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Guardian 
 
 
"For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, 

against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and 
against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms."   

Ephesians 6:12 NIV 
 
 

The physical facts of the following story are true. They are about the 
bloodline and birth of Cesar Augustus Brooks. I have added to the story 

by telling what the events could have been like in the spiritual world 
around him.  

 
I had the privilege of serving as an assistant pastor to Cesar and Sherry 
Brooks in my late 20’s in Augusta, Georgia. It was a wonderful time for 

my wife Susan and I. We not only worked together in the ministry but we 
were friends. During this time I heard the story of Cesar’s bloodline. It 

was a great story of how God is faithful to work things out even when we 
don’t understand what is happening. 

 
God cares deeply about people and He does everything possible to 

ensure that they reach their destiny and find intimacy with Him. One thing 
that helps is the assignment of a Guardian Angel. 
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  1 
 
EARTH TIME –  Early 1954  
 
His eyes searched furiously as he was exploring his kingdom. The light 
behind his eyes was growing brighter and more intense. Every man's 
innermost thoughts were being observed. Nothing could be concealed 
from His sight, though many were trying. Those worshiping the king in 
the throne room backed away as the light grew stronger. His eyes were 
moving so quickly back and forth that to the casual observer they 
weren't moving at all. Yet it was obvious that his focus was centered on 
a place outside the throne room. 
 
A recent arrival to the kingdom whispered to the Throne Room 
Centurion standing guard by the room's entrance, "What is he gazing at 
so intently?"  
 
Without taking his attention from his post, the Centurion replied. "It's not 
what, it's who, and it's something he always does. But there are times 
when it grows so acute that we notice it." 
 
"Who is he gazing at?" 
 
"Don't you see? Look closely at the throne." 
 
It took several seconds before the visitor's eyes adjusted to the 
brightness around the king's throne. "There is something there, I see 
them now. Are those spirits?  There are thousands going back and forth 
from the throne. Who are they?" 
 
"Those spirit beings have a special place in the king's heart. He deeply 
loves them. So much so that he died for them." 
 
"You mean ... Nooo ... it can't be. Those spirits are ...... are humans? 
People?" 
 
"Of course they are my new friend! You have much to learn. Their 
bodies are still on Earth but their spirits come straight into the throne 
room. They have the capacity to live in both realms simultaneously. 
They have the highest access possible to the King. They come and 
speak with him at any time. They don’t need appointments and are 
given no time limits when they are here. They are privileged beings. 
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Look closely, you will notice they have the king's looks. They were 
created in his image." 
 
"Amazing ... truly they are the sons and daughters of God."  
 
The Centurion continued, "while the King is ministering to the human 
spirits here in His throne room His gaze is directed temporarily at their 
home planet Earth." 
 
The light emanating from God burst forth with an intensity that hadn't 
been seen in a long time. His whole body glowed with radiant light. 
Everyone in the room who was standing was forced to their knees by its 
brilliance. Shooting out of His eyes was light containing every color in 
the rainbow. It circled around and around the room encompassing every 
being there. The glowing power wrapped itself around every person 
imparting a warmth and love that knew no end. Every species in the 
room, many humans had never seen, stood in awe of the power of God. 
His presence filled the cavernous room like thick incense filled a small 
closet. 
 
As the light engulfed every corner of the room it funneled itself into one 
concentrated beam and burst towards the gateway at the other end of 
the throne room. Everyone’s eyes followed the light.  
 
This was no ordinary gateway. It was the dividing point between earth 
and eternity, the marking of where time starts and where there is no 
time. It is the line between the physical world and the non-physical 
world. It is a barrier physical beings cannot cross. Humans know it as 
the place you cross when you die and go to heaven. It's often described 
by the dying as a bright white light at the end of a tunnel. 
 
Calling it a gateway was basically correct. Humans believe it is a one 
way route with no return. It's true for them, but God's angels and other 
special beings routinely go back and forth ministering to the saints on 
Earth. Their bodies are created to withstand the pressures of going in 
and out of time. They have the stamina required to stay in His awesome 
presence. It’s not a painful thing to be in God’s presence, quite the 
opposite, but His glory is so powerful that a human’s strength is quickly 
drained. 
 
There have been a few people who entered the throne room before 
dying. But without a resurrected body special precautions have to be 
taken for them to come. Godly protection and special food are needed 
to sustain them in His holy presence. 
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The light moved across the gateway into the realm of time. It moved 
from the outer regions of the universe where no Earthly telescope has 
ever scanned into asteroids, galaxies, and stars. Man's telescopes could 
never pick up this light because it was not in the physical spectrum. It 
takes spiritual eyes to see this light. It raced through the universe 
towards a small planet called Earth. The Glory of God was on a mission. 
In the moment of a thought His Glory moved from the gateway to the 
planet Earth. 
 
With stammering speech the recent arrival looked at the Centurion, "I 
have never ... I have never ... I have never seen ... ." 
 
"You're new. Be still, for the best part is yet to come." 
 
"But what is going on?" 
 
"A miracle which never gets old. The answering of a prayer, a very 
important prayer. Be quiet and pay attention." 
 
"What is so special about this prayer," the newcomer asked, refusing to 
be quiet? 
 
"All prayers are special, but God continually searches the Earth for a 
man or woman who will be completely His. He has evidently found 
another one giving everything to serve Him. He loves to manifest 
Himself quickly in those kind of prayers." 
 
"Like when I gave my life to God in my backyard? I was ready to go 
anywhere the Lord asked." 
 
"Yes. By the way, I remember that day. What a marvelous manifestation 
of God's presence. We all cheered and had a celebration. This same 
light reached into your heart and God deposited a portion of Himself in 
you. The darkness on the Earth was less after that day." 
 
"He did? I didn't think anybody saw." 
 
"Oh, no humans saw. That's the reason you got baptized was to let 
others know. But millions of spiritual beings on both sides witnessed the 
occasion. When you get your tour of heaven, you will see on the south 
side of the throne room a huge stadium filled with hundreds of 
thousands of seats. Heavenly residents spend much time viewing the 
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affairs of Earth from there. You almost wish you had ear plugs from the 
shouting that happens when someone becomes saved." 
 
"Both sides?" 
 
"Yes, both sides. Now be quiet and watch!" 
 
The glory of God glowed like fire as it entered the outer atmosphere of 
Earth. It circled the globe once to remind the devil who is really God and 
that his time as ruler of the air is limited. With swiftness and great 
accuracy, the Glory, or to be more precise God's Spirit headed straight 
for a Roman Catholic Church in the heart of the mission district in San 
Francisco, California. There on the fourth pew sat a nineteen year old 
girl lying prostrate before the Lord. The tears rolling down her cheeks 
streaked her makeup. The colors were staining her white blouse. The 
church was quiet and she was all alone. The old steeple creaked in the 
wind and the grandfather clock in the back had stopped ticking because 
someone forgot to give it the weekly winding. The high pulpit stood 
unfilled and the choir loft echoed no songs. The silence allowed her to 
bear her soul. Sobbing with anguish, a sense of helplessness overcame 
her. She dropped her head on the pew in front of her and cried out to 
the God portrayed in the stained glass window. She could not bear 
another tragedy.  
 
It was early, approximately 6 a.m., she had been coming here almost 
every day for the last two months before going to work in the sewing 
factory. She had been taught as a little girl in parochial school in 
Nicaragua when in need go to the church. She came out of desperation 
wondering if it would do any good.  
 
"Father," she wept, the next few words she could hardly form, "please 
do not let me have another still born child. I cannot bear a third death. 
Let my child live! If you do I will dedicate him to you and direct him into 
the Priesthood for your service." 
 
If only nineteen year old Marvelly could have seen what was happening 
in the spiritual heavenlies around her as she prayed. One day all 
humans will have their spiritual eyes opened, until then we have to be 
content with occasional glimpses. At that time we will be able to see 
what really causes Earthly events.  
 
Marvelly stopped her sobbing and looked up through watery eyes at the 
old building. She slowly scanned it looking to see if anything was out of 
place. Everything seemed to be normal, except for a great peace. 
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Surely someone must have entered the room she thought. For some 
reason, almost as if she was shocked it could come true, she felt God 
had heard her prayer. She had never had this feeling before and hoped 
it would never go away. 
 
As she began to stand the Glory of God coming from the gateway in 
heaven came rushing into the chapel. It swept down towards her from 
the center dome in the roof. The cherubim statutes on the walls, which 
were carved decades ago paled in their imitation of the real angels 
flooding the room in the wake of God's glory. Unbeknownst to Marvelly, 
trumpet blasts and thousands of heavenly voices announced the entry 
of God. 
 
Also unknown to Marvelly were three demons from the other side 
sleeping under the pew directly beneath her. The concept of the other 
side was unknown to Marvelly. She was not God's child and so didn’t 
understand the spiritual world. These three creatures had been given 
permanent assignments to harass this church congregation. But they 
weren't doing a good job. The only thing they did good was sleep. They 
were supposed to discourage the attendees of the church from following 
God. But they were given an easy assignment because no spiritual 
activity ever happened here. They held mass every morning at 8 am for 
the old and small congregation. Most people came out of tradition. 
Except for a few mischievous tricks the demons did to amuse 
themselves they never did anything to discourage people.  
 
The demons loved their job. It was the best one they had ever been 
given. They lucked out in getting the job because they were suspended 
from their last. The city ruler wanted to punish and embarrass them so 
he assigned them to this low profile job about 6 months ago when he 
reorganized his district. They would never tell the city ruler but they 
loved this assignment. They hated working, especially for him. The 
further they were out of his sight the better. The only time they would 
harass anyone was near the quarterly reviews in order to have 
something to brag about. 
 
How they hated those reviews! Malefacton, the city ruler, demanded an 
account of all their activities four times a year. They shuddered thinking 
about it. What ever they did they couldn't please him. He would always 
find something to rake them over the coals about, literally. He got great 
pleasure in seeing them shudder at the mention of fire.  
 
The three demons were sound asleep under Marvelly's pew. They were 
snoring so loud they didn't notice her. She had become a regular fixture 
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at that time in the morning and they ignored her. At first they were 
concerned because they were scared her prayers might be answered 
but they quickly realized she wasn't a Christian. Religious prayers didn’t 
frighten the demons. 
 
If only the demons had been listening that morning they would have 
avoided much pain later. But their laziness caused them to miss hearing 
Marvelly utter a prayer God always answers, "Help me". She was 
dedicating her baby to God. 
 
The leader of the three demons, Bacchus, was awaked by what he 
thought was the sound of a train coming through the building. He didn’t 
know it was the sound of God's presence coming into the room. 
Bacchus rolled over and opened his eyes. Having spiritual eyes he 
could see what was going on in the spiritual realm. Fear permeated his 
every cell. He froze as he saw the most powerful force in the universe 
coming straight at him. He couldn't possibly conceive how he ended up 
in the same room with God. As he tried to yell his mouth went dry. Not 
since the fall had He seen God's Glory. He had forgotten how holy and 
awesome it was. With only a second to move or be destroyed by God's 
holiness he released a terrified scream which ripped loose from his 
black lips as he warned his cohorts, "God's here!" 
 
The scream awoke his body out of its fear immobilized state. Bacchus 
moved backwards through the chapel floor into the basement and out 
the back wall. Stumbling with terror he made his way down the street 
wondering if God was following. 
 
He should have know God didn’t want him. His fate was already 
determined, but two other people's fates were not. God was on Earth to 
visit Marvelly and her child. She was right, her prayer had been heard 
and it was about to be answered.  
 
Marvelly put her hand on the pew in front of her and raised herself up to 
go to work. Before she could stand up the anointing of God flowed over 
her. It started at her head and flowed through her entire soul, spirit, and 
body to her feet. She had never felt warmth like this before. Letting go of 
the pew she set back in her seat experiencing peace like she had never 
known. His power swept through her body cleansing her of every care, 
anxiety, and worry. As He touched her, he also touched her six month 
old baby making it whole and healthy in the womb. Unbeknownst to her, 
a spiritual mark was put on her son. God was claiming him to be his own 
future son. Not only a son but also a leader for him in his kingdom, a 
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man who would bring many to Him through the anointing of a 
peacemaker. 
 
With her eyes closed the pregnant Marvelly enjoyed the presence of 
God. She didn't understand what happened but she felt an 
unexplainable love. She realized for the first time she must have met 
God. She wanted to more of Him and wondered how to get it. She didn’t 
want to leave but she made herself stand up so she wouldn't be late for 
work at the sewing machine factory. She had a bus to catch. As she 
closed the heavy oak door behind her and made her way down the 
stone steps a smile spread across her face, she knew her prayer had 
been answered. She hoped it would be the first of many. 
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SIX MONTHS EARLIER 
 
Azorus is made of a clear crystalline diamond like material. A primitive 
form is found on Earth in the form of fine leaded crystal. God inspired 
man hundreds of years ago to create glass and eventually crystal so 
that in a small way this same beautiful material could be seen on Earth. 
The stained glass windows of our finest cathedrals were built by men 
who were inspired by the same God who built Azorus. 
 
Azorus is a planet slightly smaller than Earth built entirely out this multi-
faceted, highly reflective crystal material. But unlike the crystal fashioned 
by man on Earth, Azorus is not fragile and its beauty cannot be broken. 
The planet's material has no flaws or impurities in its structure. Matter of 
fact, the planet's beauty hides the true nature of this place. 
 
Just as the windows of European cathedrals reflect and magnify sunlight 
into multi-colored prisms and images, the light of Azorus bounces and 
grows in intensity as it shines through the planet. There is no darkness 
anywhere. Brilliant light is everywhere. The light is comforting and 
refreshing. It is pure energy and delivers life to your every pore as you 
walk on its surface and through its cities. Every building and every 
structure, the entire planet, is made out of the crystalline gem.  
 
The medieval Europeans had to be satisfied to show off their creations 
with natural light from the sun. If their stained glass imagery could have 
been displayed on Azorus, the reflections would have danced with joy. 
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The light of Azorus gives vigor, vitality, and life. Anything that is tired or 
weary is rejuvenated under its beam. 
 
The light seeps into every corner and crawl space chasing darkness 
wherever it shines because it is the light of God Himself! No natural 
body like the sun shines upon this place. All of its requirements for life, 
growth, heat and energy come from the Throne room of heaven itself. 
The whole planet is designed so that the Glory of God is magnified. 
Everywhere you go the visible presence of God is found in the light 
itself. The light isn't just a reflection of God the Light is God! The entire 
planet radiates God. 
 
Walking down the streets, working in the buildings, training in its 
centers, His life shines all around you. The entire realm glistens like the 
sun in a rain shower. The light of God is reflected in every footstep. 
Nowhere are there any shadows or darkness. Everywhere you walk or 
sleep God's presence in the light is with you. You are aware God is 
always with you and you can talk to Him any time. 
 
We know what Azorus is like because of the descriptions from people 
who have been there. No humans have ever touched Azorus' surfaces. 
It is the most guarded secret in the universe. The Glory cloud of God 
shrouds the planet continually. No one has seen it except for the 
privileged few who have been picked to go there. Those few are sworn 
to secrecy about its inner workings. It is the most guarded place in the 
Universe other than heaven. Even those loyal to God are denied access 
except for those who are asked by God Himself to go there and train. 
 
Its creator had only one purpose in mind for Azorus. No other beings are 
here except those involved in learning to carry out it's mission.  
 
Even though the inner workings of Azorus are highly guarded. Its 
purpose is not. Many angels apply to go there, but few are chosen. Only 
volunteers are picked, the job is too rough to not want to do it. But the 
honor, or should I say privilege, of graduating from Azorus has produced 
a waiting list of thousands of years. What is Azorus’ specific purpose?  
 
Let’s explain it this way, applicants enter as angels, but they exit as 
Guardian Warriors.  
 
The stay on Azorus is divided into two training times. The first part is 
learning how to fight. The second part is learning how to listen to the 
voice of God. Graduates of Azorus don't just learn how to fight, they 
learn how to fight under the direct supervision of God.  
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Satan fears greatly the purpose and warriors of Azorus. Many times 
Satan has tried to infiltrate its outer defenses to learn its secrets. But he 
has never gotten in close enough to observe its secrets. Whenever 
Satan hears about increased activity at Azorus he shivers with fright 
because he knows that activity will translate into tactics against him. 
 
"Tabbach!!" 
 
The shouted name was heard throughout the Azorus realm. As he 
heard his name called out Tabbach remembered the day he applied to 
come to Azorus. It was over 6,000 years ago after God created the 
Earth and its inhabitants that he called a special meeting of all the 
angelic hosts. He remembered the time as if it was yesterday... 
 
 
Excitement filled the air as God stood up before the packed throne 
room. The whisperings among the angels stopped. The Centurion 
thought out loud, "I wonder if it has any connection with the marvelous 
sights we recently saw."  He continued, although I don't think anyone 
was listening, "I couldn't believe it, with just a few powerful words, He 
created the most glorious and intricate creations I have ever seen. Out 
of nothing an entire universe complete with galaxies, planets, suns, and 
moons were formed. As each day of creation unfolded it added to the 
glory of the day before. The last day was unbelievable as God copied 
His image in a creation He called man." The Centurion smiled as he 
remembered the angelic host erupting in spontaneous praise of God for 
His genius. They stilled talked about those six days of creation every 
free moment they had. 
 
As God inhaled to speak silence encircled the room. His deep voice 
which carried throughout all heaven spoke, "As you know I created my 
counterpart on the sixth day. A creation that could contain me, someone 
who I could share my love and power with, someone created in my 
Image." As He spoke love swept over the room. Every angel and 
creature there felt the heartbeat of God as He described His plan for 
someone that He could share with. No one could fully understand the 
tremendous plan that God had for this new creature. This new creature 
called man was so fragile compared to them but yet he had God living 
on the inside which made him potentially powerful. The angels were 
confused. 
 
God continued, "I created a special hybrid of the natural and 
supernatural world. Someone who is made of material properties but yet 
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can contain my Spirit. I created a being that can live in both the 
supernatural and natural realm. Man has the ability to communicate with 
me any time he desires." 
 
The angelic recorder who records all deeds tried to write down the 
pleasure in which God talked about Adam and Eve but the words were 
not adequate. 
 
Tabbach remembered how sadness came upon the room at God's next 
words. 
 
"As you know Lucifer has taken up residence on Earth. Man, my image, 
has given him the legal ownership of the planet." 
 
Every angel stood riveted as God described in detail the rebellion led by 
Lucifer. Everyone had lost at least one close friend that day to the 
former chief angel's lies. Sadness flooded their minds as they realized 
that they could never be friends with them again. 
 
Suddenly, as the Centurion stood at his position, chills ran over his body 
as the atmosphere changed in the room. He immediately recognized the 
shifting of God's emotions. A righteous anger rose in God's voice. 
 
"Lucifer, now called Satan, has struck at my heart by leading my image 
from me!” He paused, “But he will not prevail for I control the last play." 
 
His anger flamed from His eyes as He talked. 
 
"He thinks He can set up a kingdom to rival mine. But He is wrong."  
 
God's voice thundered as He spoke. The shock waves from His words 
caused everyone in the room to fall to their knees. 
 
"I will train man to stand up to the tactics of our enemy. Man lost His first 
battle but My Spirit is mighty in him and I will teach him how to win the 
war. My intimacy with him will grow as he learns to fight the enemy with 
my Spirit. Satan will not permanently destroy my image on Earth. 
Instead he will bow down to Me in them! My glory will be reflected on 
Earth! Satan's jealousy will be his end." 
 
God's voice roared through heaven, the stars, and through out the 
planet Earth. Every demon heard the proclamation and tried to cover 
their ears from the awful noise. 
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God's emotions changed to a gentle caring protective love.  
 
"As you know, I lost oneness with man. It will take time before it is 
restored and it will never be completely restored until the end of time." 
 
Every angel’s face was wet with tears as God continued. 
 
"Man doesn't have the skills or the power to deal with the viciousness of 
Satan alone. It will be sometime before he learns how to use My Spirit 
inside him. I have made a plan to help man overcome Satan and his 
dominion. I will teach man how to overcome Satan and reclaim the 
Earth. He will need help because of the weakening influence sin has on 
his body. …" 
 
God then raised His arms up and pointed to the back of the throne 
room. The walls opened up to reveal a marvelous new creation. Off in 
the distance, the angels and other creatures could see the newly 
created realm of Azorus shining with God's life pulsating through it. 
 
"I will hand pick from volunteers a select group of angels for the most 
important job I can assign.”… 
 
Tabbach remembered how he knew immediately that he had to have 
that job and rushed to apply for a slot. Unfortunately, he was one of tens 
of millions of applicants who also wanted to serve their maker in this 
special way. Everyone wanted to be a part of helping protect God's 
heart. It was the ultimate job.  
 
Privately, the angels often wondered why God would put Himself into 
such a frail creature. But whatever the reason, they had grown to love 
man and be in awe of how powerful he could be under the control of the 
Holy Spirit. They often wondered what it must be like to have God living 
inside of you. Unlike man they saw God continually with their eyes, but 
to have Him dwell inside of them was more than they could 
comprehend. 
 
After Tabbach handed in his request to be a guardian, He found out it 
would be a long time before he would be accepted. Hundreds of millions 
of angels also handed in their applications. It took over 6,000 years for 
the human population to grow enough for his name to be called.  
 
He was glad to be finishing the 7 year training period. He had been on a 
lot of exciting missions for God during the 6,000 years preceding 
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Azorus, but his heart now looked forward to the challenge Azorus 
prepared him for. 
 
"Tabbach, report immediately", the Angelic Assignment Coordinator 
spoke a second time.  
 
 As Tabbach started to turn to report to the Command Center, he took 
one last look at his home for the last seven years. He thought to himself 
how he would miss the Light of God in this place. It was everywhere. 
Nowhere was God's presence stronger and more powerful except in the 
throne room. God had intentionally designed Azorus that His light was 
always continually shining. It was symbolic to show us that He would be 
with us always in our jobs no matter how dark it may get. It was a great 
way to learn that God was just a thought away no matter what might 
happen. Tabbach finally left and flew at the speed of thought to the 
Command Center in heaven. 
 
"I'm here. What's the urgency," asked Tabbach? 
 
"Why did I have to call you two times Tabbach?" 
 
"I'm sorry, I was thinking about the past," replied Tabbach. 
 
"The past is fine," responded the Coordinator, "but it's time to 
concentrate on the future." 
 
In a slow and methodical voice, the Coordinator continued, "Your time 
has come. How long has it been since you applied for this job?" 
 
"Over 6,000 years ago when the sons and daughters of God were first 
created." 
 
"You've waited a long time then." 
 
"Yes sir, you know how long the waiting list is for this job." 
 
"I know, except for ministering to God, it's the most sought after position 
in the kingdom. Well, your time has come. According to your supervisors 
they said you're ready. You passed the seven year training course at the 
top of your class. You will need every bit of that training for your 
assignment. It's going to be a challenge due to the calling on the person 
you will be protecting." 
 
"Who will I be assigned to?" 
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"It's not for me to tell you. You get your instructions directly from God. 
He takes care of all matters dealing with mankind directly. They are His 
pride and joy. He makes sure they get the best possible attention. It's 
really quite amazing. Here are your papers and God will be with you, 
Azorus taught you that. Go, He's waiting for you." 
 
"What about my sword and shield?" 
 
"You will get them in the throne room. Be gone or you will be late." 
 
Tabbach moved to heaven at the speed of thought where the throne 
room of God was located. As he approached the doorway his knees 
started shaking.  It wasn't fear that caused him to tremble but excitement 
at finally realizing his dream. The Throne Room Centurion recognized 
him as he came up, "Greetings Tabbach, we've been expecting you. 
Come in, you're right on time."  
 
Tabbach responded cheerfully, "Greetings, Centurion, it has been a long 
time since we last met. God's blessings upon you." 
 
"How did your training go on Azorus?" 
 
"Tough, but it was an experience I will never forget." As Tabbach 
stepped into the throne room he heard God the Father call him up front. 
He marveled at the size of the crowd, all of the archangels were here, 
including Michael. 
 
"Tabbach, my friend" God roared! "We've had many good times 
together over the past seven years. It was fun walking with you as you 
trained. You've done well at recognizing my voice over the noise of 
circumstances around you. I am pleased with you and your training, 
you've learned all that was required of you." 
 
God continued, "One of my favorite times was when you were fighting 
the mighty Gabriel in hand-to-hand combat class. Do you remember 
Tabbach?" 
 
"I sure do, I was getting beat." 
 
"He was about to pin you against the wall with his sword and I told you 
through the spirit realm to drop your shield. I still laugh at your response. 
You thought, that can’t be God, what a dumb idea." 
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"Yes, I remember, but you don't have to tell that story to everyone here." 
 
"But Tabbach, to your credit, you dropped your shield. Gabriel was so 
surprised it gave you an opportunity to take the offensive. Gabriel still 
says what I did was unfair but it did teach you the importance of listening 
for and obeying my voice." 
 
"Tabbach, you are about to embark on the most exciting journey you 
have ever done for me. It is of great importance that you succeed. I will 
be with you every step of the way. You will not always see my physical 
manifestation like you had in the lights of Azorus. But I will be just as 
close. Many places you are about to go are very dark. There will be little 
if any godly light. Darkness will surround you and you will feel like you 
are being swallowed. But just as I was near you on Azorus I will always 
be near you on Earth. Let that training be a reminder and follow closely 
what you have been taught. Always be in a position to listen to me for 
instructions. I have a different perspective than you that allows me to 
see the whole picture. You have proven yourself faithful. You 
understand the mission of Azorus." 
 
"Tabbach, as you know, and as a reminder for those in this throne room. 
Azorus trains angels for the highest job in heaven outside of ministering 
to me. Let us rejoice for today is your dedication ceremony. Michael, 
Gabriel come forth!" 
 
Michael, with all his imposing height and strength, stepped forward with 
a gleaming shield in his hand. He took his place beside Tabbach in front 
of the God the Father. Michael looked pale next to God's glory. Jesus 
Christ stood smiling at the right hand of the Father. The Holy Spirit 
encircled the throne room and the participants in front. 
 
Gabriel took up the position on Tabbach's right side. They all three 
kneeled before God. 
 
God rising said, "Hand me the shield." 
 
Michael quickly handed the shield over. 
 
"I, God, the Great I AM, present to you this defensive shield crafted out 
of a single piece of metal here in heaven. Use it to protect your life and 
the one you are about to guard. Carry it with pride for the engravings are 
unique to the type of angel you are." 
 
"Hand me the sword." 
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Gabriel passed the newly forged sword to God. 
 
"In the presence of everyone here, I give to you this offensive weapon to 
be used in my name. Never use it except to carry out my wishes and the 
wishes of the one you are about to guard when they call upon my name 
for help." 
 
"Tabbach, do you promise to protect your assigned one, to lay your life 
down for them even unto your destruction if necessary? Will you make 
their safety your number one priority for as long as they may live? Will 
you endeavor with all your might to keep them walking in my ways?" 
 
Tabbach with sobriety replied, "Yes I will, gladly." 
 
From behind the throne room three horns were blown in unison. 
 
 "Please stand Tabbach." 
 
Michael and Gabriel who had both been his teachers helped him stand. 
The glory of God was so strong it had knocked everyone to their knees. 
 
"On behalf of the Trinity, with my Wisdom, with Jesus' Name, and the 
Holy Spirit's power, I now anoint you and pronounce you a Guardian 
Angel!"  
 
The throne room erupted in shouts of praise as a new Azorus graduate 
had been commissioned. It was time for another loved one of God to get 
special help from the throne room. This help had been in training for 
seven years and was trained in the strategies of the devil. A guardian 
angel was about to be released onto the Earth to help man take it back 
from the enemy. 
 
When the roar died down, Tabbach asked, "Whom will I be assigned 
to?" This was a question he had thought about everyday for the last 
6,000 years. When he was at Azorus he wondered what the person he 
would guard would be like. Would they be a male or a female? Would 
they be serious about their relationship with God or apathetic? What 
would they do for a living? Would they be involved in a lot of spiritual 
warfare? His mind was filled with questions. He couldn't believe that the 
time had come for his assignment. 
 
A great smile came upon God’s face as He read Tabbach’s thoughts, 
"He will be conceived in just a few moments, so your time of guarding is 
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almost here. Let me give you the details about this assignment. The 
conception of my son will occur in the country of Nicaragua and he will 
be born on October 8, 1954, using the Gentile calendar. His name will 
be Cesar Augustus." 
 
"Follow me to the Hall of Records," God said gently to Tabbach.  
 
Tabbach was the only one to leave with the Father. Everyone else 
stayed behind and sang praises about the commencement that just 
occurred. All of the best songwriters were writing new lyrics to document 
the occasion. Musicians under the anointing of the Holy Spirit were 
putting music to the words as it was being played. As Tabbach exited 
the Throne Room he could hear the song turning prophetic as to the 
exploits he would do. It was all so overwhelming to him. He hadn't even 
seen his assignment yet let alone imagine being a hero. He decided to 
close his mind to the words before he became overwhelmed with the 
enormity of his task ahead.  
 
As they walked, God the Father responded to Tabbach’s thoughts a 
second time, "Tabbach, my friend and Guardian Angel, I would not send 
you on this task if you weren't ready. Don't be fearful, but use those 
feelings as a reminder to rely on me. When you do, you will succeed 
even when things look dark. If you think you are failing remember that I 
called you and when I speak something into existence it will be done." 
 
The words immediately filled Tabbach with strength and confidence, a 
confidence that came not from training or angelic wisdom, but 
confidence from knowing that God Almighty was on his side. 
 
"Here we are at the Hall of Records." 
 
"Oh, it's more beautiful than I had heard," said to Tabbach. "Many 
stories I have heard about this hall but none compares to being here." 
 
"It's hard to describe," God responded. "This is where every human's 
deeds and actions are recorded from Adam's first movements onward. 
The record will not stop until My Son returns to reign on Earth." 
 
"Tabbach, people are only allowed in this hall by invitation. They come 
at special times to get insight to help them in their work. But there will 
come a time when every human's deeds will be displayed to everyone. 
At that time this Hall will have much weeping as men's lives are 
replayed." 
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Tabbach’s eyes grew wide as he looked at the mirrors that filled the 
Hall. 
 
"The mirrors, each over 100 feet tall, replay the deeds done on the Earth 
in the lives of men. Let me show you." 
 
The near mirror on Tabbach's right side lit up. His adrenalin level shot 
up as he recognized the place as being the upper room where the 
disciples were praying after Christ's appearance to them from the dead. 
He was there on assignment when the real thing happened. Memories 
flooded his mind as he recalled that day he witnessed almost 2000 
years ago. 
 
Every one of the hundreds of mirrors lit up reflecting the scene as the 
fire of the Holy Spirit came upon the people. He moved into that upper 
room with ferocity as 120 people for the first time in history were filled 
with the power of the Holy Spirit. What a glorious first day for the 
Church. Talk about a kick-off meeting! 
 
As the events finished replaying, Tabbach was energized by being 
reminded how God loves to move thorough His most beloved 
possession – the sons and daughters of man. 
 
"Tabbach," God spoke lovingly. "I spared no expense to bring life and 
relationship to mankind. I will spare no expense in helping you to protect 
him. As Jesus gave his life to save Cesar's I will expect the same 
dedication from you. Let's review some background information you 
need to know to protect Cesar." 
 
The mirror closest to his left side came on. 
 
“These things happened in Cesar’s past in east Tennessee, USA, in the 
1930's," narrated the Father.  
 
The Hall glowed with light as the scene progressed. 
 
A young and handsome blonde man, about 6'4" lifted his hands to 
heaven praising God. The people in the congregation were experiencing 
a new move of God that no one had ever seen before. They couldn't 
understand why God was blessing them with signs and wonders. They 
were only mountain people. Why would God bless them so? 
 
As James Taylor towered over everyone in the room tears poured from 
his eyes. He had only recently become serious with God. His friends 
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and relatives had been trying to get him to come to this Pentecostal 
church for a long time but he had always found excuses not to come. He 
used to think they were strange. To be one of them now was even 
stranger. 
 
Since submitting to God, James loved being in His presence. Why even 
last week he felt God speaking to him that he was to go into the ministry. 
He was getting used to the idea but more urgent things were on his 
mind as he stood praying. 
 
"Father, protect me as I go to Nicaragua," uttered James. 
 
Tabbach interrupted the replay on the mirror, "Why is he going to 
Nicaragua?" 
 
“There is a political uprising in Nicaragua. The United States is sending 
troops in to stabilize the country. A group of people called the 
Sandinistans will attempt a political coup but their leader will be killed in 
a double cross and the coup will fail." 
 
Tabbach watched as James Taylor lowered his hands and whispered, 
"Father, thy will be done." James turned and quietly walked out of the 
church. It was going to be his last service here for some time. For 
tomorrow, at 4 AM, his troop of marines of which he was an officer, 
would be headed south, far south of the border. 
 
"Who is this man," Tabbach asked? 
 
"His name is James Taylor, your assignment's grandfather, and I did call 
him into the ministry." 
 
The next mirror in sequence lit up continuing the background of 
Tabbach's assignment. God clarified, "this next sequence reveals that 
James met someone very special in Nicaragua named Mercedes and 
married her. She was Cesar’s grandmother." 
 
"Get out of town foreigner! Go back home! We don't want your kind 
here." Mercedes hung her head low as she rounded up her four children 
and fled out of the grocery store. She tried to hold back the tears in front 
of the children but it quickly became a losing battle. 
 
Swarming through the grocery store and now following her out was a 
huge demon named Chaluqah laughing with glee. His plan was working 
beautifully! He had been trying to split this marriage up for five years and 
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it looked like he was going to succeed. Unknown to Mercedes Taylor 
she was a pawn in a bigger battle. 
 
The painful sounds she heard echoed in her ears as she quickly drove 
away. The kids were all crying wondering why nobody liked their mom.  
 
"How do I explain racism to innocent children," she thought? 
 
Chaluqah resumed his demonic work that began so long ago. He spoke 
straight into her mind without her ever knowing he was there. "Go back 
home, no one loves you." 
 
"I can't," she thought, not even knowing who she was talking to, "James 
needs me." 
 
Chaluqah kept pounding unmercifully at her mind, "James doesn't love 
you. If he did he wouldn't be overseas right now."  
 
"He can't help it that the military sent him overseas. It's his job." 
Mercedes thought she was losing her mind. If she could only see where 
the real pain came from. 
 
Chaluqah was determined to win this battle. It had become a personal 
vendetta for him. If he failed at this job he would be demoted or 
assigned to another area. He had already failed twice and he was 
determined to succeed this time. The supervisor had already shown 
mercy to him by giving him a third chance which was unheard of.  
 
He shuddered when he thought about what would happen if he failed. 
Everyday he was constantly reminded by his superiors of the 
devastating effect his last two failures were causing to their kingdom. To 
say the least they were not pleased with his performance, especially 
after all the special training he had received. 
 
Chaluqah was part of a special group of elite demonic forces that were 
trained to bring down those with a Church ministry calling on their life. 
He had been extensively trained in finding the weaknesses of a person 
and then taught how to attack those weaknesses without mercy. He 
would ensnare people with temptations that would lead to the types of 
sin that would eliminate them from ever being used in the ministry again. 
Put simply, his job was to diminish the anointing on their life if not 
extinguish it entirely. 
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His primary method of attack was to get them to sin and fall. He would 
then heap condemnation and guilt upon them in order to make them feel 
unworthy of ever being able to serve God again. If the person could not 
be made to fall into sin they would go after whatever was the weak link 
in other areas of their life. Most of the time this involved attacking their 
wife or children or even their job. He was trained in stirring up trouble on 
many fronts to distract the individual from the call coming from heaven. 
 
Chaluqah's last two assignments were two men called to be apostles. 
He harassed them for years trying to get them to abandon the call upon 
their lives. He brought great persecution into their lives but to no avail. 
They were too well grounded in their faith and the Word. Since then four 
churches had been started between the two of them and who knows 
how many had been saved and baptized. Every time someone gets 
saved in their ministry the whole demonic network in this area blames it 
on him. He had to try and redeem himself by not letting it happen again. 
 
Chaluqah's anger seethed inside of him, he could smell blood, and he 
knew victory had to be close. Bad smelling steam escaped his nostrils 
as he tried to control his rage. He had grown to hate James Taylor. Not 
necessarily for what he had done but because God's mark was on him. 
What literally burned him up was that James wouldn't even 
acknowledge it. God had been trying for many years with patience and 
love to get him to commit everything to Him and answer the call. But he 
always found excuses.  
 
He continued his attacks just in case he had one of those cursed 
"revival encounters" with God. James Taylor was not in sin, he just 
wouldn’t commit to ministry. It was his assignment to see that never 
happened.  
 
Chaluqah loved the job of bringing down those called into Church 
ministry. He especially liked destroying those who were already 
ministering. Nothing pleased him more than to see Christians humiliated 
and embarrassed. 
 
Chaluqah had been picked early on to attack and discourage James. 
The demonic kingdom usually knows before humans do that there is a 
ministry calling on their life. They can see the spiritual marks God puts 
on His children. Every Christian is marked as God's and has a calling, 
but Chaluqah's job was to center his attacks on those marked for 
Church ministry. 
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Chaluqah's frown grew, his rotting black teeth showed as he hissed at 
Mercedes. "Why did you marry him? You fell for him just because he 
was an American! Leave Him ... Hisssss!" 
 
Breaking up marriages was the prime tactic used to destroy ministers. 
They knew most people wouldn’t follow a divorced minister. The 
religious unit of the Devil had done a good job of convincing people that 
someone who had been divorced would never have the anointing of 
God upon their lives again. It didn’t matter that it wasn't true, just that 
people believed it. 
 
"But I love him," she thought. Her crying renewed as she remembered 
the hateful things said to her in the store. "Why do I have to be white for 
people to love me,"  
 
She looked at her light brown arms that was the native skin color of her 
home country of Nicaragua. She couldn't understand why being from 
Central America was such bad. She started crying again at the stoplight. 
 
Her thoughts raced, "I could handle it when James was here. But I don't 
know if I can take it anymore. I am so lonely and embarrassed." 
 
She looked at her four kids in the car who were frightened and 
wondering what would happen next. "I'm just glad the racism hasn’t 
affected them, they have their dad’s white skin." 
 
Chaluqah sensing a weakness attacked. Bitterness and malice slid from 
his tongue, "Go back home where you are loved. James will be better 
off with an American wife. If you really love him you will do it to make his 
life easier. Besides, you won't struggle financially back home. Your 
parents are well off and can support you in the style you desire. Leave 
now .... Hissss....." 
 
As Mercedes turned into the driveway of their two story brick house her 
eyes filled with tears. As she unbuckled the kids she made mental plans 
to return to Nicaragua before James finished his tour. 
 
Chaluqah, sitting in the front seat of the car, realized his plan was 
working and laughed with delight. If only Mercedes could have heard 
him, she would have immediately changed her mind. He loved to 
destroy things. Especially the precious things of God like marriages. 
 
"Did James Taylor really give up on his calling," asked Tabbach in 
amazement? 
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"Yes He did," replied Father God. 
 
"But why?" 
 
"Disappointment with life, preoccupation with his failed marriage, many 
things." 
 
Tabbach responded, "I have seen humans on Earth for almost 6,000 
years and they still amaze me?" 
 
"How so?" 
 
"They give up so easily on the things of you." 
 
"That's because they don't understand me and what I have for them. 
Remember you can see and touch me. They have a hard time believing 
there is a spiritual realm beyond their five senses. It doesn't come easily 
for them," continued God.  
 
"There are some that have gotten a glimpse of me and I love those 
times. I have called every one of my sons and daughters to some type 
of service for me but the devil tries hard to snuff those gifts out. He often 
recognizes their calls before my children do. He is scared of humans 
who live according to my Word and in my presence. He realizes that my 
Word and My presence coupled with the call on their lives cannot be 
beat. The anointing is too strong. That is why he tries hard to make them 
fall early. When they do he heaps condemnation upon them so that they 
feel unworthy to serve me." 
 
Tabbach interrupted, "But don't they understand that their calling doesn't 
ever leave." 
 
"Intellectually yes, but subconsciously no, they act like Jesus' death was 
not powerful enough to cover their sins. But if they would listen to My 
voice they would realize that if they can be saved from hell Jesus' blood 
can cover any sin they do. But the demonic attacks and religious 
bondage they hear is often quite loud. You will see." 
 
"But what about James," Tabbach reverently interrupted again? 
 
"Oh, he'll try to get Mercedes back. But she won't answer any of his 
letters. He will eventually remarry and have more children. He will 
continue to live his life as a Christian and I will bless him." 
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"No, I mean about his calling?" 
 
"The calling will always be there, I never take that away. My gifts and 
callings to man are without repentance. But someone else will be raised 
up to fill the need." 
 
"Will he be happy?" 
 
"My mercy endures forever and my loving kindness is everlasting. I 
always do the best for my children. Yes, he will be happy, but he will not 
know until the judgment day just how much more he had in store. That's 
when he will weep greatly. Not because of punishment but because of 
all that could have been." 
 
Tabbach eagerly asked, “How much more?" 
 
"I normally don't go into such great detail with new guardian angels 
about their assignments. But I will with you since it will give you insight 
into your assignment. Follow me, I want to show you the storage bays." 
 
Tabbach was immediately translated into another part of Heaven's 
realm. He found himself walking with God down a wide aisle between 
two buildings that had many doors going into them. It looked like some 
type of storage location. Some of the doors were quite small. He 
wondered if they were big enough for someone to enter through. Other 
doors were very large. As far as Tabbach could see the buildings 
continued. Whether he looked to his left or right they went all the way to 
the horizon. When He looked behind him the buildings stretched as far 
as his eye could see. They were somewhere in a realm of heaven he 
had never been before. 
 
As they walked down the aisle Tabbach heard weeping. He was 
surprised because no one ever weeps in heaven. 
 
With his curiosity and concern up, Tabbach asked, "King, who is that 
crying?" 
 
No response. He heard the weeping again. 
 
"King, there is someone crying here. Shouldn't we stop and 
investigate?" 
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Still no response. Tabbach increased his pace in order to catch up with 
God. He wanted to look at His face. 
 
Just as He did God responded, "We are here."  
 
God turned to His left and looked at a pair of double metal doors, "This 
is his." 
 
When Tabbach saw God’s face he realized it was Him who was 
weeping.  
 
He then looked at the door and noticed a gold plaque on it with “James 
Taylor” engraved on it. He then noticed that every door had someone's 
name engraved on it. 
 
God continued weeping. Tabbach didn't know how to act or what to do. 
He looked nervously at the other buildings. He stood quietly for what 
seemed like a long time. He couldn't understand what the problem was. 
Never before had he seen God weep like this. 
 
After a few minutes God broke the silence, "although it causes me great 
sorrow let's go inside." 
 
"Beautiful! This reminds me of the throne room," shouted Tabbach! The 
walls were covered with gold and the room was filled with brightly 
wrapped presents of all sizes and styles. It was packed from floor to 
ceiling with gifts. The only open space was a narrow aisle that they were 
walking down. Lovely music and sweet aromas filled the air. The 
normal, maybe even dull, outside appearance of the storage bays gave 
no hint of the riches inside. The jubilant and excited Tabbach started 
examining the packages closer when he heard God weeping again. 
 
"I don't understand my King, this is a happy place." 
 
The God of everything who controls orbiting planets, destinies of kings 
and countries, gently reached down and picked up a square package. It 
was wrapped in navy blue paper with a silver ribbon. God spoke, "This 
represents a new heart that was to be given for a specific sick person as 
James prayed for them." 
 
He continued in quiet reflection, "this package is a large sum of money 
for one of James' needs he never believed I could meet. If only he 
believed my Word that all his needs are met according to my riches in 
heaven. It was often too much for him, as it is most humans, to 
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comprehend. But this entire room is proof that I do no lie. It is full of gifts 
I wanted to give to James but was never able to. Deliverance, salvation, 
finances, baptisms, close moments with me, and healing fills this room. 
From the foundation of the world I have prepared good works for my 
sons and daughters to walk in. At that moment in time these blessings 
and gifts were created. The provision was given before they were 
conceived. Some people walk all the days of their lives following my 
voice the best they know how. Those children have no storage bays 
here. Others walk humbly before me, but they are scared to believe me 
for many things, but I still bless them as much as I can. Their bays are 
generally small. Other bays are much larger than the one we are in. 
Some of my children never understand that as they follow my 
commandments and honor me multiple blessings always follow. These 
blessings are for them and for the advancement of my kingdom." 
 
God started weeping again and tears filled his eyes. God responded to 
Tabbach's thoughts, "I weep because I wanted to give these gifts away. 
I wanted to see the joy and surprise on James’ face. I will never get to 
see that." 
 
Tabbach started weeping. 
 
"But my kingdom will overcome. The devil will be seen for what he is - a 
destroyer and taker of life. My grace will flow over the planet Earth and 
My first born Son Jesus will rule!" 
 
He continued, "I have ordained that the calling on James Taylor's life will 
be passed down to a succeeding generation. I will not let it die. As sins 
are often passed down from generation to generation many times I do 
the same with my callings. Some of these gifts will also be transferred to 
the bay of that person."  
 
God turned and exited the room, Tabbach followed. As they walked 
down the wide aisle between the buildings Tabbach noticed a very large 
bay to his right. The name on the plaque read ‘Cesar Augustus’. 
 
Back in the Hall of Records God spoke to Tabbach, "there are a few 
more scenes you need to see and then you will be on your way to 
protect Cesar. You are about to enter a great struggle because the devil 
is already anticipating my next move with the Taylor family. He has been 
trying to preemptively destroy them." 
 
Straight ahead the mirror lit up and Tabbach recognized the place as 
one of the enemy's headquarters. God spoke, “we are listening in on a 
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conversation of the commissioning of your counterpart by the enemy on 
the Taylor family – the grandparents of Cesar. You will see that the 
enemy has been trying to destroy the bloodline of Cesar for two 
generations prior to his birth.” 
 
"Congratulations Chaluqah, you have managed to not get your skin 
peeled off by my dirty claws. I was hoping you would actually fail. I don't 
like you and I was hoping to cause you great pain!" roared the demonic 
Prince over East Tennessee. "I asked the regional coordinator for 
permission to roast your body dry but he wouldn't let me. I already had 
the fire prepared and the spit turning that I was going to tie you up on." 
The prince laughed sadistically with great glee. "I guess I'll just have to 
use it on someone else." His eyes moved from Chaluqah and slowly 
scanned the room at the other demons lurking in the shadows. They all 
took a step back to hide from his gaze in the darkness of the room's 
edges. 
 
Chalugah stood shivering with fear in front of the Prince. He tried to hide 
his fear but the seven foot demonic prince was too intimidating for him to 
keep his composure. He had come here to the district headquarters 
thinking he would get congratulations on the Taylor assignment; instead, 
the Prince was still fuming about his previous mistakes. 
 
The prince continued railing at Chalugah, "You thought I would give you 
honor didn't you? Well you little black imp I won't! I hadn't forgotten 
about your other two mistakes and I may never! I've had to bring in thirty 
more demons from another district because of all the fires those two 
apostles are starting. You know how I look to the regional coordinator! It 
makes me look like I can't control my territory. It's all your fault!"  
 
It wasn't all Chaluqah's fault. He knew he was starting to lose and asked 
for reinforcements. But the Prince refused, thinking there would be no 
threat from those two men. The Prince made the classic mistake all new 
recruits are taught not to do, don't judge how powerful a man can be in 
God by their knowledge, strength, or wisdom. These two men were 
uneducated and not connected in society so the Prince saw them as no 
threat. He grossly miscalculated. 
 
"You had better be glad Taylor didn't slip through your fingers or I would 
crush you in mine!" 
 
"Honor, umph! Haven't you learned by now we don't operate like the 
enemy? When you fail we don't forget! We don't forgive mistakes and 
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then forget them. There is no Blood of Jesus on this side of the spiritual 
realm," shouted the Prince. 
 
As he said the 'Blood of Jesus' the Prince backhanded Chaluga across 
the face sending him falling to the floor. Chalugah reached up and 
touched his jaw; he felt warm blood running from a gash on his face. His 
initial fear had turned into absolute horror. He had never seen the Prince 
so full of hatred. It was obvious he had come at a bad time.  
 
Chalugah could see some of his cohorts around the room. Because of 
the darkness he could only make out who was on the first row. The 
demonic comrades didn't move. They were afraid the Prince might see 
them out of the corner of his eye and punish them for no reason. 
 
"What should I do with you now," shouted the Prince? 
 
"I, I ...", Chalugah struggled to respond but got choked on the sulphur 
spewing from the pores of the Prince.  
 
"Don't speak! Your next assignment has already been determined by 
the regional coordinator," said the Prince. 
 
Chaluqah struggled to stand but the Prince's bony knee landed under 
his chin and sent him reeling backwards to the ground. The cracking 
noise was the sound of his jaw breaking. "I hate you, along with 
everyone in this room. We are all destined for hell and we will take as 
many with us as we can," yelled the Prince! 
 
"The regional coordinator believes the Taylor calling will be passed on to 
the next generation. You are to follow Mercedes to the mountain country 
called Ortega in Nicaragua. Do whatever it takes to destroy Mercedes 
and her four children and to prevent them from going to the other side. If 
you succeed in keeping the calling from being passed on then maybe 
you will get some honor. But if you don't your little body will be made 
much smaller." 
 
Chaluqah hated being called little. He was actually bigger and meaner 
that just about anyone in the district. Standing at over six feet tall he 
could take any of his peers in a fight. He was being called small 
because it made the bigger and stronger Prince feel powerful.  
 
The thought ran through his head of how he was going to hate this new 
assignment. He didn't like Central America; it was too hot and humid. 
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Although at this point he was glad for anything away from this sadistic 
maniac. 
 
"Escort him out," yelled the Prince to his two armed escorts, "Properly!" 
 
The faces of two huge demonic beings standing on each side of the 
throne of the Prince lit up with a smile! Everyone in the room trembled. 
The powerful beings, each as wide as they were tall, stepped forward 
revealing their honed muscles as they walked. They both grabbed one 
arm of Chaluqah and picked him up without any sign of strain. With one 
movement backwards they propelled him forward out the front door that 
wasn't open. Chalugah went crashing through the door and skidded 
along the rocks outside. 
 
The mirror shut off. 
 
"The incident you saw in East Tennessee happened over ten years ago. 
Mercedes did move back to Nicaragua and the four children are 10 
years older now and they all still live in Nicaragua. None of them have 
seen their dad James since they moved back," said God.  
 
"The regional coordinator was right, my calling will pass to a future 
generation. He was observant. It will actually pass through one of the 
four children, the daughter Marvelly. The enemy has been active with 
Mercedes and James’ four children to cut off their destiny." 
 
The right mirror lit up with a scene from Nicaragua. 
 
"Marvelly, you are so beautiful," swooned Juan Mollina, “I understand 
why your Father would call you marvelous.” 
 
Indeed she was Tabbach noticed! She looked much more mature than 
her 15 years normally allowed. Her dark hair and fair skin made her 
quite attractive. 
 
Tabbach watched as Chalugah plunged his thoughts into the receptive 
mind of Juan. "She would be nice!"  
 
Juan received the thoughts and placed his hand on her hair. 
 
Marvelly smiled as she received the attention. She had grown up 
without a father figure and coveted male attention. Juan seemed so nice 
and polite. 
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Chalugah circled Marvelly's head trapping any thoughts that he could 
detect that might reveal Juan's intentions to her. He whispered in her 
ear, "he's the father you never had." 
 
Coolly Juan asked, "Will you come on vacation to the coast with me and 
my daughter this weekend." 
 
Chalugah was doing everything he could to keep the intentions of Juan 
hidden from Marvelly. 
 
Juan continued, "you’re my daughter's best friend and she would enjoy it 
so!" 
 
His daughter Becky was also a student at the Catholic boarding school 
with Marvelly. 
 
"Of course, that would be fun," she responded, "I'll let the nuns know." 
 
"That's all right," the lying Juan quickly responded, "I've already 
arranged it." 
 
Juan, a local senator in his mid-forties, had come almost every day for 
the past week to the school to drop off his daughter and he always 
made a point to shower attention on Marvelly. He was wondering why 
he had never noticed her before. 
 
"Great, I'll see you Friday," he responded softly. Juan, in his starched 
white suit, picked up his white hat and rode off in his chauffeur driven 
jeep leaving a trail of dust behind. 
 
That wasn't all he left behind, for Chalugah smiled from ear to ear. His 
plan was working. He was trying to destroy Marvelly's young life. If he 
could wreck it before she became an adult he wouldn't have to worry 
about any damage she could do to the kingdom. He had studiously 
watched the family and had decided he needed to concentrate his time 
on Marvelly.  
 
He hadn't seen the ministry calling mark of God on her yet, but there 
was something different about her. But He still predicted that her father 
James’ ministry calling would flow down through her. So far she had no 
real knowledge of God. If he could just keep her interested in other 
pursuits besides spiritual things he could stop the work of God in the 
Taylor line. If no Christian fanatics came her way then maybe she 
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wouldn't even become saved. Oh how he hated that word, saved! Then 
... just maybe, he could get reassigned to a cooler climate. 
 
Chalugah had done his homework. He carefully observed her every 
move and thought looking for weaknesses. He tried to attack her with 
greed but that didn't work. Her family was wealthy and had servants to 
attend to their every need. He then tried to puff her up with pride by 
letting her attend some of the high ranking dinner parties her mother 
Mercedes would go to. That didn't work either. But then he found a real 
weakness he thought he could exploit. It looked like he was right. 
 
Marvelly, he noticed, always became sad when someone asked who 
was her father. She only had dim recollections of her father James. It 
had been so many years ago. She was greatly loved by her mother, but 
she missed the attention only a father can give. 
 
Chalugah chuckled as he thought, "it was so easy. All I had to do was 
get that woman crazed senator Juan Mollina to notice Marvelly. The rest 
he did." 
 
He continued to laugh and speak to himself; "I never had a chance 
when she was home under the hawk like eyes of her mother but now 
that she is away at school it will be easy!" 
 
Mercedes had wanted to send her daughter to the best private Catholic 
school in the country. She desired for her to get the best education 
possible to prepare her for life. She herself had attained the equivalent 
of an American master's degree in Mathematics and could speak two 
languages.  
 
Chalugah snickered, "nothing good ever comes from sin." 
 
The wind blew her long hair across her face. The waves caressed her 
ankles as she walked through the waves. The sun had long set and the 
moon beamed with brightness as if it had never seen any evil upon the 
land. The only light on the horizon was from their beach house off in the 
distance. 
 
"Where is Becky," Marvelly asked? 
 
"She was tired and went to bed early. " Juan replied. 
 
Juan and Marvelly thought they were alone on the beach. But walking, 
or should I say stalking between them was Chalugah. Salvia was 
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dripping from his mouth as he anticipated a kill tonight. His nose curled 
up and smelled victory in the air as he realized that his job may be 
complete even before she turned 16. What a victory that would be!  
 
He was going to wreck her life before she got saved. She would then be 
too ashamed to approach God. He started to gloat over how good he 
was, but quickly restrained himself. He had become overconfident in the 
past and lost everything through some surprise ambush at the last 
moment by those blasted angels from Azorus.  
 
Chalugah continued spinning the web with his thoughts aimed at 
Marvelly. "Isn't it nice being with him. He makes you feel so good about 
yourself. No one has ever shown you this much attention." 
 
Marvelly received the thoughts and dwelled on them as she looked up at 
Juan who was walking barefoot with her through the sand. 
 
Continuing his devilish work, Chalugah started tightening the web. "He 
makes you feel so warm and loved. He's a different kind of man, unlike 
any of the boys back at school that you have dated. He respects you 
and admires your opinions." 
 
Marvelly didn't know what was coming over her. It was like she was on 
another planet. One where everything she was taught and abided by 
didn't make sense anymore. Maybe it was the wine she had drunk 
earlier or maybe it was the intoxication from the beautiful scenery. She 
didn't know, but the thoughts coming to her mind, which would have 
been repulsive at a different place, suddenly seemed right. 
 
"Maybe this is what I have been searching for," Marvelly wondered in 
her mind? "Nothing else has satisfied me." 
 
Chalquah dug his claws deep into her head and kept all thoughts that 
might come from past family teaching from taking a hold. "This is 
definitely not the time for righteous thoughts to reign," he thought. 
 
"But this is not right to be alone out with him. I should be inside with 
Becky," thought Marvelly. 
 
Chalquah strengthened his grip and spoke loudly into her mind, "You 
feel so accepted around him. This is different!" 
 
Chalquah leaned over to Juan and whispered in his ears thoughts that 
had originated in Hell. His whiskers brushed Juan on the cheek and 
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salvia dripped on his ears. All Juan knew of the encounter was that he 
had great desires, the origin of which he did not know. 
 
Juan, stopped and turned to Marvelly, "You do the moon an injustice. 
What a beautiful sight it is until I look at you. If the moon had feelings it 
would be jealous." 
 
Juan gently slipped his hand into hers and brought her close. 
 
As he kissed her, the only thought that was able to penetrate her 
pleasurable feelings was, "this is different!" 
 
Chalugah stood back from the two passionate humans. He chuckled as 
the thought ran through his head, "they perish for a lack of knowledge". 
He continued laughing quietly to himself until he realized the thought 
came from the Bible. "*&*%^%#*," cursed Chaluqah, "I have been in to 
many church services trying to stir up trouble. It's starting to wear off on 
me." 
 
The mirror in the Hall of Records changed scenes forward in time. 
 
"I am leaving school," yelled Marvelly at her Mom! 
 
"I don't understand, you have everything here, a future, money, prestige. 
Why do you want to throw it all away," Mercedes yelled back. 
 
"Because school bores me! They treat me like I'm a kid." 
 
"You are a kid. And if you're smart you'll listen to me!" 
 
Marvelly angrily shot back, "I'm not a kid! I'm 17 years old and I know 
what I want to do with my life!" 
 
With equal anger Mercedes replied, "Getting married is what you want 
to do with your life? Listen, there is nothing wrong with marriage, but you 
are getting married for the wrong reasons. It's not even Roberto your 
boyfriend I object to. You are just rushing things! You haven't know him 
long enough." 
 
"Yes I have," Marvelly shot back, "and I know him better than you think." 
 
"That's what every teenager says," replied Mercedes. "You just have too 
many hormones running through your body, that's all. You need to learn 
how to control them." 
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"That's not the problem!" 
 
"Are you telling me you have learned to control your desires," inquired 
Mercedes? 
 
"Sorta" 
 
"More details please," Mercedes sarcastically asked. 
 
Marvelly debated over letting her carefully guarded secret out. She 
knew that she would probably regret the decision if she told. But she 
was sick and tired of her mom treating her like a child. 
 
"Roberto and I have been sleeping together! It is the most satisfying 
relationship that I have ever had." The secret was out. 
 
Mercedes' face grew white as the color drained out. Her mouth dropped 
open and the tense angry muscles in her jaw went limp. Stumbling 
backwards she found the arm of the kitchen chair to settle her. She 
couldn't believe what she had just heard. She had tried so hard to 
protect her precious daughter from the world.  
 
"You're too young," Mercedes managed to say. 
 
Immediately Marvelly's anger rose up inside of her. Marvelly misread 
her mom’s comments, which were made in desperation. Her mother 
was not being condemning but was only grieving at the loss. But 
Marvelly took the comments as belittling so she fought back, driving her 
words like a knife into the heart of Mercedes for the kill. 
 
"And he's not the first person!" 
 
Mercedes just stared in unbelief. 
 
Marvelly, a young 17 year old girl, was desperately searching for 
something to give her life meaning. She temporarily found it with each 
man she was with and she fought for that happiness with every cell in 
her body. She didn't want to hurt her mom, but how dare she stand in 
the way of her happiness. She was only trying to fill a void in her life and 
Roberto’s relationship helped. 
 
Like a knife turning in the wound she continued, "The first person, I'll 
have you know is quite influential in this community." 
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Mercedes, finally starting to think again, wondered how could she have 
lost touch with her daughter. She finally spoke, "What, What did you 
say? Not the first time?" 
 
"That's right!" Marvelly rebelliously answered. "The first time was with ... 
well, I'm not going to tell you who. That's my business. But he's a 
Senator here in Ortega." 
 
Mercedes, normally quite an energetic woman, was drained of all 
strength. “Surely she is telling me a lie in her rage”, she thought. "This 
man took advantage of you. Tell me his name and I will have him 
arrested," said Mercedes. 
 
"He did not and I won't!" Marvelly felt she was being insulted again. "He 
made me feel important! Besides I broke the relationship off over a year 
ago when I met Roberto." 
 
Mercedes holding back the tears told her daughter, "Please leave me 
now. I can't take anymore." 
 
Marvelly looked back into the room at her mom as she left. Pausing at 
the doorway she watched unnoticed as her mom put her head in her 
hands and start crying. Guilt and shame came upon her as she realized 
how hurt and disappointed her mom was. She didn't enjoy seeing her 
mom in pain. She really did love her. She just had so much pain in her 
own heart that she couldn't get rid of that overflowed onto others. It was 
like a foreign creature kept haunting her and wouldn't let her rest. 
 
Chaluqah saw the whole affair from the upper corner of the room where 
he was residing. He chuckled to himself as he watched this family being 
ripped apart. He loved destroying people's lives, especially close loved 
ones. "And they don't even know why it's happening," he thought to 
himself and smiled. 
 
The mirror changed scenes again back to the enemy’s headquarters. 
 
"Why are you harassing me," questioned Chaluqah in desperation? 
 
"You will call me Sir when you address me," yelled the district 
coordinator over Ortega.  
 
The hot breath of his boss was singeing his flesh as he yelled at him. 
"Why does he have to always get one inch from my nose when he is 
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yelling at me," Chaluqah wondered. He didn't know who he liked least, 
his old boss back in Tennessee or this God forsaken creep. At least his 
old boss talked in normal tones every once in a while. 
 
Chaluqah tried to back up before he fainted from the smell of his bosses' 
breath. It was unbearable! He was known among the rank and file as 
"death breath". And it was true! He smelled just like the humans do after 
being dead several days. It made him wonder what the boss did with his 
free time. 
 
"I'm harassing you because you need it," Death Breath yelled at the top 
of his lungs! The boss stepped on the toes of Chaluqah to keep him 
from moving. 
 
Chaluqah was becoming uncomfortable. He had heard rumors that the 
boss during great times of rage had sometimes bitten the lips off of his 
subordinates while yelling at them. The thought did not make him feel 
secure. 
 
"Why do I need It, ... ah Sir" Chaluqah mumbled? "I'm doing a good job 
with the Taylor family" His boldness started to pick up, "nobody has 
become saved and it doesn't look like they will anytime soon." 
 
He paused for a response from the boss. Not getting any he continued, 
"matter of fact, Marvelly, the one who we think the calling is going to be 
passed on through is making a total mess of her life. Before I get 
through with her even God will take his hand off in disgust." 
 
"How do you plan on destroying her," the boss inquisitively asked? 
 
"With the sins of her parents," Chaluqah responded. “I am determined to 
see her get a divorce from Roberto just like her mom Mercedes left 
James.” 
 
"You are trying to afflict her with a generational curse? You have had no 
experience with such advanced techniques of destruction," the boss 
responded with a high and mighty attitude. 
 
"I have been taking lessons from some of the higher up demons." 
 
The boss backed away just far enough to stick his long bony finger 
squarely between the eyes of Chalugah. "You had better know what you 
are doing or it won't be my finger splitting your eyes next time." 
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"It's a piece of cake." 
 
Upon hearing his flippant and confident attitude, Death Breath with a 
quick thrust plowed his knee into the abdomen of Chaluqah sending him 
to the floor doubled over with pain. "A piece of cake, my &*^%. If you 
think that you don't realize anything about spiritual warfare. The enemy 
does not take lightly future generations suffering because of the sin of 
their parents, let alone be condemned to perform the same sins." 
 
"But... But..." Chaluqah tried to respond but had to quit because of his 
pain. 
 
Death Breath continued his tirade, "if it's true that God is passing on His 
calling to the next generation then you had better be clever in your 
dealings with Marvelly or the glory of God will crush you in the process 
as He claims what is His." 
 
Starting to regain his breath, but still unable to stand, Chaluqah feebly 
responded, "but if I can get her to choose willfully her lifestyle than it will 
give me the legal grounds. Her mom did commit the sin and it has never 
been erased by the blood of Jesus." 
 
"That's true" 
 
"I know divorce is common today and her parents were the first 
generation in her line to get a divorce. But the second generation has to 
start somewhere. Besides, God still hates divorce and if she will follow in 
her parent's footsteps then I can use it as a springboard to get her into 
deeper sin. If she would leave her husband then if she ever started to 
turn back to God I will have a reason to heap condemnation upon her." 
 
"I don't know, it's quite a risk. Passing generational sin onto Marvelly 
could backfire.  She could get so desperate she might call out to God 
and then His grace would come riding in like a white knight." 
 
Chaluqah was now standing on his feet. But he made sure he was a 
couple of arm lengths away from the boss. 
 
"I know I can pull it off," responded Chaluqah. "I will take her far enough 
down in sin that she will never expect God to listen to her but not so 
desperate she calls out for His help." 
 
"You better not, because that is one prayer we have never been able to 
block! Just remember, you are walking a fine line. If you increase your 
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attacks so much that you push her over the edge you will regret your 
gamble to bring upon her this generational curse. But let it be known, 
however you do it, I want her and any calling on that family destroyed 
with no hopes of fulfillment!  If you choose a generational curse, so be it, 
but don't fail or you will suffer my curse!" 
 
"Don't worry, Her mom committed the sin and I'll get Marvelly to 
voluntarily do it too. We will just make it a family affair." 
 
Chaluqah upon making the smart comment quickly stepped back to 
avoid any hits from the boss. To his relief the boss was in deep thought 
and didn't hear him. 
 
"By the way, Chaluqah, I'll help you out by sending an extra team to 
Mercedes to make sure she doesn’t slip up and get saved. That's all we 
need is for her to get right with God and repent of her past sins. It would 
be terrible that as you are scheming to break up Marvelly's marriage her 
mom repents of her sins and breaks any generational sins that have 
been passed on to her children. We would surely lose then. Be gone 
and do not fail!" 
 
Tabbach deep in thought watching the plans of the enemy that had 
already been laid for Cesar’s bloodline, watched as the mirror changed 
scenes forward in time again.  
 
"Roberto I can't take it anymore," said Marvelly to her husband. "We 
have been married for two years and I'm not any happier than I was. 
Matter of fact, I'm miserable." 
 
"But honey, I'm doing everything I can! I'm not God." 
 
"You surely aren't or I would be enjoying life right now," replied Marvelly. 
"It's all your fault!" 
 
"How can it be my fault," asked Roberto, "I'm doing the best I can to 
make you happy. You used to be happy." 
 
"Maybe for the first six months of my marriage, but that's all," Marvelly 
came back, "Until, Until..." Her voice wavered off quietly and she looked 
down at her uncovered feet on the rug. 
 
"I know babe, it hurt me to," gently responded Roberto. 
 
"But it wasn't your body and it still hurts me," Marvelly responded. 
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The wound cut deep into Roberto’s soul. He still hurt greatly but was 
unable to express those emotions to his bride. "But they were my 
children too," he managed to get out. 
 
Marvelly started crying and spoke from desperation, "but don't you see, I 
can't do anything right. I'm not a real woman. A real woman doesn’t 
have still born children." 
 
Roberto stood in silence not knowing how to respond to his beautiful 
young wife. He cared for her deeply and could only imagine her pain. He 
had heard her say these same words many times before and wondered 
how such ludicrous ideas got into her mind. It had been a rough two 
years in their marriage. Two pregnancies with two still births had taken a 
deep toll on their relationship. Not knowing where to direct their anger 
they usually took it out on each other. 
 
Unbeknownst to Roberto, Chaluqah had been trying to drive Marvelly 
insane with these lies. 
 
"I might have survived one but not two," said Marvelly. "I'm too young for 
this. I'm in the prime of my life and I'm supposed to be happy and 
carefree. Make me happy Roberto like you used to."  
 
"I just need a change," Marvelly continued. 
 
This time Roberto was the one who became scared. He had been 
through many rough times with his wife but the tone of this last comment 
made him nervous. "What kind of change?" 
 
"Forget it, Roberto. It's time for bed and I'm tired" 
 
Marvelly lay in bed that night tossing and turning never seeming to relax 
enough to fall asleep. She couldn't understand it, her body was worn 
out, but her mind raced like the wind. 
 
Chaluqah hovered over the bed shooting small fiery arrows straight at 
Marvelly. They were hitting her all over her chest and head. As soon as 
they made contact with her skin they would disappear inside her body 
leaving black charred marks on her soul. She was at the mercy of 
Chaluqah and whatever evil thoughts he wanted to barrage her with. If 
she had had some kind of training on how to fight back she might have 
not done what she was about to do. She didn't even realize that the 
thoughts she was having didn't originate from her own mind. If only she 
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could have seen into the real world around her maybe more pain could 
have been avoided. 
 
For the past several months she had hated to go to bed. It was 
supposed to be a time of rest, but her mind tormented her. It seemed 
like each night the thoughts of leaving Roberto grew stronger. 
 
Chaluqah, using the same tactics of division he had used on her mom 
Mercedes, was using circumstances to drive a wedge between Marvelly 
and Roberto. He tried to make things look much darker than they really 
were. 
 
She kept thinking the same old thoughts that haunted her every night. "I 
know he loves me, and I love him. But this relationship can't be right or I 
would be happy. There has got to be more to life. Surely, there is 
something or someone who can make me happy." 
 
She squirmed and tossed trying to get the awful thoughts out of her 
mind. "Why can't I just be satisfied and happy? The thoughts and 
nightmares of the past haunt me every time I get quiet. It feels like there 
is a band around my brain that needs to be loosened." 
 
Chaluqah laughed hysterically at the pain he was causing her. He 
wrapped both his hands around her head as he spoke words of despair 
and marital divorce into her soul. She tried to battle back with all the self 
discipline and strength she could muster, but she felt her self slipping 
into mental mud.  
 
"Why is this happening to me," she cried? 
 
All night long the spiritual battle raged. Chaluqah kept driving a wedge 
between her and Roberto hoping to cause her to repeat the sin of her 
mom and bring divorce into a second generation. "All your problems will 
be over if you will leave him. You know he drinks heavily and it affects 
you sometimes. He may even be an alcoholic. You will be better off if 
you leave him. Use the drinking as an excuse if you need too. Besides, 
his life will be more peaceful too. Do it for him if not for you," the 
deceiving Chaluqah spoke into her ear. 
 
It looked like Chaluqah's coaching was working. The Taylor family might 
be his first success at propagating the generational sins to offspring. 
 
As Marvelly finally fell to sleep, her last thoughts were, "I'll tell Roberto in 
the morning." 
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In the kitchen the next morning, neither Marvelly nor Roberto looked like 
they had gotten much rest.  
 
"I hope you're doing better this morning honey," said Roberto trying to 
sound cheerful but without much success. "What do you have planned 
for today?" 
 
A loud crash sounded in the corner of the kitchen by the sink. As 
Roberto swung around he saw that Marvelly had dropped the cereal 
bowl she was filling and broke it. She started crying. 
 
"Oh honey, it's just a bowl. It can be replaced." Roberto tried to put his 
arm around her but she backed away and started cleaning up the 
broken pieces. 
 
"Tell him, Marvelly. You need to be alone! If he wasn't around you 
wouldn't have anymore problems." Chaluqah was already starting his 
incessant nagging at Marvelly.  He wasted no time in pursuing an 
opening given to him. The humans were the ones who needed to sleep 
not him. He felt fit and strong this morning to continue his work. 
 
"Sit down at the table and eat Roberto, I will clean up the mess," 
Marvelly finally commented. "Besides I have something to tell you." 
 
Roberto sat down quietly not quite knowing what to expect. "Yes dear, 
I'm listening." 
 
Marvelly felt like she was being torn to shreds. One side of her loved 
Roberto dearly and wanted to be his wife. Another side, an alien side, 
that she knew wasn't really her wanted to run and not stop. 
 
"I... I," Marvelly struggled with her words. "I've got to work late today. I 
will be home late." 
 
"Is that all you had to tell me honey. That will be fine. At first, I thought 
you had something really terrible to tell me." 
 
Chalugah on hearing Marvelly's comments exploded with wrath. "How 
dare she not tell him!" He swooped down from his corner where he was 
presiding over what he thought was a divided kingdom. He brought with 
him a great darkness called despair and placed it over her heart. 
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Marvelly felt her emotions hit rock bottom. She thought she would feel 
better for not deciding to tell Roberto it was over with. Suddenly, she 
was more confused than ever.  
 
Chaluqah continued with his smooth talk, "see your doing the wrong 
thing. You feel worse than before. Listen to your emotions, they are 
telling you the truth. If you were supposed to stay don't you think you 
would be feeling joyful and elated right now?" 
 
"What is so pressing at the office to make you work late," asked 
Roberto? 
 
Marvelly barely heard what Roberto said over the roar of noises going 
on in her head. "How was she supposed to react now," she wondered? 
She decided to pretend like she didn't hear. 
 
Roberto asked again not thinking he was heard, "what do you have to 
work late on?" 
 
The battle was heating up in the spiritual realm to a furious pace. 
Chaluqah knew he had an open door to wreck havoc, but how long he 
didn't know. He didn't want to pass up this opportunity without giving it 
everything he had. While Marvelly was listening to Roberto, he made an 
urgent plea in the spiritual realm to district headquarters for 
reinforcements. It looked like he was going to need all the help he could 
get. 
 
The reinforcements arrived quickly. "Growlllll." A loud hungry sounding 
growl filled the apartment building. Suddenly two hideously shaped 
beasts stepped into the kitchen. Their presence along with Chaluqah 
filled the entire room. "Roarrrrrr," let out one of the newly arrived 
reinforcements. He had a huge head with double rows of teeth on top of 
a barrel chest and skinny legs. He was a sight to behold. His 
disproportionately shaped body would make you laugh if you hadn't 
noticed his wide mouth filled with hundreds of teeth. 
 
This ravenous demon was called confusion and he was primed and 
ready to do just that.  After sizing up the situation, he jumped into the 
parts of Marvelly's brain where rational thought reside and started short 
circuiting her synaptic links. She immediately started wondering if she 
was doing the right thing by staying with Roberto. 
 
The other demon was small and mischievous looking. He quickly darted 
around the room, hiding behind furniture and people. He didn't like to be 
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seen. His name was selfishness and his job was to get Marvelly to think 
only about herself. But this was not enough. He had to make her to think 
that her actions were in the best interests of others. If he could pull this 
off then the ultimate in deception would be achieved.  
 
The small impish demon started conjuring up images in her mind of how 
fun it would be to be on her own and free. Marvelly immediately thought 
to herself, "Why doesn't Roberto court and romance me like he used to. 
I'm a fine wife and He doesn't appreciate me anymore. I bet there are 
plenty of men out there who would love to take me out to the nicest 
places in town and would never take me for granted." 
 
Meanwhile, Chaluqah kept pounding her brain with the idea that she 
must leave Roberto or she would be miserable the rest of her life. 
 
Marvelly, who knew nothing of spiritual warfare thought she was losing 
her mind. Confusion, despair and selfishness reigned on every side in 
her mind. As hard as she tried she could not control her thoughts and 
emotions. "If only someone could help me," she cried out inside. 
 
Selfishness continued to work his deadly spell. She thought to herself, 
"Me a good wife? No, not really. Roberto would be better off without me. 
I drag him down by my incessant demands and needs. He deserves 
better."  
 
Selfishness started reeling in the hook that he had placed. 
 
The spirit of confusion opened wide his jaws again showing all the sharp 
points of his teeth to anyone that might have been looking. With 
tremendous speed and power he bit once again into the logical thought 
centers of Marvelly.  
 
She began to lose all concentration and her thinking became fuzzy. "I 
need to go to the doctor," she thought. "There must be something wrong 
with me."  
 
At this point all she wanted was relief and some peace. The only way 
out that she could see was to run. No other way out seemed available. 
And if she found one, she didn't know if she would have the energy to 
take it. 
 
"Roberto, there is something else I wanted to tell you." She felt her heart 
ripping from her chest and her legs growing weak. "I love you, but for 
your own happiness and mine, I've decided to move to the capital. I 
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need to get out of the country here and I think moving to the city of 
Managua is what I need. I need some excitement and a change of 
pace." 
 
"I understand dear, I could use a change too. I'll take my vacation and 
we can go together. A change of scenery will do us both good," Roberto 
gently responded. 
 
"No Roberto, you don't understand. I'm going by myself. Permanently." 
 
The three demons jumped up and down in the center of the room at the 
news. Chaluqah was particularly ecstatic and started doing a dance 
around the kitchen table. "Yes oh boy, I am good," he joyously shouted 
to the others! "I have achieved passing down sin from one generation to 
another and stopped the call of God upon the Taylor family! Long Live 
Lucifer!" 
 
Tabbach stood soberly before the mirror as it flashed off. He started to 
realize the immensity of the job before him. He was not getting an 
assignment into a Christian family. As he learned at Azorus those 
assignments were much easier because of the spiritual protection and 
covering given by the parents. No, he was walking into a full blown 
battleground. He was fighting to help it become a committed Christian 
family. If it had been a spirit filled Christian family then he would be 
helping it to continue going forward, but in this case he would have to 
help fight to keep it from going backwards. As Tabbach thought about 
the enormity of the job ahead of him another mirror came on and shown 
a scene forward in time. 
 
The sounds of tingling bells were heard as the wind blew through the 
hanging chimes. Marvelly was so excited as she stood on her fifth floor 
balcony looking out over the heart of the theater district in Managua. 
The streets were filled as a parade passed underneath her. A young 
man dancing down the sidewalk looked and saw Marvelly and yelled, 
"Truly this is a great day to be alive."  
 
She enthusiastically responded with a waving hand, "truly"! As she 
turned to go back inside her new apartment to check on dinner, a twinge 
of guilt pricked her conscience. "I wonder what Roberto is doing right 
now," she thought. She quickly moved to stop the pain, "I can't think 
about that, it's over and he's on his own, and so am I." 
 
Her spirits picked up as she stirred the stew on the stove and listened to 
the musical sounds filling her apartment from the passing parade 
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outside. She felt free and untethered. Her hips swayed with the beat and 
her feet moved with the tune.  
 
She recalled how lucky she was to get this apartment. It was in a prime 
location of the city and usually never empty. Luckily, someone had just 
notified their intention to leave when she walked up to the office. She 
wondered how much influence Juan Molina had on the situation.  
 
Juan had called her shortly after she left Roberto. He kindly told her he 
would pay for an apartment for her in Managua if she wanted. He even 
would furnish it and provide a maid. He mentioned that he needed a 
place to stay in Managua when he came to the capital on business and 
it would help them both. 
 
"This was going to be a great place to meet some new friends," she 
thought. Luckily, she had just turned 18, which was the minimum age 
they would take tenants. 
 
As she was getting down her plate from the cabinet, a ring echoed 
through the apartment. "What was that, " she said out loud? 
 
"Ringgg!" 
 
There it was again. "Why, that must be the doorbell," she said. "Who in 
the world could that be?" 
 
"Ringgg!" 
 
"Hold On, I'm coming," Marvelly yelled at the door. 
 
She opened the door and smiled with surprise. 
 
"May I come in?" 
 
"Why yes Juan, come on in. I was just fixing dinner and I can get a 
second plate." 
 
"I've got a better idea," said Juan Mollina, "save your dinner for 
tomorrow night. I know a great restaurant with candlelight, musicians, 
and flowers on every table. I've already got two reservations made for 
8:00 tonight. Will you join me?" 
 
She thought to herself, "Its wonderful to be free and able to enjoy life." 
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"I would love to," she responded as she took the stew off the stove. "By 
the way, what business brings you here?" 
 
"I'm in the capital on government business this week," Juan coolly 
responded, "being a Senator brings me into the capital quite often." 
 
Juan continue, "but my real business is to know where beautiful women 
live." 
 
Flattered, Marvelly replied to the sweet words, "I'm glad you're so good 
at it." 
 
As Marvelly and her romancer returned to her apartment after dinner, 
Juan took her keys from her hand and politely opened the front door for 
her.  
 
"May I show you around my – yours - our new apartment," Marvelly 
eagerly asked? 
 
"I would be offended if you didn't." 
 
Showing off the kitchen, she commented, "it's a little small. But it will do 
for me." She made a mental note to put the stew up before she went to 
bed. 
 
"But this is my favorite part of the place," she said as she grabbed 
Juan's arm and dragged him through the dining room and living room to 
the adjoining balcony. It was a cool summer night and a breeze was 
blowing. The hanging chimes were again making melody in the wind. 
The city's lights blinked as they stood guard over the evening. 
 
"It's beautiful indeed," Juan said. "I know you are proud to be living 
here." 
 
They both stood on the balcony leaning on the rail, watching car lights 
move through the dark streets. Nothing was said as they enjoyed the 
magic of the city and the presence of each other. 
 
They each allowed their minds to drift back in time to the past memories 
of their times together. 
 
He continued, "you're apartment is lovely. Its elegance reflects the 
owner." 
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Marvelly blushed at the attention. 
 
Juan, “the gifts you sent me yesterday are outstanding but you know 
they are not necessary.” 
 
“You may not need the gifts but the gifts need you,” Juan responded, 
“the necklace only shows it’s brilliance when it is around your neck.” 
 
“But a bathing suit from a store on Avenue de Champs-Elysees? Was 
that really necessary?” 
 
“When I was in Paris last month I saw the suit and I realized that the 
designer had you in mind. It would have been an injustice to the 
designer if I hadn’t bought it and someone else wore it,” Juan said as he 
smiled. 
 
“The tag said it cost the equivalent of $800 US Dollars. That is 
outrageous!” 
 
“As your beauty is my love,” spoke Juan with a twinkle in his eye. 
 
He continued, "are there any other rooms in the apartment, or have we 
seen everything." 
 
"Oh, there is one other room, let me show you." 
 
As Juan entered Marvelly's bedroom it was the last room he would see 
that night. And the stew never got put away. 
 
The mirror shut off again. 
 
Tabbach, with questioning eyes looked up at God standing beside him. 
He couldn't believe what he was seeing. This was the family he was 
going to guard? They knew nothing of the Word or of God's ways. He 
realized for the first time why God was spending so much time with him 
before he took off for his assignment. This was going to be a 
complicated role. 
 
God gently turned to Tabbach and answered the question that he never 
asked. "Great defeat is all around the Taylor family and we are currently 
losing. But the enemy's victory is not sealed." 
 
"Will the calling be fulfilled and the Taylors saved," asked Tabbach?  
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"My desire is for all men to be saved. You know my heart." 
 
"I know," Tabbach quickly jumped in, "but not all men become saved." 
 
"That's true, they have to desire it," God replied. "But I do everything in 
my power to help bring it about. That's why I have you to help and 
protect them." 
 
"Is there anyway we can skip over this part of Cesar's background? It's 
too sad." 
 
"I wish there was. But you need to know the beginning to help effect the 
end. The end has not been written yet in terms of the Taylor family. 
Remember my heart is broken too. I was the one that gave you your 
heart of mercy. I saw man's destruction before the first rock was formed 
on their planet. When they were sinless and in the Garden of Eden we 
had many joyous times of fellowship together. But even then, I knew 
that it would not last forever," answered God. 
 
"How can you stand the pain? The pain of rejection and separation," 
Tabbach asked as his own pain was increasing. 
 
"The Marriage Supper of the Lamb." 
 
"You mean that great event at the end of time we have all been taught 
about," asked Tabbach? "The one that even now preparations are being 
made for in the great hall?" 
 
"Yes, the vision of reconciliation between my Son and his Bride, the 
Church, drives me on. Yes, on that day we shall all once again be one!" 
 
Changing the subject, God spoke, "we must hurry. The time of Cesar's 
conception on the Earth is about here." 
 
A mirror in the Hall of Records lit up again and Tabbach refocused his 
attention on his studies. He found himself looking in again at the 
enemy's headquarters in Ortega, Nicaragua. 
 
"Just because she's in Managua doesn't mean you don't have to report 
to me here in Ortega," yelled Death Breath three inches from Chaluqah! 
"If you go three weeks again without reporting in, you will have your 
fingernails removed and be hung from your hair for three days! You 
know %$#*% well that I require weekly reports!" 
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"But I was afraid to leave her alone in case she regressed and started 
moving to the other side," countered Chaluqah. 
 
"You are a liar," yelled the coordinator! 
 
"Do you not like me," he said with a smirk on his face as he pulled an 
imaginary knife across Chaluqah's neck? "I'm here to help you," he 
snarled. 
 
He continued, "The Prince over Managua tells me you have been doing 
well. His spies have been watching you and are giving good reports. I'm 
glad you're representing me so well there. But one word of note before I 
let you off so easily, do not get lazy and think you have won. We have 
lost many a person to the enemy because of carelessness. And you 
know Chaluqah what happens to those poor souls who allow it to 
happen." 
 
Chaluqah's eyes followed the coordinator's arm as he waved it around 
the outer edges of the room in one smooth arc. Chaluqah saw the parts 
of former colleagues splattered on the walls where they had died due to 
their lack of diligence. 
 
The coordinator continued his monologue of fear, "it's one thing to lose 
when you're in battle. It's another thing to lose without ever having one. 
Do not allow yourself to be blind sided by the enemy." 
 
Chaluqah answered his boss, "I not going to lose. I've got Marvelly right 
where I want her. She has started living in sin again. She would never 
turn to God now. Even if she thought about it, her church teaching would 
condemn her saying she wasn't good enough." 
 
The coordinator's eyes lit up with vengeance. Fire emanated from his 
nostrils burning the eyebrows off Chalquah. "That's not enough," he 
yelled! "I want ruins that nothing can rise from. If we leave any humanity 
inside of her the enemy will resurrect it. I want her destroyed!" 
 
"You mean killed," Chalquah asked? 
 
"No, you idiot! We would have already done that if we could," screamed 
the coordinator. "Just ruin her life and make a pile of ashes from the 
burning destruction she is bringing on herself. Destroy her life and pour 
shame upon her so that the enemy will not even come near her soul! 
Fail in this task and the souls that the Taylor family gets saved as a 
result of their calling will be on your head!" 
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Fuming, Chalquah exited the headquarters. He was doing a good job. 
How dare that fat bulbous buffoon attack him? He was highly qualified to 
do his job. He wasn't going to fail now when he had come so far.  
 
Chalquah, at the speed of thought, left Ortega and made his way back 
to Marvelly's apartment in Managua. He arrived just as she was 
awakening. He smiled as a brilliant idea of sure devastation came to his 
devious mind. "If she wanted to party, party it shall be." 
 
Marvelly reached over and turned off the alarm clock that was so noisily 
offending her sleep. "It's amazing how quickly the night passes and how 
slow the day sometimes can be," she thought. 
 
"Juan, it's time to get up," Marvelly gently spoke, trying to provide a nice 
voice for him to wake up to. 
 
Getting no response she reached her hand over to his side of the bed to 
gently nudge him awake. "That's funny, where did he roll to," she 
thought when she didn't find him? With her eyes still closed she reached 
farther across the bed seeking him out. 
 
"Surely he's not already out of the bed and getting dressed," she 
thought. Managing to open her eyes, she scanned the room, still no sign 
of him. Anger started to build inside of her. "If he already got up and left 
without telling me good bye I am going to kill him," she spoke aloud with 
no one hearing her.  
 
She climbed out of bed and made her way to the shower. With every 
step she took the anger inside grew. "I'm never talking to him again," 
she spouted off to the walls. "If he thinks that he can just come into my 
life after two years...." Before she could finish her sentence her eyes 
caught a card taped to the mirror. 
 
"So he is going to try and sweet talk me now," she thought to herself? "It 
will never work. I'm not a pawn for the asking". 
 
As she opened the pretty card and read the pre-printed material, she 
read aloud the handwritten note at the bottom.  
 
My dear Marvelly, in our ecstasy last night I forgot to tell you that I had 
an early meeting today at the capitol. I was so overjoyed at seeing you 
again it completely left my mind. I luckily woke up before the alarm or I 

would have been late. The dreams I was having replayed our time 
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together and they were so strong they awakened me. I thought about 
whispering in your ear I was leaving but upon seeing your shapely form 
sleeping so peacefully I decided not to disturb you. Maybe I was hoping 
you were having the same dream. I want to see you as much as I can 

while I'm in the city. Is that possible? I hope so. 
 
Marvelly's anger quickly left and she found herself singing a song she 
heard on the radio as she took her shower. She enjoyed the feelings of 
romance. 
 
As Marvelly finished getting ready for work, Chaluqah was across the 
hall in the apartment building setting up what he hoped would be the 
final destruction of Marvelly. He was busying himself with C.A. 
Rodriquez, a young handsome man who lived in the apartment across 
from Marvelly. C.A. had just moved into the complex the night before 
and was wondering what there was to do for excitement. 
 
Chaluqah had done his research on C.A. He had discovered this young 
man was one who liked to live on the edge and would do anything for 
excitement. Chaluqah schemed, "This guy will be perfect. If I could just 
get him interested in Marvelly."  
 
Chaluqah kept scuttling back and forth between the two apartments 
checking on the progress of Marvelly getting ready for work. He was 
also checking on C.A.'s progress on getting up and out to go to his job. it 
became apparent that C.A. wasn't getting ready fast enough for his plan 
to work. 
 
"Get a move on it," Chaluqah whispered into C.A.'s ears. "This is your 
day!" 
 
C.A. looked down at his watch to see what time it was. He read 7:00 
am. "Good, I don't have to be at work for another hour. I've got plenty of 
time," he thought. 
 
Realizing that he wasn't having much effect, Chaluqah stepped up his 
prodding. Again he whispered in his ear, "why don't you go into work 
early. That would really impress your boss. Plus you could use the time 
to catch up your backlog." 
 
C.A. thought to himself, "I do have a lot of work to do. Maybe I should go 
in early. That sure would cause the boss to fall off his chair with 
surprise." 
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C.A. started folding up the paper and cleaning up from breakfast. "On 
second thought, that's a dumb idea. All work and no play makes a man, 
in this case me, boring"! He sat back down and turned to the sports 
section. 
 
Meanwhile, Marvelly was just about to leave the apartment. Chaluqah 
was getting anxious. Sure, he could try again later, but he wanted to get 
this assignment over with as quickly as possible. 
 
Chaluqah, with all the persuasion he could muster spoke again, "if you 
go in early, you could leave early and hit the beaches before dark"! 
 
C.A. smiled as he read the paper. It wasn't what he was reading that 
made him smile. He folded the paper and picked up his lunch. On the 
way to the front door, he stopped off in the bedroom and picked up his 
swimsuit and a towel. "This is not going to be such a bad day after all," 
he thought. 
 
"Perfect, perfect," yelled Chaluqah! 
 
As C.A. was locking the front door, he heard the apartment door across 
the hall open. "I wonder who lives there," he thought. 
 
Marvelly habitually opened her door and turned back towards it to lock it. 
She hadn't noticed that someone else was already in the hall. But 
someone definitely noticed her. "This must be my lucky day," C.A. 
thought as he enjoyed the view coming his way. 
 
Marvelly sensing she was running late quickly turned to make her way 
out of the building.  As she did she bumped right into C.A. and in her 
surprise dropped her bag. 
 
"Oh, I'm so sorry," she quickly responded, wondering where in the world 
this good looking guy came from. 
 
"Where did you come from, I didn't see you, " she asked? 
 
C.A. realized it was his time to speak, but the words came slowly. He 
was amazed that such a beautiful girl could be living across the hall from 
him. "Surely the gods have smiled on him," he thought. 
 
"I didn't mean to startle you. It's quite a coincidence we happened to be 
leaving at the same time." 
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C.A. reached down and picked up the bag Marvelly dropped when she 
bumped into him. "Let me introduce myself," he continued. "My name is 
Cesar Augustus, C.A. for short, and I wouldn't mind bumping into you 
every morning." 
 
Marvelly forgot all about being late to work. "He sure is handsome and 
approximately my age too," she thought. 
 
"Can I walk you to your car," he quickly asked, not wanting to lose any 
opportunities that the moment could give him. 
 
"I don't have a car, but you can walk me to the bus stop." 
 
Chaluqah was hanging all over C.A. whispering into his ears, "ask her to 
the beach. Don't be shy!" 
 
"I would enjoy that," C.A. eagerly thought to himself as they headed 
towards the entrance steps. "Hey, I've got a spontaneous idea. Since 
we're neighbors we need to get to know each other better, right? I get 
off at 4 today and I was planning on going to the beach and checking 
out what was going on down there. Would you like to go with me and 
then afterwards I know this great club where everyone who is somebody 
hangs out." 
 
As they walked up to the curb, Marvelly hesitated with her response. 
"Who is this guy," she thought. "I should be more cautious. But is he 
ever good looking!" 
 
Chaluqah swarmed around Marvelly's head sending thoughts to her 
mind, "you don't know anybody in this town except Juan and you don't 
know when he will be back. You need and deserve lots of friends. 
Besides, he can't be bad since he lives in your apartment complex." 
 
"Well Mr. Cesar Augustus, my better judgment tells me not to, but I'll 
take a chance, I'll meet you here this afternoon at 4:30." 
 
Chaluqah chuckled and flew off to continue setting the spring in his trap. 
He laughed at the ingeniousness idea going through his head. "He sure 
knew how to manipulate Marvelly," he thought confidently. "If she wants 
attention, I'll give her exactly what she wants. We'll see how well she 
can handle it. It won't take long for this trap to spring. Then she will be 
my Master's captive. Truly a captive to sin." 
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The scenes in the mirror changed again. God turned to Tabbach and 
said, “the scene you are about to see is in the future. It has not 
happened yet but it will. You will be in the room when this happens. But I 
wanted to show you ahead of time so that you will know what you are 
about to encounter”. 
 
"Who is this man Marvelly and why is he here," Juan's voice was getting 
quite loud and he was growing impatient? 
 
"I demand to know the same about this pompous %*^*@!$#," C.A. 
shouted back with equal force. 
 
Marvelly quickly jumped between the two men to avoid a fight breaking 
out.  
 
"Shut up both of you," she yelled. "I invited you both here for a reason, 
sit down at the table and stop behaving like jealous little boys." 
 
Both men feeling the sting of her words quietly sat down across from 
each other at the breakfast table with Marvelly sitting between them 
looking all the part of an umpire at a boxing match. 
 
Marvelly got right to the point, "I invited both of you here tonight at the 
same time for a reason. Juan let me introduce you properly to C.A. This 
is Cesar Augustus Rodriquez and he lives in the apartment across from 
me." 
 
"Why are you telling me this? I don't care about him," interrupted Juan. 
 
"Be quiet Juan, get control of yourself and act like a man. You are going 
to get to know C.A. better than you wish." Marvelly continued, "C.A., this 
is Juan Mollina, he is a Senator from my home county of Ortega. I went 
to school with his daughter." 
 
Marvelly looked over at C.A. to see what his response was going to be. 
But he was a quick learner and decided to keep quiet. Marvelly smiled 
as if she was acknowledging his wise decision. 
 
"Now men, I have some important news that neither one of you will like. 
I have hidden from each of you the fact that for the past many months I 
have been simultaneously seeing both of you." Marvelly paused, and 
then started crying under the stress of the words she was about to say. 
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Both men instinctively reached over to Marvelly to try to comfort her. As 
they did so they bumped into each other and tempers started to flare. 
Marvelly quickly regained her composure to keep order in the room. 
 
"Sit back down," she ordered. "Listen, you're not making this easy on 
me." 
 
"Easy on you," C.A. finally spoke out? "I thought we had something and 
come to find out you have been two timing me." 
 
"I have been competing with this kid," Juan sarcastically quipped? 
 
"Shut up both of you," Marvelly blurted out. 
 
"Both of you do mean something to me, very much. I can't explain why 
I've been dating both of you so intensely at the same time without letting 
you know. It's just I wanted to date you both." 
 
Juan asked, "then why are we here tonight? Have you decided to dump 
one of us and you wanted the victor to know that he had won a contest 
he didn't even know he was engaged in?" 
 
"No, No, please be quiet and listen as I try to get out what I have to say. 
Do you think I wanted this meeting tonight? I have dreaded it all week 
since I invited both of you. I haven't slept or eaten hardly a bite. While I 
care for both of you, I wish that I had never even seen your faces. And 
you will probably feel the same about me after tonight." 
 
Both men looked at each other in stunned silence. Their emotions had 
finally subsided and their thoughts were on their wounded pride. For the 
first time they considered Marvelly and her emotional state. They sat in 
silence not sure what would come next. Every possible tragedy ran 
quickly through their heads, wondering what would be the truth. But 
none of them could imagine what she was about to say. 
 
Unbeknownst to the humans at the table Chaluqah was sitting over on 
the sofa pleased with his work. He knew exactly what was going on 
because it was his trap and Marvelly had walked right into it. It had been 
sprung and he was waiting for the fallout. 
 
Tears were streaming down her face as she mustered up the courage to 
say what was due next. "C.A., Juan, I have been sleeping with both of 
you. I am now pregnant and I do not know which one of you is the 
father." 
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Her words landed on both men like a direct hit from a cannon. It felt like 
a ton of rocks had fallen on their chests and they wondered where their 
next breath would come from.  They sat in silence, not looking at 
anyone else, as the enormity of what was happening dawned on them. 
 
Juan, being the politician he was, spoke first, "well, where do we go from 
here?” 
 
Marvelly, who had been looking down at the table spoke, "I've decided 
to go to San Francisco in the United States. I am going to try and seek 
out my father, James Taylor, using the last known address I have for 
him." 
 
C.A. jumped in, "but you told you me you hadn't heard from him in over 
10 years. What makes you think he is still there?" 
 
Marvelly started crying again, "what choice do I have? I can't stay here! 
I've already let my family down once. I'm not going to embarrass them 
anymore! I'm going away to keep any more disgrace from my family's 
name. It's quite obvious I don't know how to run my life and I don't want 
to cause my Mother any more pain. Besides I already have my passport 
and I'm ready to go." 
 
"I can't believe that at 19 years old you are going to San Francisco to 
search for a Father that might not even still be alive, let alone in the 
same city," Juan discouragingly added. 
 
She pretended like she didn't hear, "there is one problem though. I don't 
have any money." 
 
C.A. spoke first, "I know my family is wealthy, but you know me, I spend 
everything they give me. I don't have anything in savings to help you." 
 
Juan, seeing a possible out from his responsibilities chimed in, "I love 
you babe, but why should I help you to America, when it may not even 
be my child?" 
 
Marvelly had prepared for this moment. She had realized earlier in the 
week that both of these men who said they loved her might try to get out 
of their duties when she couldn't prove who was the real father.  
 
"Both of you men will split evenly down the middle my expenses to 
America. I don't care where you come up with the money." Marvelly then 
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turned in her chair and with the look of a lioness stared down Juan and 
coolly spoke, "Juan, I know your wife and your daughter very well. If you 
refuse to help me, I will stay in Nicaragua and tell them that this baby I 
am carrying is yours. This will only be the start, I will make sure the 
press knows this is your baby and tell them of your refusal to support it." 
 
Juan didn't say a word but he knew that he was trapped. He had been 
playing a high stakes game and someone else was holding the ace. 
 
She then shifted in her chair and looked at C.A. ready to raise the 
stakes with him. 
 
Knowing that the cards Marvelly was going to play would be high, he 
didn't allow her to speak. "I'll do my part. It's the least I can do," he said 
knowing he didn't have any other choice. 
 
Chaluqah watched from the sidelines. Marvelly had walked into the trap 
of trying to live the high life with no consequences. She had been caught 
and he hoped that he wouldn't have to be bothered with her again. 
 
"Very well done Chaluqah," bellowed Death Breath as Chaluqah 
entered his headquarters. "I didn't think you could pull it off, but you did, 
and quite splendidly at that!" 
 
"Thank you my Lord," responded Chaluqah as pride swelled up inside of 
him. He had longed for this recognition for a long time. He enjoyed every 
minute of praise he was getting. He especially liked the jealous looks of 
all the other demons huddled up around the outside of the walls. The 
last time he was here he was thoroughly beat up and embarrassed and 
he was glad his good name was being restored. 
 
"I would say Chaluqah that you have successfully passed on the sin of 
divorce to a second generation. You have also, with quite some flair I 
may add, introduced the grip of a powerful new sin to the Taylor family. 
Marvelly's sin of lust and immorality could hold the family in our grip for 
generations to come," continued Death Breath. 
 
The demonic Ortega prince continued, "when I told you to decimate 
Marvelly and leave her in ashes, I didn't know that you would do such a 
good job. To think she is pregnant at 19 years old and fleeing the 
country in disgrace? It was also a nice touch arranging things so that 
she doesn't even know who the father is. Wonderful, what style! I would 
say it is safe to say we won't have to worry about any great works for 
God coming from the Taylor family anymore. I spoke to our Lord over 
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Nicaragua and suggested the calling on the Taylor family can now be 
pronounced dead with little chance of resurrection. He agreed." 
 
"As a sign of our gratitude, " Death Breath's tone got quiet. He looked 
around the room to make sure that every eye was upon him and 
listening. Very rarely did the kingdom reward some one. Usually 
discipline and results were obtained only through intimidation and fear. 
 
"Because of your clever and diligent handling of the Taylor family you 
can pick your next assignment." 
 
Chaluqah's crooked mouth smiled, "thank you Lord, thank you very 
much." He couldn't believe what he was hearing was true, so he tested 
the waters. "You mean I'm not assigned to the Taylor family anymore?" 
 
"That's right. We are not going to actively pursue Marvelly anymore. We 
feel the path for her life is set and the risk of her turning to the enemy 
low. We need to use our resources in higher risk areas." 
 
Chaluqah, while continuing to grin in amazement asked, "you mean 
anywhere?" 
 
"Anywhere. But we get to pick the person you are assigned to in that 
location." 
 
"The USA, I want to go back to the southern United States." 
 
"Done" 
 
Chaluqah walked out of the Ortega headquarters district for the last 
time, he felt light as a bird. As he made his way back to Managua to 
gather his few belongings he looked up and noticed a jet flying 
northward. He grinned as he realized it was Marvelly's flight out of the 
country.  
 
The viewing mirror in the Hall of Records clicked off for the final time. 
God the Father fixed his eyes on Tabbach without saying a word. He 
watched as Tabbach tried to process all that he had seen. He quietly 
spoke again, “the baby Marvelly is carrying is your assignment. He is the 
one that I have picked to inherit the ministry calling of his grandfather 
James Taylor. He is the one that is destined to inherit the rewards and 
challenges of the callings on both James Taylor and himself. It is my will 
for many people to be influenced by the kingdom of God through 
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Marvelly’s child. It is your assignment to help see that happen for me, for 
Marvelly’s child, and for the kingdom.” 
 
After a few minutes Tabbach spoke, "I guess it's an understatement to 
say Marvelly won't have much of a support group to help with this new 
baby." 
 
"She does find her father and his new wife." 
 
"Will they be much help?" 
 
"James is quite glad to see her and lets her stay with them for a short 
period of time, but his wife quickly becomes threatened by her. So 
James asks her to leave. He then finds an apartment for her and helps 
her set up house," answered the Father. 
 
"Is her dad still supportive after this?" 
 
"To the best he can, but it's not much, Marvelly is only allowed back into 
his house when his wife and kids are gone. She is pretty much on her 
own." 
 
The Father continued, "Do not be discouraged. You were well trained in 
intense spiritual warfare on Azorus. Have no doubt that you are 
prepared to protect Marvelly’s child before birth and during his life. 
Marvelly will call him Cesar Augustus." 
 
"Thank you for the confidence." 
 
"Tabbach, it is now time for you to leave for your assignment. As you 
have just seen, Cesar Augustus will be conceived in Managua, 
Nicaragua, and that is your destination. When you exit heaven and enter 
the realm of time, you will enter at the exact moment that Cesar is 
conceived. As you know, all humans are protected from their conception 
on. You will continue to be his guardian angel for the rest of his life on 
Earth." 
 
God continued speaking, "As you have seen here in the Hall of Records, 
Marvelly will not know when she conceived because she is not sure who 
the father is. But you will know who the father is because you will be 
there. But that fact is not critical for the world to know." 
 
"Tabbach, when you enter the realm of time, you will have the 
advantage of being able to see into her future by a few months. You will 
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know that she is headed for the United States and will find her father. I 
used the Hall of Records here to show you this because it is important 
that you do not allow yourself to be seen by the enemy until she or 
Cesar chooses to turn to me. " 
 
The Father continued, "As you saw, when Marvelly moves to the States 
in disgrace, the enemy will abandon their pursuit of her. If they see you 
they will realize that we have not given up on the Taylor family and my 
calling upon them. They will continue to pursue her and try to bring more 
destruction into her life. For this reason remain hidden. Marvelly needs a 
rest and an opportunity to hear my voice. I will give you guidance during 
this period on how to carry out your job with skill and wisdom." 
 
"Before you go through the portal to time, I want you to know that the 
Holy Spirit will be actively and silently wooing her to us. That wooing will 
increase when she gets to the States. During the first few months enjoy 
your rest. Because if and when she or Cesar turns to me, it won't be 
long till the enemy realizes that we have "resurrected the dead" and 
performed an end run on them. They will then be frantic and will stop at 
nothing to kill the calling on the Taylors. Your rest will then have ended." 
 
Tabbach felt courage and bravery rise up inside of him. The anointing 
and strength of God was growing within him like never before. The 
power of God, being transmitted from the Father, was gaining such 
strength in his body that he didn't think he could hold anymore. He felt 
confident, confident in his God. 
 
Tabbach turned and looked around at heaven. He marveled at the 
magnificence and majesty of the place and tried to lock into his memory 
everything about it. He realized it might be a long time before he 
returned. He spoke his final words before leaving Heaven, "I'm ready." 
 
 
 

 3  
 
SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA, USA 
 
Marvelly reached the bottom of the steps in front of the Catholic Church. 
Before moving on to her bus stop, she turned and looked back up at the 
church's heavy oak door. She hoped that by looking back and 
remembering her experience, this peaceful, almost euphoric feeling she 
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felt would last longer. She didn't want the feelings she now felt to ever 
go away.  
 
As she walked to the bus stop about a block away she pondered on 
what had happened in the church that morning. "Why was this morning 
different? Why do I feel such a peace today and not the other days I've 
been here?" 
 
Whatever the reason, she wished that the feeling would stay and never 
leave. The peace and sense of love she felt was what she had been 
seeking all of her life through other people. 
 
As she approached the bus stop she felt her child move inside of her. 
As she reached down and touched her womb, she knew that her 
pregnancy was no longer problematic and that he was going to be all 
right. Alone at the bus stop, she looked towards heaven and softly 
spoke to the God who had just healed her, "thank you. Wherever you're 
at, thank you. He's yours." 
 
As the bus rounded the corner, Marvelly suddenly took a step 
backwards from the curb thinking someone was beside her. Looking 
around her, she thought, "I must be losing my mind. I could have sworn 
that someone was standing beside me."  
 
Unknown to her, Tabbach had just stepped out from the spiritual 
shadows where he had been hiding from the enemies' eyes the last 6 
months. He moved out of hiding as God had instructed him to do in 
heaven whenever Marvelly or the child cried out to Him. He originally 
had thought that this crying out would mean one of them was seeking or 
asking to become a Christian. But he realized now that this was a false 
assumption. It was obvious that there was going to be a progressive 
revelation of God to them before they actually got saved. He quietly 
wondered when that would actually come, if at all.  
 
He had secretly wished that Marvelly would become saved instantly. 
This would make his job of protecting Cesar much easier. He could then 
operate from a position of strength through her relationship with God 
and through her prayers.  
 
But he realized now was the time that God meant for him to come out of 
hiding. With God himself arriving so powerfully back at the church, he 
knew he had to come out of hiding. He knew the enemy would realize 
that God had not given up on the woman they had given up on 6 
months ago. The three demons that were in the Catholic Church when 
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the glory of God showed up would make sure the regional authorities 
knew of what happened. When the Glory of God shows up it always 
causes a panic on the enemies’ side. They would be furious when they 
realized that they had miscalculated and God was still wooing this lost, 
desperate, single mother. They would strike back with intense anger 
and rage because their pride had been damaged. He knew that there 
were going to be many battles before salvation would be assured. 
 
Tabbach smiled as he thought back to the scene at the church, "that 
was truly awesome. I had almost forgotten how beautiful and powerful 
the glory of God was. The way He swept into that chapel surrounded by 
all my angelic friends was breath taking." 
 
He felt a tinge of sorrow as he continued thinking, "I haven't seen the 
glory of God in the 6 months that I have been here in San Francisco. I 
miss the throne room."  
 
Quickly he caught himself, "sorrow? How dare I think those selfish 
thoughts! I am now protecting God's most valuable possession in the 
universe! A human created in His image, a human that has three parts 
like the Trinity - body, soul, and spirit. I'm not even made up like that. I 
get to help protect God's own heartthrob! There is no higher service to 
the King." 
 
He laughed as he thought of the look on the demon's faces in the 
chapel. He had watched them from the shadows for many weeks while 
Marvelly was coming there to pray. They thought that what she was 
doing was all a joke. They hadn't seen God move in so long that they 
forgot how quickly He comes on the scene when someone cries out for 
help.  
 
He never had to worry about them harming her or Cesar, which was his 
primary concern. They were just lazy, good for nothing demonic imps 
that were no use to anyone, even to their own side.  
 
He laughed again as he thought about the sheer terror that showed on 
their faces when they realized what was happening. They moved faster 
trying to get out of the building than he though their fat little bodies could 
move. 
 
He was actually surprised himself at what happened. He realized what 
Marvelly was praying and he knew the Holy Spirit was in the chapel 
wooing her. But he didn't think that her prayer would be answered by the 
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Father Himself coming. "What a wonderful show of compassion and 
power." 
 
As Marvelly climbed on to the bus now waiting at the curb, Tabbach in 
full sight of all demonic spirits that might be watching climbed onto the 
bus with her. He held his shoulders straight and was proud that the 
entire spiritual world would shortly know that he was a Guardian Angel. 
 
Marvelly reached the top of the bus steps and noticed the bus driver, 
"you're new. Have you ever driven this bus route before?" 
 
The bus driver responded, "This is my first time." 
 
"Well, my name is Marvelly, glad to have you drive my route. I ride it 
every day to work." 
 
"My name is Diez, Manuel Diez, and it is definitely a pleasure driving for 
you." 
 
As Marvelly sat down, she thought, "He sure is handsome, I want to get 
to know  him better." 
 

4  
 
THE ENEMIES’ HEADQUARTERS 
 
The city headquarters of the enemy was in total chaos. Malefacton, the 
San Francisco city ruler was pacing furiously in the conference room. 
His staff and aides sat around the table trying to stay out of his way and 
not say anything to antagonize him worse. They had never seen him so 
mad. 
 
"What the &*%$#^& happened at that Catholic Church this morning", 
screamed Malefacton. "Just when we think we are getting this city under 
control we have a visitation from God Himself!" 
 
"It was bad enough for God to visit my city, but my scouts in that area 
said there was over 100,000 angels accompanying him with trumpets. 
We had to clear out everyone from our side for a square mile! How 
embarrassing." 
 
Malefacton banged on the table with both fists. Rage filled his eyes like 
red fire at night. In the dark room filled with the smelling breaths of his 
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aides, his voice cut like a knife through the air, "I want to know why God 
showed up! Find out what was in that church to cause the Glory of God 
to visit my city with the sound of trumpets and 100,000 angels!" 
 
Malefacton stared at the people at the table and said, "My reputation is 
on the line. Already my superiors have heard about this and they 
demand an answer. If I don't rectify this fast my job is going to be licking 
their boots with my tongue." 
 
Malefacton's top aide cautiously raised his hand. He had something to 
contribute but he was not sure he wanted to. 
 
"Yes, what is it," barked Malefacton. 
 
Tentatively, the aide began, "We had three people assigned to that 
church. Bacchus was the pact leader and we are trying to find him. Our 
scouts said when God arrived at the church they saw him and the other 
two moving at a high rate of speed from the building. No one has seen 
them since. I have given instructions to the demon enforcers to find 
Bacchus at all costs and escort him immediately to this room." 
 
"Bacchus, did you say Bacchus?" 
 
"Yes, my Lord." 
 
"You mean when God showed up at the church all we had there was 
that little lazy good for nothing Bacchus?" 
 
"I'm afraid so." 
 
Malefacton started swearing up one side and down another. "&*^%$@#, 
I suspended him from his last assignment because of abject failure and 
what does he do? He screws up the next assignment that should have 
been a cakewalk. Wait till I get my hands on him. My reputation is falling 
because of that little lazy eyesore." 
 
Everyone in the room tried to avoid eye contact with the boss. They 
hoped that the scouts would find Bacchus quickly in case he decided to 
not wait for him to vent his anger. Nobody wanted to take his place. 
There were times when they loved the privileges their position afforded 
them. But times like this made them wonder if it was worth it. 
 
Just then, the door opened and the Captain of the demonic enforcers 
walked into the room dragging Bacchus by the back of his neck across 
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the floor. This was easy for the Captain to do because he was one of 
the strongest and biggest demons on their side. Few things were 
beyond his physical strength. He was over 7 feet tall and seemed twice 
as wide as most demons.  
 
After seeing Bacchus everyone in the room inwardly rejoiced. They felt 
like kids do when they seeing their Christmas presents for the first time. 
They were so relieved they were not going to be at the receiving end of 
Malefacton's anger that they had no remorse for the pain about to be 
inflicted upon Bacchus. 
 
Malefacton strode across the room to the Captain and jerked Bacchus 
from him. He pulled him off the floor and flung him up against the wall, 
the boss's special wall, the wall with sticky glue on it. The boss loved to 
sling people up against it because they were then stuck to the wall and 
became immobilized. In this manner, the boss kept your full attention. 
 
Malefacton began inflicting great pain while interrogating Bacchus.  
 
"Why did the enemy show up at your post?" 
 
"I don't know," Bacchus answered honestly while grimacing. 
 
"Not acceptable. Give me an answer or you will die right now!" 
 
"Maybe it had to do with the girl that was there?" 
 
"Girl? Who was she? Why was she there? What was she doing?" 
 
Bacchus replied, "I don't think she was doing anything, just sitting." 
 
Malefacton grew worried at this answer. "Just sitting," he thought to 
himself? "Surely this doesn't mean she was praying." He hoped not.  
 
"She wasn't praying was she," yelled Malefacton at Bacchus? 
 
"I'm not sure, probably, that's what she was doing the other days." 
 
The red fire was growing brighter in Malefacton's eyes as he 
sarcastically asked, "well, what was she praying?" 
 
Bacchus knew he was in deep trouble. He didn't know what she had 
been praying all those mornings. He never listened and was usually 
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asleep. If he told this to Malefacton he would suffer even more for failing 
to do his job. Instead of answering he started shaking with fear. 
 
"Maybe I should just make up something," he thought. "Say that she 
was just going through the motions and not praying anything serious." 
But he realized that this wouldn't work. If she had been praying some 
lifeless prayer God would have never shown up like He did. He had 
better tell the truth than get caught in a lie. 
 
"I don't remember what she was praying," Bacchus blurted out. 
 
The entire room groaned. 
 
Malefacton slowly and methodically placed his hands on Bacchus' 
shoulders. He started digging his long fingernails in as he tightened his 
grip. "You are telling me that I give you a cushy job to do and you can't 
even do that," spoke the boss. 
 
Bacchus was in too much pain to answer.  
 
Malefacton continued, "Something important happened and you can't 
even tell me why?" 
 
Bacchus didn't need to answer. His boss knew what his response would 
be. 
 
"Can you at least tell me her name?" 
 
For the first time since that morning Bacchus felt some relief. Some how 
or another, through no effort on his part, he knew her name. He was 
glad that he at least had one answer. 
 
"Marvelly, Marvelly Taylor. She's an immigrant. I think from Nicaragua. 
She is also pregnant." 
 
Upon hearing the girl's name Malefacton did not catch the last sentence 
about her being pregnant. He had not heard of her before and had no 
idea of what had transpired with her in Nicaragua. 
 
The boss sarcastically responded, "Well good!" 
 
Malefacton turned to the Captain and said, "remove him from the wall 
and teach him a lesson he will never forget." 
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The Captain removed Bacchus from the wall and dragged him out the 
door. The aides watched as they were reminded of the punishment for 
failure. Each aide, for that matter each demon in the kingdom, lived and 
worked in an attitude of absolute fear. They hated the enemy but they 
longed for the kind treatment the enemies’ boss gave His angels. 
 
Malefacton assumed his position at the head of the table. He paused for 
a few moments before speaking. "God came here today for a specific 
reason. He never does anything randomly. He came to that church and 
to that woman specifically because He has a plan." 
 
Everyone in the room expectantly listened for his next words. "That plan 
is obviously to advance His kingdom at our expense. But because of 
Bacchus' failure we don't know how. This must not happen and we will 
find a way to fight back! Who ever that woman is must be important to 
God for Him to arrive on the scene as He did. If we could know what she 
was praying we would have specific knowledge about how God is 
moving. We could then have counterattacked effectively. Instead, we 
just have to assume God's plan has something to do with that woman 
and not something or someone else she might have been praying for. 
We need to act quickly before the Holy Spirit moves very far in 
implementing whatever his plan is." 
 
Malefacton turned and spoke to the Captain who had reentered the 
room for his next instructions, "is Bacchus taken care of?" 
 
"Yes, he won't ever forget his lesson. Once he heals he should be much 
more dutiful in the future." 
 
"Good." Malefacton continued, "find the woman he spoke of, this 
Marvelly Taylor, she must live in the vicinity of the church and will 
probably come back. When you find her, track her, and at the first 
opportunity kill her. You're dismissed, all of you." 
 
 
 

5  
 
Tabbach was crying, even though no one could see him he was still 
embarrassed. "He's so cute," he kept thinking to himself. "He's so 
defenseless and helpless." It was the first time he had actually been 
right there when a human was born. And this wasn't just any person, 
this was Cesar Augustus, his assignment. 
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"Seeing Cesar was going to make his job easier," he thought. "Before, 
when he was in the womb, it was hard to visualize that he was 
protecting someone." 
 
As Tabbach was admiring him from the foot of the bed, he did wonder 
about an unexpected variable in his world. There had been quite a 
romance going on between Marvelly and Manuel Diez the bus driver on 
her route. He knew that they would be getting married soon and was 
concerned about how the relationship would affect Cesar. 
 
He wished that Marvelly would commit her life to the Lord and that a 
Christian man would come into her life. "It would make my job easier to 
have some spiritual authority present in the home," thought Tabbach. 
 
Tabbach had done his research on Manuel and found out that he was a 
hard working decent man. He was industrious to the point of being a 
workaholic. He was a good provider and saved money but he didn't 
think that he would spend much time with the kids. He knew this 
because Manuel was divorced and already had two sons and a 
daughter. He provided for their physical needs but he usually wasn't 
there when they needed him. Tabbach also was concerned about how 
Cesar would interact with his older stepbrothers and sister as he got 
bigger. Time would tell.  
 
For now he was happy at seeing Cesar face to face. He let the memory 
of his birth etch itself in his mind. It was October 8th, 1954, and this was 
the start of a long journey together, at least 80 or 90 years he hoped. 
 
There was one thing that really concerned Tabbach. For the last couple 
of months he noticed that there was a huge demon that had been 
following Marvelly wherever she went. Actually, he didn't know if he was 
following Marvelly or Cesar. Now that Cesar was born, he was hoping to 
get a better understanding of the demon's motives. 
 
He assumed that this demon's presence was in response to the 
visitation of God at the Catholic Church. He did show up shortly after 
that event. 
 
Tabbach also noticed that his demonic enemy was slowly getting closer 
to him and Marvelly. He first started appearing on the edge of eyesight 
in the shadows, but lately he was starting to get braver and allowing 
himself to be seen more often. 
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He knew that the enemy was not pleased with what happened at the 
Church and that they would have already counterattacked if he had not 
been there. They were probably sizing him up and waiting for him to 
show a sign of vulnerability so that they wouldn't have to do direct battle 
with him. 
 
This was fine with Tabbach, he was not eager to fight this demon who 
was much larger. He was one of the biggest demons he had ever seen, 
so he kept constant vigil over the Taylors so as not to let his guard down 
and give the enemy an easy shot. He knew the time would come when 
he would have to react quickly to what was going to happen. 
 
 
 

6  
 
THE ENEMIES’ HEADQUARTERS 
 
"Give me a report," Malefacton said to the Captain. "You've been 
stalking the woman for a long time. When are you going to get rid her? I 
need you for some other assignments." 
 
"Do you want me to do the job cleanly and right," answered the 
Captain? 
 
"Yes, yes, you know I do. But one thing I hate about you is that you’re 
too much of a perfectionist and always wait for the perfect time to do 
everything. Can't you just do it and get it over with?" 
 
"Normally, yes, but there is a guardian angel constantly around 
protecting her son Cesar." 
 
"What's his name?" 
 
"Tabbach." 
 
"Never heard of him." 
 
"He's new and is taking his assignment very seriously." 
 
"Don't they all." 
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"I've not had a opportunity to attack when he wasn't watching. I thought 
about making a full frontal attack on the woman but I have never seen 
him fight. I'm much bigger than he is, but I'm not sure what to expect. 
I've never failed yet in an assignment and this is not going to be my first. 
But it may take some time before the opportunity arises to attack the 
woman, but believe me I will do it." 
 
"If you weren't so good, I wouldn't put up with the delay," responded 
Malefacton. 
 
"Do you want me to fail and then the enemy come back and double or 
even triple the guard on Marvelly's family?" 
 
"No, but waiting this long I had better not be disappointed with the 
results." 
 
"You won't be, I promise," said the Captain as he left the room and 
headed back to continue planning the demise of Marvelly. 
 
LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 
 

"Happy Birthday to You! Happy Birthday to You! Happy Birthday Dear 
Cesar, Happy Birthday to You!" 

 
The whole room clapped after they sang and began handing Cesar 
presents for him to open. 
 
"Blow out your candles first Cesar," his mom told him, "Before you open 
your presents." Cesar took a deep breath filling his cheeks till they 
puffed out. Then with one big breath he blew out all the candles. Well, 
almost all, he was only able to blow out 4 of the 5 candles. 
 
"I can't believe that you're five," Marvelly excitedly said while she kissed 
Cesar on the forehead! 
 
Her thoughts suddenly wandered back to the meeting in her apartment 
over 5 years ago with Juan and Cesar. She didn’t know then who was 
the father but it was obvious now. Cesar, even at the age of five, looked 
so much like Juan Mollina that it was undeniable who was his father. 
 
Her thoughts came back to Cesar trying to blow out his candles. She 
turned and whispered to Manuel, "isn't he so cute. By the way you're 
pretty good looking too." 
 



 

   75 

"So are you sweetie." 
 
"Oh, Manuel, we have such a good life together. Since we've been 
married I've been so happy. I've really enjoyed it since we moved here 
to Los Angeles." 
 
"Definitely, and this apartment we lucked up on to rent is such a grand 
old place." 
 
"Where's the ice cream," a neighbor asked? 
 
"It's in the freezer," Marvelly yelled back into the kitchen. 
 
"There's none here." 
 
"Surely, I didn't forget to buy that," Marvelly said in disgust as she 
checked herself. 
 
"Well, I'm afraid so. Don't worry, I'll run to the store and get some," the 
neighbor volunteered. 
 
"No, No, No, in just a few moments your supposed to do your clown 
routine for all these neighborhood kids. If you leave I'll have a revolt on 
my hands. I'll go, it won't take long." 
 
As Marvelly started to leave, Cesar began crying.  
 
"What's the matter dear, this is your birthday party, aren't you happy." 
 
Through his tears, Cesar said, "I don't want you to go Mommy." 
 
"I'll be back in a few minutes, son. It won't be long. Plus, the clown will 
be coming out in a few minutes. You love clowns." 
 
"But I want to go with you," he said continuing to cry. 
 
"All these kids came to see you, you must stay." 
 
"No mommy, they can watch the clown by themselves, I want to go with 
you." 
 
Marvelly finally gave in. "After all it was his birthday," she thought as she 
packed up his belongings and headed for the door. 
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While closing the door she yelled over her shoulder, "have fun! I'll be 
back in fifteen minutes." As she closed the door, Tabbach followed 
behind. 
 
As Tabbach was following them to the car he thought, "I'm starting to 
really enjoy these birthday parties and look forward to them every year. 
We need to incorporate them in heaven. Unfortunately, all the angels 
would have their birthday party on the same day since we were created 
all at once. Oh well, humans have some really strange customs but this 
one is a good one. " 
 
As Marvelly started turning right onto the busy two way street Tabbach 
felt a cold chill run over his body. He immediately knew that something 
horrible had come onto the scene. He could feel evil in the air all around 
him. Every alarm in his mind that could possibly go off was ringing. He 
glanced over at Cesar and then Marvelly. They seemed perfectly 
content and unaware of anything out of the normal.  
 
He quickly looked in the shadows for the demonic Captain but could not 
find him. He started to panic, but he quickly felt the peace of God run 
through his body and clear his mind for action. 
 
As He turned to try and locate the Captain he was run over from the rear 
by what felt like a train. His whole body screamed in pain as his face 
was smashed into the pavement beside the moving car. Being a 
guardian angel his first thoughts were the safety of Cesar. Even though 
he did not see who or what had blind-sided him from the rear he knew it 
was spiritual evil because physical objects could not harm him.  
 
As he managed to lift his face up towards the car that was now 
speeding away his worse fears were confirmed. Moving quickly away 
from him towards another car coming down the road was the Captain. 
 
Tabbach couldn't believe what was happening. He had faithfully 
guarded Cesar for 5 years and 9 months counting the time in the womb. 
If Cesar died now he wouldn't know how to live with himself. Here he 
was in his first direct encounter with the enemy and he allowed himself 
to be blind-sided.  
 
Tabbach cried out in pain as he tried to stand. He couldn’t raise himself 
up to his knees, "Father! I need your strength!" 
 
He watched as the Captain moved to the passenger side of the 
oncoming car. He had an idea of what was about to happen. He needed 
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at all costs to stop Him. He glanced at the car's passengers and they 
were going along merrily thinking about ice cream. 
 
Tabbach cried out for wisdom, "God, I need you." Just then he felt a 
rush of warm power enter his legs. He immediately stood up and as he 
did the warmth and energy filled the rest of his body. With the speed of 
thought he took out after his enemy ready to immobilize him. 
 
The Captain with his head start on Tabbach reached the oncoming car 
first. With his sharp fingernails he reached down and ripped open the 
rubber sidewall of the left front tire. 
 
Tabbach watched as the blown tire caused the oncoming car to swerve 
to the left over the center dividing line. In a matter of less than a second 
the car would hit head on with Marvelly's car that was turning into the 
street. Tabbach realized the perfect timing with which the Captain had 
carried out his plan. As he moved to the oncoming car not knowing quite 
what to do the Captain turned around and sneered at him with a smile 
that gloated of his victory. It was the first time the two had ever looked at 
each other eye to eye. The Captain's pride was shown all over his face. 
 
Out of what seemed like nowhere the Holy Spirit spoke to him, "throw 
your body in front of the swerving car's tires to deflect it from a direct 
impact." Instantaneously like every good soldier following his 
commander's instructions, Tabbach moved to the car positioning himself 
in front of the Captain. The dark and sweaty enemy reached out to grab 
him but only succeeded in ripping his clothes. Tabbach disappeared 
below the car's grill. 
 
The angel's body fell into the path of the wheels achieving his desired 
effect. The car bounced slightly to the right and hit Marvelly’s car in the 
side behind the driver’s seat instead of head on as planned. Tabbach 
could hear the scream of Marvelly right before impact. 
 
Tabbach found himself lying in the middle of the street with the piled 
wreckage of two cars all around him. The supernatural power of God 
had left him and he was once again in tremendous pain from the rear 
attack of the Captain. He looked up at Cesar who was directly above 
him in the car. Miraculously, he seemed fine. He was shaken but 
nothing more serious than scratches. 
 
With great concern he looked at Marvelly behind the steering wheel and 
realized that she wasn't so blessed. She was slumped over the steering 
wheel unconscious. If a bystander was looking at her they would declare 
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her dead. But the faint light of her human spirit inside told him otherwise. 
He knew that she needed help immediately to live, but she would live.  
 
He had forgotten the Captain and quickly looked around for him 
concerned about a counterattack to finish the job. He was nowhere to 
be found. Evidently, he thought he had succeeded. And he would have 
had Tabbach not sacrificed himself for Cesar. 
 
That is the story of how one Guardian Angel was assigned to the most 
precious possession God has – His Sons and Daughters on Earth. It 
was the first of many adventures for Tabbach in protecting Cesar and 

the kingdom destiny he would bring.  
 

Needless to say Tabbach is doing his job well because Cesar Augustus 
Brooks is still alive and is a Church planter and Pastor in the Augusta, 
Georgia, USA area. Cesar is married to Sherry and together they have 

one son of their own, Taylor. 
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