
Table of Contents

Mystery Christian Mashals


The only Child of God, who never made a mistake forgave me for my own sake.

Death knocked on my door, dressed in the attire of desire, a slight crack in the window glass from without hope to quench the fire. Inspired by purifier, which is the purifier that Paradise requires started to burn water and rock.

A living sacrificial man as a Lamb, where wolves starve, and clothe themselves in stolen linen. 

Men as trees walking.

Men as trees in a garden, 

once all was fruitful,

only one for bidden.

Now only One tree is worthy of bread and life, and the rest in the field must be nullified. We are branches. 

Secondly, this Adam eats only what comes hidden from Heaven’s Gate. Come out from among them, and be separate... touch not unclean thing, and I will receive you. Remain in the security of purity. This is the purpose of God for you. Unspeakable joy awaits those unpolluted from the wisdom of his age.  

2) 

Disciple: 

I once was alive apart from the law. When the commandment came, sin sprang to life and I died. 

Now I live yet not I, but the Zoe, I live gives me breath. Dark ones spy on the freedom we see in the Light. 

Critics criticize from all sides. Living as a sacrifice. Suffice 

to say, see the long suffering One, who hung on a tree that was destined to bear fruit for all seasons. 

Devil:

You are still dead as I lead you into deception.

From conception to transformation, you have been sold to me as sin in the skin you live in. I asked and it was granted it to me to sift you like red winter wheat. The church hates you, so take a seat and wait.

for your redemption is gone, like the glory of  Ichabod, where is your invisible God now? what do you see?

Disciple: 

I see you now and stare but only to ponder your fate. I ask is this the one who made the nations tremble and cause kingdoms to shake? 

The Might One rebuke you and cause you to get from behind me to under my seat. The God of Peace will soon crush your chaos under our feet. Where we stand is the church grand and now we are having church in the street. Defeat is as foreign to me as we are to this world. He Is

3)

A wolf wearing sheepskin made his way in with an angel appearing as light. Spoke about how we need to love ourselves above all else. 

Silence follow behind a message as the way seem right onto mini, who followed outside the pin, where they were devoured within the very hour.

So few remain within the sacrificial self way of life. 

Those were being devoured boasted of being and doing speaking in mockery of those who did not the same.

Like a game they held parties called gatherings and revelry ensued. “What we see will remain forever” Hunger pains drain the sanity unto eating frenzies consuming one another one bite at a time. 

Even the true few found themselves upon the minions menu. The cost is pain. The cross is cost. Accosted in the acoustic of Christ and Him crucified. 

Light and momentary. His Light Eternal. 

4)

Oh, this cross of God. 

This glorious pain to maintain love and imitation of eternal life I live to die daily, walking as a living sacrifice. Suffice to wish away the suffering internally.

To forgive.

when vengeance forges his feelings into sharpened thoughts for expressive gain.

Pain creates Pain. 

The pressure increases to speak from pain not paradise. Temperature of temptation rises exponentially when gas lights from the fabric of verbal fights. Insides burst from historical hurts. Yesteryears trauma wishes to speak presently. 

Wars are decreed until the end. Rumors trample down devotions for the spoken lies that cries out constantly. 

The thief near by sees a seat unoccupied. Utilizing the opportunity afforded by the commandment to love, hate  produces hateful replies under the disguise of...you can’t speak to me like this! 

A preacher performs his rites on the passages with the same inner conflict. No one is immune from commotion to motion the words previously set on fire by hells gate. Using scriptures to create an argument rather than a prayer as he stares at employees instead of saints. 

I ain’t... excuse me, I am not immune from the perfume of vengeance. These pens pour out codes that could erode the enemies of the cross but in reality they are those who I know who have done wrong to me. So what’s the conclusion? 

It is still being written in times of crucifixion until the ink is my blood dripping like sweat due to resisting the sin of vengeance which walks so close to me. Pray nearer my God to thee. May He bless those whom I would rather not see. 

5)

Many souls love the truth Christ is the only way to God.

So few of those are also able to see the cross is the only way to Christ. 

I agree that there is One God 

Who is superior to all concepts and titles. 

Clearly supreme and who happens to be my Father, living in the Heavens, how great is thy fame. 

I agree that there is One Lord and Mediator between me and Ab, the Man Christ Yeshua. 

Who is not ashamed to call me brother. 

I agree that there is One Holy Spirit of God and Christ and that He dwells in my tent with the best intentions. 

I agree that the scriptures of God are the thoughts of God In written form. They are as in Truth, the Word of God. 

Here in He touched my eyes and I saw men as trees walking and talking. He touched me again and I saw men as pens in His hand writing what was already written upon their souls by the Author
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