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God over all, in all, creator of all, I ask you to help me in the
work. I ask this in the name of your son, Jesus, our good reward; I
honor you as all powerful, Jehovah God, and wish to build upon the
foundation of your word and promise. For the kingdom of God is not
in word, but power. Allow your Holy Spirit to guide me and keep
evil from entering into your rest [2 Samuel 23:2]. After the last
praise, I decided not to rest; I wrote God, he wrote the rest.

[Isaiah 53:1]

Who hath believed our report? And to whom is
the arm of the Lord revealed?






[John 3:34]

For he whom God hath sent speaketh the words
of God: for God giveth not the Spirit by measure unto him.






[John 1:7-8]

The same came for a witness, to bear witness
of the Light, that all men through him might believe. He was not
that Light, but was sent to bear witness of that Light.






[Deuteronomy 32:3]

Because I will publish the name of the Lord:
ascribe ye greatness unto our God.






[2 Chronicles 15:7]

Be ye strong therefore, and let not your
hands be weak: for your work shall be rewarded.






[John 14:10]

Believest thou not that I am in the Father,
and the Father in me? The words that I speak unto you, I speak not
of myself: but the Father that dwelleth in me, he doeth the
works.






[Deuteronomy 28:8]

The Lord shall command the blessing upon thee
in thy storehouses and in all that thou settest thine hand unto;
and he shall bless thee in the land which the Lord thy God giveth
thee.






[Ruth 2:12]

The Lord recompense thy work, and a full
reward be given thee of the Lord God of Israel, under whose wings
thou art come to trust.






[Colossians 3:17]

And whatsoever ye do in word or deed, do all
in the name of the Lord Jesus, giving thanks to God and the father
by him.






[Proverbs 3:6]

In all thy ways acknowledge him and he shall
direct thy path.






[Numbers 22:8]

Then the lord opened the mouth of the donkey,
and she said to Balaam,“ What have I done to you, that you have
struck me these three times.”






This book is written in Jesus name, thank
you, Jehovah in Jesus name. This book is covered by the blood of
Jesus.











A Message from the Author:

The answer to the most important question in
life is Jesus; I pray that you find him. My friends, my body has
simply let me down. I am suffering from dementia, ALS, chronic
kidney disease, and diabetes so pray for me: I admit that I only
have a little strength left as referring to writing and I don't
feel the spirit as I once did, but none of these things move me as
I am determined to finish my course with joy [Acts 20:24]. I pray
that I am able to finish this book, Jehovah, God, I ask you to
bless this book and cover myself and it in the blood of your son
Jesus. I pray that it becomes a blessing in the lives of your
children.
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The Lost City of Hell


There are points in our lives where we feel
like we can’t make any progress, points where all hope seems to be
lost. I found myself at such a point in my senior year of college
at Clemson University. I was walking to class and noticed a path,
that I hadn’t noticed before, which seemed like a shortcut. I was
delighted because Clemson has a massive campus and my class was
several miles from my dorm, so I took the path. I could see the
hall where my class was and the distance to it, taking the path,
seemed much closer than taking my regular route.


I did not know it at the time, but I had
unwittingly walked into Hell (every city has an entrance, it could
be the gate to the local trap-house or the entrance to the local
hospital, but every town has an entrance). I took the unpaved path
and headed toward the hall, which I could clearly see, which housed
my class, but as I approached the hall, I noticed a huge steel
gate, that was a hundred feet tall, and felt like fire to the touch
was blocking my path. I thought, “there must be another way
around”, so I continued to trek deeper into hell, and reached the
point where I could no longer find my way back to the original
point where I entered Hell.


I increased my pace when I discovered that my
class was about to begin; I tried with all of my strength to make
it to the class, however it was not meant to be because I was
trapped in Hell.

I did not realize it for several weeks, that
I was in Hell, I thought that I was in another part of the campus,
a medieval section somehow. I say medieval because there were
historic looking shops lining the paths, selling their wares. The
shopkeepers appeared to be demons, which shook me up for a bit, but
the sight of them quickly became routine/normal to me, so I wasn’t
as bothered as I had been. I became hungry and stopped at one of
the shops, which sold bread and raven’s meat (it took me 2 years to
realize that I was actually eating rats). That didn’t sound too
tantalizing; however, I was hungry, so I had to eat something. I
later found-out that bread and raven’s meat were the only foods
sold in Hell. The other shops contained all manner of free drugs,
as much as you wanted.


The drugs were free; however, you had to pay
for the food. There were billions of vials full of the prayers of
the damned in fields located all around the city, and if you picked
10 vials, then you could exchange them for 1 dollar. It took 1
dollar to pay for one portion of bread and raven’s meat, and one
portion was enough to last a full day.


If I tried to describe hell, I could not do
it justice, however I will try anyway. This was a place of ultimate
punishment, you could see some of the instruments of punishments
that the demons used to punish those in paradise; this punishment
included separation from God, the divine source of love and light.
Hell is a dark and isolated place, when you are there you have no
connectivity with the outside; it is a barren, desert devoid of
light, warmth, and comfort. In hell, individuals lose their sense
of self and become consumed by their suffering.


I spent my first night on a bench and woke-up
to the dark firmament lowering; there was no Sun so I had no way of
knowing which way was east. It didn’t help matters that I was in a
maze, so as soon as I started walking, I lost my bearings. I came
to a stairwell, which led downward, and opened the door and began
to trek downward to the other floors.


You must offend life to descend these
stairs

The realm of the prince of the power of the
air

This prince for his subjects he does not
care

Why sit in hell when you could be
anywhere

This fate no one wishes to share, don’t be
caught unawares

The sentences are too harsh for people to
bare

This fate no one wishes to share

When God calls my name I’ll be somewhere

Listening for my name

If I were in heaven, I’d say I beat the
game

Wasn’t a lame, cast off all shame

But down here no one knows my name

My sins are my claim to fame

The game beat me

Decisively and completely

Schooled me like elementary

Down here drugs are free, but souls are
imprisoned

Men go to hell because they lack a vision

One of the risen

They left Christ for an aversion

They were too close to perversion

Should have been in Christ like a virgin

But no we continued to sin

To the lost death was their friend

Even after the preacher alerted them

You must offend life to descend these
stairs

It’s Satan’s abode

Your soul, you should have never sold

You did it, even after you were told

The preacher warned you

Now you are past redemption

Taxed hard and looking for an exemption

Man I never should have gone to Clemson

This place is Hell

I should have left, when I couldn’t get past
the smell

Like Cain, my continence and GPA fell

I relocated, found another place to dwell

But now, I have a testimony like
Tell-Tale

I’m cut off from my family, hope my parents
are well

The walls are closing in, feel trapped in a
cell

Wish I could call 911 on my cell

I wish I could post bail

I’m filthy, Christ clean me like Persil

I have to go back up to level one

This excursion hasn
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