
        
            
                
            
        


	 

E.A. Evering is an audacious writer who writes conspiracy fiction in a creative and unusual way; it is an eclectic style of writing that’s unconventional and entertaining. Always expect the unexpected from this versatile artist. 

Born in Montreal, Quebec, E.A. Evering embraced diversity and inclusion from a young age. He gained recognition as a gifted poet when his first work, "Touched from Within," earned the Editor's Choice Award from The National Library in Owings Mills, Maryland, USA, at the age of 19. After a life-altering near-death experience due to a heroic act, he spent a year in recovery, determined to walk again. 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So take this dedication, a clandestine affair, 

Let it beckon you to the secrets it bears. 

In the ocean of paradoxes, where clutter resides, 

May you find patience; solace in truths that… 

Always return upon the tides

 


E.A. EVERING
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Preface

 

In our world there exists a narrative that has remained quiet for far too long. It is a story of innocence stolen, dreams shattered, and lives forever altered. It is a narrative that should demand our attention, our compassion, and our resolve. This novella seeks to shed light on one of the darkest aspects of our society, a topic that often hides in the shadows: child abuse.  

As the author of this novella, I felt compelled to explore a subject that has, for generations, been veiled by silence, stigma, and shame. It is a story that needs to be told, for it is not just a work of fiction but a reflection of the harsh realities that many children around the world face every day. Through these pages, I hope to provoke thought, encourage dialogue, and ultimately, bring about awareness of the profound and devastating impact that child abuse has on the lives of those who endure it. It is my sincere hope that this novella will serve as a wake-up call, urging us to acknowledge the pain that so many children bear and to take collective action to protect and support them.

Through the lens of fiction, I delve into the life of a man who grapples with a twisted journey towards redemption within the haunting ruins of Belial.

My novella is a testament to the power of storytelling as a vehicle for change and the search for truth. It is a call to action, inviting readers to engage with this critical issue, to question the systems that perpetuate abuse, and to champion the cause of protecting our most precious resource: the children.

As you embark on this literary journey, I ask that you approach it with an open heart and a willingness to confront uncomfortable truths. For it is through our collective awareness, empathy, and determination that we can hope to make a difference, to break the cycle of abuse, and to create a world where every child can grow and flourish in an environment free from fear and harm. 

As I lower the curtain on this topic, in closing, in the early years of my life, I had a few friends who carried the heavy burden of sexual abuse, and one, a soul too fragile, chose to embrace the end too soon.

 

Thank you for joining me on this important journey, and may this novella serve as a catalyst for change, a catalyst for a world where the darkness of child abuse is replaced with the light of hope, love, and compassion.

 

With heartfelt sincerity,

 

E.A. Evering

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Who or what is Belial

 

Some Biblical scholars believe that Belial is a fallen angel, a character trait akin to lawlessness, or in this eye-opening story, the personification of evil… that requires divine intervention.

 


	- 






Prologue

 

The images seen through divine consciousness 

BANG. The gunshot echoed across an abandoned dumpsite during those hours of darkness. On Earth 2.0., Wednesday, May 02nd, 2063 – Day 25 of a progressive onslaught – the lead detective’s chest had exploded from the shotgun blast. The dead body, quivering from cadaveric spasms, was stapled to a large contorted cross made of two-by-fours and random metallic materials from the junkyard. 

There he stood – the biblical copycat killer – in the hazardous waste dump that ominous night, admiring his bloody and final masterpiece – an actual crucifixion that he once considered “an absurd sacrifice from a biblical fairytale.” Actually, the murderer's ideology will be proven to be a falsehood — a belief he will regret embracing. The shocking truth will reveal itself tonight, encapsulating the very essence of paradox within this fanatical story. Sometimes, an understanding of falsehoods is essential to perceive the essence of truth; and for the darkest of minds, eternal verities become tormenting. 

The serial killer then reveled in his sadistic reveries about the evil conspirators he put to death, the police he circumvented, the hundreds of God-fearing old men taking refuge in a gymnasium of a public high school that same night, the mayhem he brought to the city, and the nuclear attacks many years ago that set everything in motion. Surely, I dare not forget science’s controversial discovery that determined the fate of religion forever. It was the manipulator’s favorite proclamation.

Now is the best time to tell you this disturbing story as the killer regurgitates and swallows his ego. The origin of this deadly ripple effect started decades ago with an 8 x 10 photograph that once belonged to four fanatics.
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Sunday, October 8th, 2006

Dusk provided a vermillion light that enveloped the church’s apse and nave with a strange and ominous glow. The hour was of quiet repose, reflection and tranquility. The stained glass windows trimmed the rows of pews and kneeling benches with harmonious rainbow colors as if their God had taken his palette and painted them. 

Just around the corner from the benches was an open door to the vestry. Inside that dreary room, you could clearly see the silver framed sign hanging on the back wall: RED CANDLE CHURCH. 

Father Jacob was in his early forties when he was glaring at three priests from behind the elegant desk. He was the majority shareholder of this private clergy, and a man with an inscrutable face. His grey hairs gave him an aura of respectability, which hid his holy facade very well.

He was writing something on the back of an 8 x 10 photograph, just above the photo studio’s seal stamp. It seemed as if his red felt pen couldn’t travel across the page fast enough. The words were well known to him. They were words of vengeance: 

 

And the man that committeth adultery with another man’s wife, even he that committed adultery with his neighbor’s wife, the adulterer and the adulteress shall surely be put to death. (Leviticus: 20:10)
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The clergymen – his business partners, were standing in front of the large desk frowning their displeasure. Father Francis, a stocky sort of fellow in his forties, seemed to exude malice. Father Morrison was a priest in his early twenties, newly ordained to this... radicalized cult. He was taller than most men in the clergy were, and wasn’t able to rid himself of his thick hair growing haphazardly around his skull. He was also an amateur photographer. As for the third man in his late thirties, Father Buchanan, he was a pudgy fellow with a large waist that never seemed to stop growing over the red sash around his cassock. 

In a fit of rage, Father Francis slammed his right hand on the back of the photograph, near Leviticus 20:10, and glared at Father Jacob for a brief moment. When the angered priest removed his hand from the picture, the embossed ring he was wearing on his index finger, imprinted a distinctive pattern on the photograph: †Ω†Ω†.

Father Jacob turned over the photograph and stared at the image for a moment. It was a snapshot of Bessie Sara Jacob – his pregnant twenty-two-year-old wife, and Gregory L. Pederson – a man in his late twenties, leaving a one-story house hand-in-hand. Apparently disgusted with what he just saw, and realizing why Bessie hired a full time nanny to help raise their two-year-old son Abner, Father Jacob folded the informal photograph until it was the size of a ruler. He then grabbed a gold-embossed bible on the desk and flipped through some of the pages. He stopped at a verse, bookmarked the page with the folded picture, and closed the heavy tome. He then got up from his chair, slowly rounded his desk and joined the three priests – who were waiting for the official order to act immediately, or wait 9 months until Bessie gave birth to his second child.
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Sunday, March 13th, 2016

Ten years later in Father Jacob’s two-story country home, a cheap gold-framed photograph was hanging on a grimy wall in the study library on the second floor. It showed Abner Jacob, who was only a twelve-year-old novitiate that year, standing beside Father Jacob, Father Francis, Father Buchanan and Father Morrison in a chorus line. They happily attended a church seminar on February 18th of that year; it was held at a private church convention. Directly underneath the framed photograph, was the gold-embossed bible on the top shelf of a bookcase.

In the next room, Father Jacob verbally and physically abused a sobbing boy who he thought for nine years was his disabled son – Daniel Boris Jacob. The disobeying lad was reading poetry, painting, and not attending to his religious duties as he should. 

A few days before the church convention, the DNA test confirmed that Daniel wasn’t from his bloodline. Father Jacob had serious doubts as the boy got older; he saw no physical resemblance. In an act of vengeance, he destroyed Daniel’s birth certificate – everything, leaving the boy without a paper trail and a past. That was Father Jacob’s way of killing Daniel without actually doing it. The priest had a lot of power for a minister and as the head administrator at Saint Joseph – a private church hospital where Daniel was born. 

Daniel and Abner – his older half brother, were his captives with only two prisons: home and church. But Abner was relieved when his father decided to give Daniel the brunt of the abuse. It was now obvious why Daniel’s DNA could not understand what was so important about reading sacred stories that brought only harm to him. Much later that year, he found a lot more pleasure reading poetry, drawing the flowers growing in the garden, and playing curious surgeon with the squirrels – he loved the sound of cutting flesh with his homemade scalpel. Daniel also loved doing voice impersonations, especially of Father Jacob, mimicking his tiresome and contradicting sermons in his bedroom. The talented boy had the priest’s gruffly voice down pat that the Sunday school kids thought Father Jacob was also speaking from behind the broom closet door once they locked him inside. As the naive bullies opened the door to make sure that the priest wasn’t locked inside, Daniel would try to make his escape. Father Buchanan would storm into his office, and pass lustful glances at the boys before chasing them all out. 

“Psalm 51, verse 5 says ‘Because in evil I was formed in the womb and in sin my mother conceived me,’” Father Jacob growled in the next room.

When a piece of furniture crashed to the ground, all the bawling and scolding stopped for a moment. Abner ran to the thick door of the library and slammed it shut to muffle his half brother’s foretelling cries for help.

He then sat at a long table that stood against the front wall; his seat had a well-defined dent that spoke obedience. The empty seat beside him screamed defiance as a shoddy prosthetic leg leaned up against it. The prosthesis had the supplier’s red and white sticker stuck on its plastic thigh: Bionic Limbs Inc. BL 700 Series - Serial number – BL726AAAS#67.   

The dutiful boy began flipping pages from a large pictorial bible.  He flipped to a page with a captioned illustration: GOD CREATES THE HEAVEN AND EARTH. The next illustration was entitled: SAUL SLAYS THE PRIESTS. He then turned to an earlier page and stopped at the depiction of CAIN KILLING his brother ABEL. Abner then came across the last picture: JESUS’ CRUCIFIXION.
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Sunday, April 17th, 2022

Six years later, heavy raindrops leaked from the cracks in the roof of an old barn. A large tractor was parked near toppled bales of hay. The phrase Decay of Liars was printed on the dirt floor; it had been penned with a bloody pitchfork. The pitchfork had been stabbed into the ground beside the message as a vigil, watching those who would come and read it. 

Daniel Boris Jacob – a clever but demented fifteen-year-old, was sitting on a stack of hay bales whilst reading an excerpt from the Decay of Lying by Oscar Wilde, the 19th century poet and playwright genius with an inflated ego, to a dead body below – he was using the essay's defense of lying as a metaphor, drawing parallels with the symbolic nature often found in religious scriptures. The teenager’s voice was modulated but firm in its pronunciation. “I like that. I can see it. Is that the end? There is one more passage, but it is purely practical. It simply suggests some methods by which we could revive this lost art of lying. Well, before you read it to me, I should like to ask you a question….”

Abner was eighteen when he lay bare-chested underneath a few toppled bales of hay. The front pockets of his church trousers were turned inside out. He was dead. The pictorial bible was resting near his corpse; the book was opened on the Cain kills Abel illustration. 

The mercurial young man’s voice broke the silence with more from the excerpt: “What do you mean by saying that ‘life, poor, probable, uninteresting human life, will try to reproduce the marvels of art’?” He smirked at the thought and stuffed the booklet he was reading in his red knapsack. He grabbed the bloody ear beside him, and placed it inside Abner’s jacket pocket resting on his lap. Daniel grinned as he heard the rattling of a shopping cart just outside the barn. “Just as I planned,” the mercurial boy whispered.
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