a dying world.

However, as the ancient prophecy foretold, even in the deepest night, the last star does not fade. Even in the most hopeless situation, a spark of hope smolders, sometimes so small as to be almost invisible, yet possessing the power to ignite a new fire.

In the forgotten dungeons of a prison, a place of isolation and suffering, rejected and hated by the followers of darkness, lived the last prophet and priest of Yahweh. His name had faded from the world's memory, his voice silenced in the cacophony of idolatrous hymns. Forgotten by all, abandoned by those to whom he had once proclaimed the truth, yet kept alive by God himself. Yahweh, in his infinite wisdom, wove a thread of hope in the darkest corner of the dying world, protecting his servant so that, at the appointed time, he could save what could still be saved and restore true faith on Earth.

It was he, that solitary prisoner, imprisoned by the servants of Satan and condemned to a slow death by starvation in the damp, stinking darkness, who unknowingly held the key to the world's salvation. At the moment of his arrest, in an act of desperate faith and deep trust, he had hidden consecrated Hosts – the Body of Christ, the true Bread of Life – beneath his rough habit. With this sacred food, a miracle of God's love, he had nourished himself during the long, lonely years of imprisonment, finding in Him the strength to endure, hope in hopelessness, and a constant connection with the One who had sent him. The Eucharist became his only companion, his only source of true sustenance in a world gripped by spiritual and material hunger. It was a true miracle. He lived only on the Body of Christ.

When the whole world, plunged into a mortal lethargy and in hopeless anticipation of the inevitable end, no longer saw any glimmer of rescue, when humanity was approaching the abyss it had dug for itself, above the forgotten prison, like a harbinger of a new era, an unexpected ray of light shone... It was not the ordinary glow of the sun breaking through the clouds. It was a light of unprecedented intensity and purity, pulsating with a mysterious energy, which seemed to emanate from the very heart of darkness, dispelling the gloom and awakening in the hearts of a few witnesses a long-forgotten feeling – hope.
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​Echoes of the Fall
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The air thickened. Not with the humidity after a summer storm, but with invisible particles, specks of smog that irritated the throat and stung the eyes. The sky, once a blue canvas with clouds resembling fairytale creatures, now took on the color of lead, and the sun struggled to pierce through it, like the eye of a sick person, barely smoldering on the horizon. These were not weather anomalies, temporary whims of nature. This was the echo of the fall, a quiet yet all-encompassing lament of a dying planet.

Anna remembered her grandmother's stories of winters full of snow, of rivers so clean that you could drink their water, of forests teeming with life, where the singing of birds drowned out all other sounds. Now the winters were mild and strange, without that sharp, pure white that once covered the world. The rivers flowed sluggishly, murky and foul-smelling, and the forests fell silent, as if their inhabitants had fled in search of a better world that no longer existed. Fish disappeared from the seas, and bees, those small, unnoticed guardians of life, ceased to buzz over blooming meadows. These were not isolated incidents, but fragments of a larger, terrifying puzzle, a picture of a world suffocating itself.

Following this ecological decline came the shadow of economic collapse. Money, once a symbol of exchange and prosperity, became worthless paper. Prices rose at a frantic pace, and life savings dissolved like morning mist. Work, once a source of stability and pride, became a luxury, a scarce commodity to be fought for with the ferocity of gladiators. Stores stood empty, and the queues for the few food distribution points resembled scenes from long-forgotten war chronicles.

Janek, laid off from the factory that couldn't withstand competition from cheaper goods produced in ecologically devastated regions, sat idly in his small apartment, staring at bills he couldn't pay. He remembered the times when work gave him a sense of purpose, when he could plan a future for his family. Now the future was hazy and terrifying, and the only certainties were mounting debt and a sense of hopelessness. He saw the same weariness, the same resignation in the eyes of his neighbors. They were all adrift on the same sinking boat, without oars and without a captain.

Above all this hung an even heavier, more suffocating vapor – the political crisis. Governments that had promised stability and security proved helpless, consumed by internal disputes and the struggle for the remnants of power. Their words rang hollow, their actions were chaotic and uncoordinated. Instead of unity and a common front in the face of global threat, suspicion and hostility prevailed. Nations that had once cooperated now built walls between themselves, both physical and mental.

Maria, a history teacher, bitterly recalled her lessons about the times of a united Europe, about global initiatives for environmental protection, about the ideas of a fair distribution of wealth. Now these stories sounded like fairy tales from another, better world. She saw the growing frustration among her students, their lack of faith in the future, their cynicism towards politicians and institutions. The feeling that their voice didn't matter, that they were pawns in a game whose rules they didn't understand and whose outcome they had no influence over, was almost palpable.

Amidst all this, in the daily lives of ordinary people, a sense of hopelessness and lack of prospects dominated. Every day was a struggle for survival, for obtaining food, for preserving the remnants of dignity. Dreams of a better future had faded, giving way to worry about what tomorrow would bring. Young people did not plan marriages and families, fearing to bring more beings into a world condemned to suffering. The elderly nostalgically recalled the past, unable to understand how this fall had come about.

The world was becoming an increasingly inhospitable, harsh, and dangerous place. The joy of life, spontaneity, and curiosity about the world had disappeared. All that remained was a grey, daily struggle for survival in an increasingly hostile environment, dictated by a shaky economy and under the shadow of helpless, quarreling governments. The echoes of the fall resounded in the empty streets, in the silent houses, in the resigned gazes of people. It was the echo of a world that had lost faith in itself, in its future, and above all – in its Creator.
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​The Pantheon of Idols
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The world, which once prided itself on rationalism and scientific progress, was in reality sinking into an ever-thicker fog of irrationality. Where altars dedicated to Truth once stood, now gleaming pedestals rose for all manner of idols, each promising the swift fulfillment of desires, the immediate soothing of fears, an illusory control over chaos. It was a pantheon of idols, a spectacle of alluring images that diverted gazes from the one, true light.

Satan, the master of illusions since the dawn of time, did not reveal himself in flames and screams. His triumph was more subtle, more refined. Instead of open rebellion, he offered humanity a palette of attractive substitutes, trinkets meant to satisfy its spiritual hunger, but which in reality only deepened it. His deception lay in convincing people that God was distant, unattainable, and that true happiness could be found here and now, in earthly pleasures and material gains.

One of the most powerful idols became the Body. The cult of its perfection, eternal youth, and constant pleasure gripped minds. The media fed people idealized images, unrealistic standards, fueling a relentless pursuit of fleeting beauty. Plastic surgeons became the new priests, and gyms – temples where devotees worshipped muscular and slender bodily statues. The fear of aging and imperfection paralyzed, diverting attention from inner beauty and the transient nature of physicality. The promise of eternal youth proved to be an empty mirage, and the obsession with appearance led only to frustration and alienation.

Another ubiquitous idol became Money. Its
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